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CHRISTMAS TIME.

'Tis Christmas time, and all around
The family hearth to-night,

The faces wreathed in happy smiles
Are beaming with delight.

The stockings by the chimney hung,
Await.- the morning’s joy.

We count them and they represent
Each litle girl and boy.

With what delight they will unload
Their stockings in the morn;

And sometimes, just to play a trick,
Is found an ear of corn.

‘What merry laughter fills the air
‘Whenever this is found,

While' they, 'to let all see the joke,
Will - gaily pass it round.

The parents and grandparents, too,

In it find much delight;

It makes them happy, just to see

The. little faces bright.

How much would their fond hearts not
do

To make the children glad,

And put away all thoughts of care

That ever made them sad.

E'en though perchance a silent tear
Creeps from the mother's eye,

As she looks back to other years,
And heaves a little sigh

For one that's passed beyond the gate
And with them is no more;

She cannot help but thinking now
Of little Eleanor.

And wishing that she too could be

With them this happy night,

As when her little prattle sweet

Would heighten their delight.

They cannot help but miss her face,

As children gather round,

E'en though they know, in God’s blest
home,

Their angel may be found.

The cousins, aunts and uncles, too,
Come -on. the. Christmas day,

And bring their presents and good cheer
To make a merry day;

And how the children romp aound,

So merry with delight,

Til1l little ones are all tired out,

And glad to say good-night.

But. still the happy little smiles
Play round their lips in dreams,
And though the day has really gone,
E'en still with them it seems.

New dolls and toys and candy too
They will not soon forget,

And the remembrance of the day
Will linger with them yet.

And .we whose childhood days have From the original painting in the Cathedral at Seville.

flown
T.ook back with tender thought
To days when we, in childhood bright,
The Christmas blessings caught:
‘When hearts were free from toil and
care,
And merry all the day
Ere. we had found that all this life
‘Was not a joyous play.

*ON Edarth be peace, be peace,” the angels sang.
“To men goodwill,” the last notes earthward rang.

Long stood the shepherds lost in deep amaze,
Fixing upon the Star their awe-struck gaze.

Then one said ““ Let us find Him : it were meet
We lay our homage at this Saviour's feet.”

And each one ran in eager haste to bring
His humble gift unto the new-born King.

But one there was who went with footsteps slow—

He had no gift, no offering to bestow.

MADONNA AND CHILD. By ALONZO CANO.
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By Elizabeth W. Mainwaring.

Though sore his longing, for too poor was he.
Butlo! with eyes downcast, he chanced to see

A little tree which stood hard by the road,
Near to the place o’er which the strange Star glowed.

With sudden inspiration he bent down,

Plucked its few leaves and fashioned a rude crown.

So, joyful, entered at the lowly door,
And to the new-bom King his tribute bore.

From their rich store the Wise Men did unfold
Their royal gifts of frankincense and gold;

THE CHRISTMAS STAR.

A Lrn;:l s:itar -l{ ;nalin:nyed -
tep own the dusky ways of night ;
Whitefooted, smiling, usafraid, s
It passed the orbs of greater light,
It held its slender taper h
The tiny splendors ng far,
It knew its time to shine was nigh :
For lo| it was the Christmas Star. -

A little child knelt in the dark,
With clear eyes raised and lifted face,
She saw the tiny travelling spark
Move on from its ngpdn‘es place,
The tears welled so she scarce could see,
1ts orb of brightness grew a bar.
‘“ Mother,” she cried, ‘'it comes to me,
1t kissed my eyes—the Christmasg Star | "

God knows that both these things are one—
The star that shines, the eye that sees,
The answer to the prn{er is shown
Unto the sinner on his knees,
Onthe long lanes of splintered light
Descends the shining avatar;
But only tears of pure delight
Could bring the holy Christmas Star;

UNFORGOTTEN.

By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps Ward

Star-bright, star-glad, the little eyes
That tﬁtu fome,—my Plzhgs. ;

(Star-cold, star-dim, the cr{lull hun
Upon the willow.'htelt. .

Ring out, sing out, my little throats
That bt{nbmg, babbie all the day |

(Its tune unfinished, sweet and fine,
—We laid a voice away.)

Clasp close, cling fast, my little arms |
Make of my heart your love-lined nest.
(Oh, folded are the q&let hands
Upon a breathless 1)

pio 5 1I Chf:ﬂm’h "&,‘&d '1::“' dead,
—The la u e

(For predggl is the love of loveppy s,
Grief has inherited.)

And falrest is the shining smile
Whose valor dries the unseen tear,
(To every Christmas festival
1 call you, lost and dear !)

Who loveth bravest, loveth best,
Rejoicing as the jo{mu do.

But Oh | my unforgotten | Iet

Me come to-night to you'l

AN OLD-TIME CHRISTMAS.

CHRISTMAS white with the driven snow,
While the sun shone bright in a wintry glow—
That’s the dn?' I used to know

Back in my happy boyhood.

Greeﬂngélflad (nlt the dlwttx o‘! day,
Santy's and a romp at play—
Oh, tj;ne :}

stmas-tide was ever ga
Back in my happy boyhood.

Mother's face with its loving smile,

Bounteous cheer in the g old style—

"T'was a me Christmas all the while
Back in my happy boyhood,

And now, when my hair is thin and gn{.
Comes the bright white snow ona Christmas day
And takes me back long years, away

To the time of my happy boyhood,

THE CORONATION

And what their scanty store could best afford
The reverent shepherds laid before their Lord.

But out of all the offerings which were

So heaped before himj:ankinceme and myrrh,
Trinkets, and ointments, and the yellow gold—

The Child's hands chose that clumsy wreath to hold.

The Mother laid it gently on His brow :
* The Kings wear crowns,” she whispered, ‘“s0 must thou.™

Again they crowned Him for the world to see—
His second crowning was on Calvary.
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Christmas in Many Countries.
Origin of the Day, Etc. \

Strange indeed does it seem that
Christmas, one of the most prominent
festivals of the Christian year, should
have its origin in pagan festivities.
“Stranoe,” we say, and yet upon second
thought, we find that other festivals of
the Christian year may be traced to the
same source. [Easter, the sacred fes-
tival that commemorates the resurrec-
tion of the Christ, is an outgrowth of
an old pagan festival held in the month
of April in honor of the Goddess of
Spring. Other Christian festivals have
had their birth in Hebrew or pagan
rites, and so we find our Christmas cele-
brations to be far older than Chris-
tianity itself.

The barbarous Teutons the Ancient
Egyptians, the early Greeks and Ro-
mans, centuries before the birth of
Christ, held high festival on the twen-
ty-first of December. the date of the
winter solstice. The twenty-fifth of
December was regarded by the early
Church as the day of Christ's birth
and its anniversary kept with sacred
rites. As Christianity spread, we find
that the great days of pagan worship
were merged into those o% the Chris-
tian religion that happeéred to occur
about the same day of the month.
Many of the pagan rites and observ-
ances were retained, but with a higher
and deeper significance.

The joyousness of the Heathen sol-
stice festival remained a part of the
Christian festival, but in place of be-
ing a mere naking upon the oc-
casion of the turning of the sun, the
good cheer took on a spiritual meaning
of ethical and religious import. “Glory
tc God in the Highest and on earth
peace, good will toward men,” became
the sentiment that formed a sweet,
grave background for all the jollity
and quips and cranks that had for-
merly belonged to the purely pagan fes-
tival.

Qur Christian carols are an out-
growth of the wild hymns sung by the
ancient Romans at the Saturnalia, a
feast held on the seventeenth of Decem-
ber in honor of the God Saturn. This
ancient feast was kept with the wildest
of merriment as a celebration of the
end of the toil of the year, when the
harvests had been gathered in.

The holly and mistletoe were used
as emblems by the “druids of old” in
their mystic and savage rites. The
mistletoe especially is a horsey em-
blem, connected for ages with Decem-
ber feasts. In the feast of the Saturn-
alia it figured even to a greater extent
than that at our Christmas banquets.
The Scandinavians revered it as being
the material from which the arrow was
made with which their sun-god, Balder,
was slain. The druids regarded it as
sacred because it grew upon the holy
oak, and at the time of the winter sol-
stice, in ceremonious processions they
proceeded to the wood where the mis-
tletoe grew. It was gathered by the
priests in greatest reverence, and after-

wards distributed to the people in small
bits. These little sprays of mistletoe
were hung over the house entrance as
an offering to the deities of the woods.
The modern significance of the mistle-
toe is a survival of the customs of the
ancient Saturnalia.

Even in the words associated with
the celebration of our Christmas feast
we can find a survival of the past.
For instance, in the words yuletide and
yule-log we have the ancient Gothic
and Saxon word “yule,” meaning the
festival of the winter solstice.

The custom of burning the yule-log
came originally from the Scandi-
navians, who at the feast of the winter
solstice kindled great fires in honor of
Thor. The yule-log still has its part
in Christmas ceremonies in some dis-
tricts of England. With shouting and
song, the huge log is dragged into the
festive hall. Soon its bright flames and
merry crackling add to the joyousness
of the occasion.

A favorite old yule-tide song runs
as follows:—

Welcome be thou, heavenly king,

Welcome born on this morning,

Welcome for whom we shall sing

\
\

N

We might, had we time, tell of ‘num-
erous other Christmas customs that
have their roots in heathenism; but
we have before us instances enough to
show us how vitally our lives are linked
with the far away past, how akin all
nations are over the face of the old
earth.

Our times are but the outgrowth of
the times of old. Yet, let us not blame
the times of old for our defects. Let
us rather bless them for the richness
of our inheritance.

Christmas in Old England.

Far back in the dim vista of the past
we see visions of the Christmas days
when the world was young. Just as
children make the bright and happy
joyousness of our Christmas season,
so the simple child-like nature of the
ancient Briton, Saxon, Norman, is the
source from which all the merrymak-
ing of the world’s Christmas celebra-
tions has come. We of to-day are of
a somewhat graver type of character,
sensing the sweet seriousness of the
laying of more stress upon its deeper
significance.

It is not that our far away ancestors
did not recognize the deep truth that
the Christmas feast stands for, but the

_enjoy.

good cheer of the season appealed more

The spirit of the Roundhead made
itself felt even across the waters in
America, for we find the Court of Mas-
-achusetts in 1659 decreeing that “any-
body who is found observing abstin-
ence from labor, feasting or in any other
way any such day as Christmas Day
shall pay for every such offense five
shillings.”

The English Parliament passed an
ordinance in 1652 for Christmas Day of
that year not to be kept. It had de-
creed that holly and ivy were “sedi-
tious badges.” The Parliament upon
this occasion resolved to sit on Christ-
mas Day. A commentator upon this fact
remarks with truth that they doubtless
had the surely satisfactory time that
gloomy religionists of any time or clime

Christmas in Germany.

Christmas is heralded in Germany by
greens hung from every window and
door and garlands spread upon the
walks. The Christmas tree which forms
so important a part of the German
Christmas is kept behind closed doors
during its decoration, and the mysteries
which “die mutter” has been preparing
are not revealed until the appointe
time. At six o’clock on Christmas Eve,
the time of suspense is over. The chil-
dren dance wildly round the lighted
trees, and all the warmth of the German
family life is at its highest. Christ-
mas Day itself is spent in friendly visits,
ending in the evening with music and
dancing.

In Germany at some important re-
mote date the first Christmas tree fig-

to the state of mental and spiritual
development. They were the children
of the race, we are the youth. As the
youth does not lose all the love for the
things of childhood, so we have not
lost our love for the simple joys of
Christmas time, but consciously or
unconsciously we are more absorbed
with the divine significance of the
truth of the incarnation of God into us
and within us.

So mue¢h to account for the wild
hilarity with which Christmas was cele-
brated by old England in centuries
past. The festivities began on the six-
teenth of Dececmber and lasted till Jan-
uary sixth, the - date of the historic
Twelfth-Night. The revelries at court
were splendid as well as gay. Open
house was kept throughout the realm.
Banquets, carnivals and general carous-
ing were the order of the day. The
office of the Lord of Mis-Rule brought
about much of the license of the old
Roman Saturnalia.

Of the simpler joys of these old
mention—the wreathes of holly and of
mistletoe, the great yule-log and the
family feasts.

At~ the time of the ascendancy of
Puritanism much of the free wild spirit
of the English Christmas was crushed,
and it seems to have never fully re-
vived. In 1643 the Roundhead Parlia-
ment abolished the observance of
Christmas, and for twelve years Christ-

‘Welcome Yule.

mas as a general holiday was not kept.
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ured as part of the Christmas celebra-
tion.

In Paris,

Here we' find the same general re-
joicing and family gatherings, but a
distinctive feature of the French Christ-
mas is the gaiety of the Grand Boule-
vard.

The Cafes are resplendent in their
preparation for the Christmas Eve sup-
per, a much more important affair 1n
the eyes of Paris than is the Christmas
dinner.

In Russia,

In face of the terrible scenes of riot
and bloodshed that. are daily occurring
in the heart of Russia as the Christmas-
tide draws near, one almost refrains
from referring to the happy peace and
quiet of a Russian village Christmas;
but the following very pretty customs
in the rural districts of Russia must
not be passed by without mnotice.

The village fof’k assemble in the main
street of the village, form in decorous
procession, and proceed to the stately
houses of the village, singing their
Christmas carols. At sunset a table is
spread. Simple cakes and fish and the
ever-present samovar are the features
of the feast. A blessed wafer is divided
among the people. Later in the even-
ing simple gifts are distributed.

of peace will be restored by the time
another Christmas dawns and that these
simple-hearted people may enjoy in
their own way the rights that God has
given.

Bits of Christmas History.

Christmas of 1525 was known in Eng- -
land as “still Christmas.” At this time
King “Henry VIII. happened to be -ill
and the usual Christmas rejoicing and
singing of carols was forbidden. - When
we recall the times of terror during
the reign of the. House of Tudor, we
can_ hardly conceive of any real re-
joicing, even at the happy. Christmas-
time. Every Christmas of this jperiod
in ‘England’s history might well' have
been a “still Christmas,” so far as a
real Christmas spirit ‘'was concerned.
The songs of any period of a country’s
history reflect the spirit of the times,
and we may catch this reflection from
the following bit of a carol written
during the Tudor reign:

My sweet little baby, what mm'*
thou to cry? )

Be still, my blessed babe, though cause

thou hast to mourn,

‘Whose blood most innocent the cruel
klnF hath sworn. ;

Andhlo.dalas! behold! What slaughter

e doth make,
Shedding the blood of infants all, sweet
Savior, for Thy
A king is born, they say, which King

this king would kill
Oh! woe, and woful ‘t:leﬁ..vy, when

wretches have their , -
The custom of singing carols: while
going_from house to house on Christ-
mas Eve and begging Christmas boxes
is centuries old. This begging became
so troublesome that it was prohibited
by law in London. :
About the year 1562 the carol
changed from a song of revelry and
hilarity - to one of rather solemn tome.
Later, psalms were arranged to be sung .
as carols, Here are some verses of a
carol that voice the spirit of cheer and
hospitality :
Lo, now is come our joyful’st feast!
Let every man be jolly;
Each room with WK {ea.vea is drest,
And every post with holly..
Without the door let sorrow lie,
And if for cold it haﬁ to die,

We'll bury it in a Christmas pye,
And evermore be merry.

The refrain of another carol is:
At Christmas be merry and thankful
ithal,

w.
And feast thy poor neighbors, the great
with the small.
There is no certain trace of the cele~
bration of the Nativity until nearly two
hundred years after the death of Christ.
The singing of sacred music began with
the earliest celebrations.  The earlier
carols were called “manger songs.”

Christmas in Canada,

We must not close without a word or
two regarding our own Canadian-
Christmas. It has sometimes been said
that a spirit of commercialism pervades
our holiday season to such an extent
that there is no room in heart or head
for thought of the significance of the
season. But is not that the spirit that
dominates largely in all countries? The
ay shops at this season in Paris, Ber-
in, London and New York testify to
this fact. This very stir in the busi-
ness life of every little village and town
in all trade centres of large cities has
grown to be a part of the Christmas
celebration. We may say in regard to
this that commercialism in itself can
cause no harm. Let the heart of the
buyer and seller be right and all trans-
actions may be a tendency with us to
overstep the line in favor of com- -
mercialism; but our crowded churches
on Christmas day bear testimony to
the fact that we have not altogether
forgotten the truth for which Christmas
stands. How can Christmas in cos-
mopolitan Canada be described?

The English, Scotch or Irish Cana-
dians tend to keep the festival as’
did their  ancestors. The German
Canadians keep it in accord with their
native customs, and so we might con-
tinue to state in reference to Canadians
sprung from other nationalities.

Here in Western Canada where peo-
ple of all nationalities have gathered
together to form a part of a great coun-
try, we possess the heritage of all that
is best of the world’s growth; so in
keeping Christmas, whatever the nation-
ality of our forefathers, may we remem-
ber the richness of our common inherit-

We can only hope that some measure

ance, and in the midst of our Christ-
mas joys forget not why we are joyful.

X
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Making a 999, Perfect Separation

—— This wonderful Chatham Separating Ma-

i chine solves the problem of preparing clean
seed grain. It is absolutely guaranteed to
make a perfect separation of oats, wheat,
white caps, broken weeds and straw, at the
rate of 20 bushels per hour or better,

The white caps, oats and absolutely clean
wheat come out separately, Itisthe greatest
invention ever offered the farmers in the Ca-
nadian Northwest, because it will increase
their profits emormousis/ 1Itis not a fanning

CHATHAM

Separaﬁng composed

of over 4,500

® pieces of wood

ac e and metal. It

handles mixed

oats and wheat s0 perfectly that not one oat
isleft in a bushel of wheat.

Two of these machines can be attached together

and run with one crank, thus doubling the capacity.

The machine is strongly

built—nothing to get out

of order. - A boy can

Time
operate it.

No farmer in the Northwest who h ts in his wheat fford
oo 10 farmes rihy as oats in his wheat can affo;

Let us send you a FRTE BOOK that tellsall about the machine.
Let us quote you a special price on the Ohatham Separating Msachine

Bection of Riddle. The wheat

to introduce it in your neighborhood.
rite at onoce and we w‘ill also make you such easy terms that you goes through but the oats
will never money. Addrees does not.

The Manson Campbell Co., Ltd., 2% Brandon, Man.

Factory at Chatham, Ontario.

The Celery Label is Your Protection
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is for your protection. Imitators might mislead peryon who, like myself, has
you in a name but none but the sterling article— been thus afflicted and who s
the preparation that has rebuilt thousands of spending money in vain search
wretched - stomachs and nervous systems—dare of a cure. It is without doubt

use the Celery label. It appears only on the ;“""‘“"“F““ for sour stomach,
‘ ‘ermentation and aggravated
genuine. cases of indigestion, and a great
appetite restorer.””—], C,
Kola Tonic Wine, to a heated, overworked, Cameron, Medicine Hat.
feverish stomach, is as cooling, soothing and
comforting as an application of rich cream on a

scalded member.

This is but one of
the hundreds of testi-
monials and recom-

A sun-burned spot pains and irritates when mc’?vdatmm In our pos-
brought in contact with any hard substance :— s€ssion. lf you would
that's just the trouble with your stomach—you like to know more
hear from it when you take food because it is about what Kola Tonic
unfit to handle it. Kola tonic Wine is made Wine has done for
from Kola, Celery, and Pepsin. will heal the others, write for our

irritated membrane, regulate the digestion, enrich o pler o
the blood and make you feel like you used to feel, oklet ““Proofs that

ey . Prove,” th
the only condition that makes life a pleasure. rove,” and  other

facts about the Kola

To take our word regarding the muscle- Z:I u hgm tga; gexius
making, nerve-building and digestive organizing > °Y! X flcan
qualities of Kola Tonic Wine is unnecessary. Kola tree. This liter-
Here is the story of the man who has tried it— ature is none the less
let him tell you in his own words:— interesting  for being

** About six years ago my stomach seemed to fail me, free. Write  now,

B e . ] i o e, ettoning (hie paper, %A (e

[ p it i wik me, % S0 Lirgiens Kals 22 VGIENE K
t . nt ~ . 294 :

to Kellog's Sanitorium, Battle Creck, Mich, ~ There were <0+ 320 Smith Street, %m o N
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vised me to try Kola, Celery and Pepsin Tonic Wine, whichl acturers o ola 1onic

e whach The Genuine
1id and made a complete cure. After using it I gained in /..

is Labelled thus.
Kola Wine the beverage is for Sale everywhere over Hotel and Refreshment Counters.
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A Mad Christmas.

By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM,

ERTAINLY
if there is one
time more than
another when a
bachelor com-
mences to doubt
whether his state
of single
blessedness
is the most
desirable
form of
existence,
it is at
Christmas -
time. The
joys of the
. season are
essentially
domestic
joys; and
everyone is
eitherlook-
ingforward
toconvivial
meetings
withaaircle
of relations
and friends, or a happy reunion within his
own family. At such a time a middle-
aged  bachelor with no relations feels
rather out of it.

Now, although I must plead guilty to
many years of bachelorhood, I never
was one of the misanthropical type. I
was single (observe the past tense) not
from principle, but merely from force
of circumstances; and I was never ad-
dicted to shutting myself up with my
books and a cat and growling cynical
remarks at the pleasure-seeking world.
On the contrary, I am of a somewhat
jovial disposition, and was always fond
of society. Christmas-time I liked to
spend at a jolly country house, and
could turn my hand to charades, danc-
ing, romping with the villagers or chil-
dren, conjuring, and many other ac-

' He slowly forced me backwards azainst the outside rail

complishments. In fact, I may say,
with due modesty, that I once heard
myself described by a country hostess
as an “extremely useful sort of man.”

The idea of spending Christmas in
my solitary rooms, with only my land-
lady and her domestic to talk to, was
a contingency which I had never con-
templated for a moment; but last year
I was very nearly brought face to face
with it. I generally had two or three
invitations, at least, to select from, and
chose the one where I should be likely
to meet the most interesting set of
people; but on this occasion my usual
invitations did not arrive. The Har-
woods, with whom I spent the Christ
mas before, had lost a child and were
in mourning; the Houldens were win-
tering at Nice (Mrs. Houlden was
delicate) ; and at Houghton Grange
both the girls were married, and the
Christmas house-parties were things of
the past. These were my stock invita
tions; and as I recollected others
amongst my circle of acquaintances to
whom something or other had hap-
pened since last year, it slowly dawned
upon me that if I desired to avoid a
Christmas in London, I had better
make arrangements to remove myself
either to a Northern hydropathic estab
lishment which I had occasionally hon-
ored by my presence, or to a Brighton
hotel, where I was sure of falling in
with some pleasant company. Just as
I had arrived at this melancholy de
cision, however, a letter came which
afforded me the greatest .satisfaction.
It was an invitation to spend a week
or two with my old friend, Fred Halla-
ton, at his place in Leicestershire; and
with the vivid recollection before me
of a pleasant Christmas spent at Gaulby
Hall some three years ago, I lost no
time in penning a cordial assent to the
welcome invitation. A few days later
beheld me, followed by a porter carry
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various impediments, on the
of St. Pancras, prepared to
journey down to Leicester by
the 3.30 Manchester and Liverpool ex
. The Pullman was crowded with
a pack of noisy schoolboys, so I eschew-
lected an empty
carriage. 1 took
orite corner seat, with my back to the

wrapping my rug round

and unfolding the Times
glided away from the city of smoke in
a remarkably humor, partly in-
spired, no doubt, by a capital lunch, and

take my

ed 1t and se hrst-class

possession of my fav

. 1
1g1me, and

ny knees

good

partly by pleasurable anticipation of
my forthcoming visit.
Fred met me at Leicester station, and
saw with regret that he was looking
pale and ill and much thinner than
when 1 had seen him last. He seemed
pleased to see me, however, and greeted

me warmly

During our drive to Gaulby, I haz-
arded a few remarks, with a view to
ascertaining what sort of a party there

was collected at the Hall, but T got
nothing definite out of him. He was
quite unlike his old self, and I came
to the conclusion that he must be ill.

enue I leaned out
to gaze at the fine old
struck me at once as
looking cold and uninviting, while the
grounds were certainly very much neg-
lected Something seemed wrong all
round, and I began to feel almost sorry
I had come We overtook Mrs. Halla

door, just returned

As we drove up the
3+
OI the

window
A

mansion, and 1t

ton at the Hall
from a walk. She was as gracious and
as pleasant as she had ever been to me;
[ fancied I could detect in her man
'r something of the ill-being which

11

med to st around her

We all three entered together, and
the moment we passed through the
door 1 felt convinced that my expecta
tions of a jolly Christmas party were

doomed to disappointment. There were
no decorations about, only one doleful-
looking servant, and apparently nothing
stirring. 1 felt sure something was
wrong, but at any rate I consoled my-
self with the reflection that I had lost
little by coming, as it had been a choice
between this and an hotel. But, all the
same, | did not feel particularly cheerful
as I followed the doleful-looking ser-
vant upstairs, along wide corridors,
across passages, upstairs again, and
then down a long corridor, until at last
I reached my room in the west wing.

My surmises were correct. When I

descended, after a prolonged and care-

ful toilet, my host was lounging about
in a smoking-jacket, and ke and his
wife were the only occupants of the
room. I was the only guest.

“I've something very serious to say
to you, Neillson,” he said slowly (Neill-
son is my name). “I’m going to make
a confidant of you, if I may, old man.”

[ bowed my head and listened.

“You haven’t noticed anything par-

ticular about my wife, I don’t suppose,
have you?”
glance.

I admitted

he asked, with a searching

that I had thought her

“

‘I wouldn't have it known for the world—but my wife is mad.'

strangely silent and apparently having
some anxiety weighing on her mind.
He laughed—a short uncertain laugh

—and leaned over to me confidentially.
“I rely

upon your -discretion, . you
know, Neillson. I wouldn’t have - it

known for the world—but my wife is
mad.”

“Mad?” I put down the claret jug
and stared at him incredilously.

“Yes, mad!” he repeated, impatiently.
“It was the sun in India last year that
did the mischief. She would expose
herself to it. The doctor whom I have
consulted advised me to send her to a
private asylum, but I haven't the heart
to do it. She’s perfectly harmless, you
know ; but, of course, it’s an awful trial
to me.”

I stammered out an expression of
sympathy. To tell the truth, I scarcely
knew what to say. I was bewildered at
this painful explanation of the gloomni
which reigned over the house. Pre-
sently Fred closed his eyes and left me
to digest this strange and unwelcome
piece of news. I am naturally some-
what selfish, and before very long my
sympathy was diverted in some meas-
ure from my host to myself. It oc-
curred to me that it was by no means
a pleasant prospect to be a guest in a
house the mistress of which was mad.
t was not altogether kind of Fred to in-
vite me, I thought, under the circum-
stances, without some explanation of
his wife’s state. 1 began to feel quite
an injured man. The only consolation
was the claret, and there was no telling
how long that would last out. Tt struck
me that Burditt had been a long time
bringing up the last hottle. By the by,
Burditt was an old friend of mine. \Why
shouldn’t T look him up and have a
chat? T was quite tired of my own
company, and Fred was fast asleep. So
I opened the door softly and made my
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" "The Vitallia Medicine Co., Toronto, Ont.
began to grow in my right
increased in size

sharp shootin,
cian, who,

pronoun:
advised an immediate
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The proof is indisputable.

Dear Sir:—Nearly three years a tumor

-4 m rapidly

and caused me incessant Mrs, Susan G.

I visited my Physi

n, Dear Sir:—For over four years I have been
ced my disease to be Cancer, and a

ration. I would side and over my stomach.

not submit to the use of the knife, so had the of this time I was T:me unable to work and
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ing from Cancer to try your treatment with
- the hope that it may be as beneficial to them
as it has been to me. I am respectfully,

sores on my

gmt sufferer from runnin,
e latter part

scarcely able to walk around.

under the arm. M{
. both bodily- and mental, was intense
in fact {hn

;s and I could not
to my side, it caused me so much
In December 1899, I heard of

I at once con

completely cured, To-day there is no’si

urned not only in the breast, a
ted on, but alsoin the benefit from their treatment.
suffer- I wrote and stated gx case to you, and

was often tempted to cine, and now,
b petite; I hadgotest cureeh and I amable to work as well as ever.
bring my arm I believe your medicine has been the means
pain. = of saving my life. I tried every other kind
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e sulted you vngth the andno
aced my case in your hands.
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in size, until fi (vhl found myself
either breast mor under the

feel myself to be in perfect health.
can heartily ucgm.mend any person suffer-

I went to several Doctors; but derived no
In July 1901

3 immediately commen using your medi-
i thank God. my disease is

of remedy but found none to do me any good

until I befun using your “Vitallia" remed?v

w I feel like a new man, and would

highly recommend your treatment to any

person suffering as I was. I am yours truly
Sgd?) Joseph George.

Dear Sirs:—In January, 1899, I was attacked
with a Cancerous Tumor in my right breast,
as large as a hen'’s egg. I showed it to my Dr.
and he informed me that it had probably
been growing for several months, and that

e

I must be operated on at once. I told him
I would not consent to an operation. Three
weeks after I consulted Madam Paquette of
this town, as she has had a great deal of
experience with Cancers, and during these
3 weeks the Cancer had grown to be as large
as an orange. Madam advised me to write
you, and Idid so, with the result that I at
once commenced using your ‘‘Vitallia»
Remedies. I took the medicine faithfully,
and to-day feel that I am perfectly cured.
When I began using your medicine, I could
not darn a pair of stockings nor do anything,
nor could I sleep at night, but to-day I fee
perfectly well and can do as much hard
work asIlike, I have not had one bit of
pain for the last three months, although
when I started with your medicine, I was
suffering a great deal of pain. I have recom-
mended your *Vitallia” treatment to several
persons, and will glady recommend it to
anybody in the future. remain, Sincerely
yours, Mrs. C. G. E.

Dear Sir:— I willingly give you a testimo-
nial as to your treatment of my wife by your
“‘Vitallia Remedies.”

In Feb'y, 1897 a small hard bunch appeared

ore Cases Cured of Cancer.

No Knife -~ =~

A constitutional remedy that builds up the system instead of debilitating it. A remedy of genuine merit that has Cured

l;lo Pain.

Pleasant to take ; its success in destroying the cancer germs in the system makes it one of the most wonderful reme-

We do not publish names in newspapers as we have too much regard for our patients
but we will gladly give any person who suffers with cancer or tumor the address of people who have used our remedy
and who out of gratitude for what we have done for them are willing to allow us to refer

other sufferers to them.

times a dull aching pain, and at other times
a sharp stinging pain. For nearly 18 months
we tried different kinds of remedies, but
without any good effect. The bunch conti-
nued to slowly increase, the pain became
more severe than ever, and her left arm
to be very much affected. Her general
health was also very poor, and she was evi-
dent:ivm losing ground every day. About
this e also an ugly-looking spot appeared
on her n%per lip. It was accompanied by a
stingi urning pain, and we became very
muc armed, as we were satisfied she was a
victim of that dreaded disease,Cancer. Seein
our advertisement in the Montreal Herald,
did not lose any time but communicated
with you, and my wife immediately commen-
ced to use your ‘'Vitallia.”” She took it faith-
fully and steadily, tfollowing all of your
directions, with the result that to-day, after
only a four months’ treatment, there is not
the slightest sign of any Cancer, either on
the lip or in the breast and her general health
is very much improved. It is putting it
mildly to say thatI am highly pleased with
your success in treating her; and I can
certainly recommend your painless method
of treating Cancer to any person afflicted

in my wife’s left breast. It incr in size
slowly ; and became very painful; some-

with that disease.
friend, [Sgd] Chas. D.

ENCLOSE SIX CENTS IN STAMPS FOR FULL PARTICULARS. CORRESPONDENCE STRICTLY PRIVATE.

VITALLIA MEDICINE CO.

577 SHERBOURNE ST.,
TORONTO - =

I remain your sincere
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way down to the hall. As I passed an
open door, Mrs. Hallaton appeared and
beckoned me in. I had no alternative
but to obey her invitation.
“Mr. Neillson,” she said in an agitat-
ed tone, “as you are going to stop
here for a day or two, there is some-
thing connected with this household
which you ought to know. Has my hus-
band told you anything?’
I bowed and told her gravely that I
knew all, and that she had my pro-
foundest sympathy.
She sighed.
“Perhaps you are surprised that I
should ask whether Fred has told you,”
she said, turning a little away from me.
“It seems strange, doesn’t it, that one
should be mad and be conscious of it?
It only comes on in fits and they are
terrible.”
She shuddered; and so, to tell the
truth, did 1.
“Such a phase of madness is probably
not incurable,” I ventured to suggest
timidly. .

“Imcurable! Of course it is not in-
curable,” she answered vehemently.
I edged a little towards the door. I
had had no experience in talking with
lunatics, and felt anything but com-
fortable in my present position. Mrs.
Hallaton was beginning to look very ex-
cited and dangerous.
“Of course, if you are frightened, Mr.
Neillson,” she said, a little contemptu-
ously, “you can leave us whencver you
please. These fits do not come on
often, but they are anything but pleas-
ant things when they do come on.”

“I should imagine so,” 1 assented,
devoutly hoping a fit was not then
pending. Soon I managed to make my
adicu, and with a sigh of relief found
myself once more in the hall. T made
my wav to Burditt’s room, but he had
i v heds and seeing it was nearly
' Lol deetded to follow  his

vreccded by a servant

(L oooed the way my-
sclf) e weide \trlirx‘J
dra t 7 NSRS
whic! he
end o1 ‘ B T
Of ‘\\‘HE\"‘,

ptobles and i the i

“Does anyone sleep up here?” 1
asked the man as he bade me good-
night.

He pointed to a door exactly op-
posite mine.

“That is the master’s room, sir,” he
replied, “and the one at the bottom end
is Mrs. Hallaton’s. No one else sleeps
in this.part of the house. The servants’
rooms are all in the north wing.”

I was generally able to sleep at what-
ever hour I retired; but it was early,
and the fire looked tempting, so, in-
stead of immediately undressing, 1
changed my coat for a smoking-jacket.
and lighting a pipe made myself com-
fortable in an easy-chair. Soon I heard
Mrs. Hallaton’s light footsteps ascend
the stairs, and the door of her room
open and close; and a little while after-
wards Fred halted outside my door to
bid me a cheery good-night, and then
entered the room opposite.

How long I sat there I cannot tell,
but I fell into a heavy doze; and when
I woke up with a sudden start, it was
with the wuneasy consciousness that
something unusual had awakened me.
[ sprang to my feet and looked fear-
fully around. The flickering flame of
my fire, almost burnt out, was still
sufficient to show me that no one had
entered the room. But while T stood
there with strained senses I heard a
sound which made my blood run cold
within me, and, although I am no cow-
ard, I shivered with fear. It was the
half-muffled shriek of a woman in ag-

ony, and it came from MNrs. Hallaton’s |

room. For a moment T was powerless
to move: then T hastily unlocked the
door, and. hurrying down the corridor,
knocked at hers. There was no ans-
wer. I tried the handle; it was locked;
but, listening for a moment, I could

hear the sound of a woman gasping for |

breath. T rushed back along the corri-
dor to Fred's room. The door was
closed. but unlocked. and T threw it
open,

“Fred! T cried. But Fred was not
there, nor had the bed heen <lept in. A
candle was burhing on the dressing-

ht-hand corner of

+

to be a

weorooin was what anpeared

hole in the wall ; but when I stood before
it I saw at once that it was a secret
passage running parallel with the cor-
ridor. Looking down it, I could see a
licht at the other end, and, knowing
that it must lead into Mrs. Hallaton’s
room, I caught up the candle and, bend-
ing almost double, half ran, half crept
along it, until I reached the other ex-
tremity and found myself in Mrs. Hal-
laton’s room. I
glanced half eagerly,
around.

The room was empty, but the window
directly opposite to me was: open, and
as my eyes fell upon it I stood petri-
fied with a dull, sickening horror, and

half fearfully

’in a vice. I tried to shout for help,
| but my tongue cleaved to the roof of

|
|

stood upright and’

the candle dropped with a crash from '

my nerveless fingers. There was a
miniature balcony outside the window ;
and on this stood Fred Hallaton, hold-

ing in an embrace, which was certainly

not of love, the fainting form of his
wife. The moon was shining full on
his face, ghostly and demoniacal, with
the raging fire of the madman in his
eyes, and the imbecile grin of the luna-
tic on his thin lips.
truth flashed upon me, and as I stood
there gaping and horror-struck, he saw
me and burst into a fit of wild laugh-
ter.

“Ha, ha, ha! You, Neillson? What
a joke! Sece what a glorious view of
the grounds! Come and bend over.
man; don't be afraid. Does the height
make you dizzy? It’s made her”; and
he motioned to the insensible figure
of his wife, whom he still held clasped
in his arms. “Do you know what I
am going to do with her? I'm going
to chuck her over down there”; and

he pointed to the garden below. “A !

mad woman is no use to anvone. Come
and lend me a hand.”

Mechanically T rushed to the bal-
cony and strove to wrench from his
encircling grasp the fainting form of
of his wife. Like a flash his imbecile
grin vanished, and his eves filled with
a malignant fury, as he let go his grasp
of his wife and sprang at me like a
tiger-cat. Tt was in vain that I
wrestled with him. T1is long arms were
around me and he held me as if T were

i
i
|
|

my mouth, and a faint gurgling was all
the sound I could command.  Nearer
and nearer we drew to the parapet’s
edge, until at last I could see the lawn
below, studded with flower-beds like
tl_le pattern of some fancy work; for
Gaulby Hall was built high and we
were on the third storey. I felt his hot
bredth in my face, and caught his dia-
bolical look of triumph as he slowly
forced me backwards against the outside
rail, which creaked and swerved with
my weight, and then my struggling feet
seemed to part with the earth as with
a yell of—

“Leicester! Leicester!” I opened
my eyes and sat up with a start. The
Times had slipped from my fingers, and
the train was slowly steaming into
Leicester station, and there, standing up-

.on the platform, smiling and robust,

looking the very picture of health, was
Fred Hallaton.

The Christmas party at Gaulby Hall

~was the most enjoyable I was ever at,

In a moment the '

and the people (the house was cram-
med full of visitors) the most enter-
taining and agreeable I ever met. There
was one young person especially—a Miss
Alice Pratison she was then—with
whom I got on remarkably well. I
never enjoved a visit so much in my
life as I did that one, nor a ride so
much as one afternoon when Miss
Pratison and 1, after a capital run, rode
home together with her little hand in
mine, and our horses very close to-
gether, Next Christmas, if Alice
doesn’t object, T mean to have a jolly
little house-party of my own.

<>
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If. your children moan and are
restless during sleep, coupled, when
awake, with a loss of appetite, pale
countenance, picking of the nose,
etc,, you may depend upon it that
the primary cause of the trouble i3
worms. Mother Graves” Worm Ex-
terminator effectually removes these
pests, at once relieving the little
sufferers,
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Kerrigan's Christmas Sermon.

By L. FRANK TOOKER.

Knocking gently on the slide of the
companionway, Kerrigan, at the sharp
call of the captain, descended slowly
into the cabin, with his cap in his hand.

“Seeun’ ’s the b'ys is goun’ ashore,
sir,” he began in his caressing Irish
speech, “I thought I'd like to tak’ the
run mesilf, sir. Me shoes is that bad,
me toes is blushin’ from the shame av
their barefaced immodesthy.” He held
up a huge foot, disclosing a shoe mear

they came, in the pride of their strength,
to the glittering front of one for the
third time, only to have the doors slam-
med and locked in their faces.

The four looked at one another in
grieved, incredulous surprise. Then
Kerrigan’s brown, good-natured coun-
tenance flattened itself against the glass
of the door, and he tapped gently on
the pane with his huge, tar-stained
fingers.

Now a sailor’s mind is trained to the
meeting of sudden emergencies with
incredible swiftness, and with a unani-
mity that would have been impossible
in landsmen, the four seamen, without
parleying, met the, obstacle in their
path.

Two doors below, a row of new
buildings was going up, with lumber
piled at the edge of the sidewalk. Hot
with the insult, as they thought it, they
hurried thither, seized a floor-beam,
and swung back to the closed door. The
next moment it fell inward before their
battering-ram, with a jingling of glass
and splintering of wood.

Out of the uproar of the room the

Two' white-aproned waiters slipped
past him, making for the door; but
Frithjof blocked the opening, with Sam
and Nicolao at his shoulders. All the
Swede’s normal good-nature was gone.
Flushed with anger at what he consid-
ered an insult, his face had an ugly
look. Nicolao was smiling, but he stood
like a cat ready to spring, and the New-
Englander’s eyes were dancing with the
joy of battle. Behind them, the watch-
ing crowd in the street momentarily in-
creased, and it shouted with ecstasy of
joyous expectation when two policemen
pushed through the door, shouldering
the huge Swede from their path.

. ; 2 (9 . Now Frithjof was not a ma
to dissolution. “So, sir—" “Whisht, me sons,” he said to the | little round man came, furious to con-| shouldered wfxen in a rage, zf?xdnd'i:gcrt::

“All right, all right,” grunted the | grinning attendants inside; “the joke’s | front the four. Kerrigan gave the sign | tion was not his foible. Like the arms
captain. “How much do you want?” on, yez. 'T is over-airly for the closun’. | to his shipmates, and the beam dropped| of a windmill, his great paws swung

“Only a thrifle, sir,” Kerrigan ans- Ye're thot cross-eyed ye do be seeun’ | to the floor with a crash that sent the | wide and crashed down upon the heads

4 wered, “fo me shoes, an’ a shirt or the clock over yer shouldher an’ | man into the air with a leap that he| of the guardians over the peace, smash-
two, an’ some socks, seun’ ’s these is r’adun ut  backwards. I' is nine | probably had not equalled for years. ing their helmets over their eyes.
kapun’ company wid me shoes in ex- | © clock, an’ ye think ut a quarther past | “Me card,” said Kerrigan, smiling Kerrigan, turning, saw it all, and the
posun’ me fate. Tin dollars will do, twilve. Turn yer Jbacks to ut, an’ pre- sweetly and pointing to the beam; “putt | faces of ‘the officers before they went
sir, ef ye plaze, an’ thank ye kindly.” }“‘d' yere comun Wl{}“ ye're goun’; | ut in yer card-resaver. I'm the descind- | into eclipse.

It was half-past six and a December | ¢ will be aisier for ye.” He shook the | ant av kings in me own right, but not “Naygurs!” he roared, with a beauti-
evening, and only a few lights were <1‘<‘)or with a touch of" impatience. | too_proud to know ye.” ) ful simulation of horror. “They’re
flickering along the water-front of the Open, I say! Are ye— . | Choking with rage, the little man | naygurs!" The shame av ut!” Then he
Southern city. The bark lay off in the An important-looking, round _little | turned to his waiters, crying, “Call the | rushed joyfully into an entangling al-
stream, tugging at her chain. She had | Tan came strutting up, and jerked | police! Do you hear? Call the police!” | liance with his friends.
reached her anchorage too late that down the shades, stopping Kerrigan’s “The polace!” echoed Kerrigan. It was an unequal struggle, and the
afternoon to haul into her berth, and speech like a blow in the face. ~ He | “’Tis nadeless an’ too great an honor. | officers were already down when some
the eyes of every man aboard were looked at the door blankly and then at | I'm travelun’ incognatho, as we say,— excited - creature . turned out the lights.

| circled with dusky rims from their hard, hl?;‘ companions. . .. | which is our custhom among infariors, | In the sudden darkness Kerrigan iept

“ sleepless battle with a three days’ gale Ye're mot wantud, lads” he said | —an’ shunnun’ the pomps an’ thrap- | his head.
outside. harshly. Tis for yer betthers. ’Tis | pun’s av coorts. Let the polace be; “’Tis the fanally,” he - whispered

“It beats me why you boys want to mistook ye are for naygurs an’ little | they do be overworrked an’ too dom | hoarsely to his shipmates. “Kape to-
go ashore to-night,” the captain grum- yellow min. ]extraneous.’ gither, but run!”
bled good-naturedly, as he leaned far
back to take his wallet from his trous-
ers’ pocket. “Haven’t slept much or any
for two nights, have you? Haven't P40 S

i scarcely been dry for a week, either; )' ,t

1 and now you want to go carousing e
about town all nght! Huh!” l

| Kerrigan shook his head in gentle ‘ﬁg

] sympathy, putting himself outside the 5 s
captain’s depreciation.

“Ut’s the trut’ ye’re sayun’, cap’n—

God’s trut’; but ut’s the young blood
av thim, sir, thot’s cryun’ for the fale
av the land, an’ will not let thim rist.
But I'll kape an eye on thim, sir, an’

| hustle thim aboard in the airly avenun’.

a I've no mind to stand battun’ me eyes

1 on the strates, waitun’ for a lot av

| callow b'ys, while me bunk is a-callun’
me. Thrust to me to bring thim back
airly an’ sober, sir.”

He took the money the captain gave
him, and backed deferentially away,
went slowly up to the deck and over
the side of the vessel into the yawl,
where his three companions on shore
leave waited impatiently for him. Two
of the crew who were to bring the yawl
back sat listlessly on the thwarts, yawn-
ing sleepily.

As he sank to his place in the stern,
he took his pipe from his pocket and
proceeded to fill it.

“Now pull, ye divils, pull!” he said
genially, as the boat splashed away to-
ward shore. “Ut’s me thot the ol
mon’s putt over ye, to kape ye out av
harrm’s way an’ fetch ye off airly.

“Tom,” says he, ‘get thim b'ys aboard as ¢4 "4 94

soon as they do be gettun’ the kinks A Sl’lOW ta”davd LavatD

out av their legs. Ut's young an’ tin- . . y ? ry

der they are, an’ I'm thrustun’ to yer of Porcelain Enamel completes the comfort of your
discretion.” ¢’Tis a sacred thrust, sir, L. N .

says I ’Ut's faather an’ mither an’ bedroom, and by eliminating the unsightly washstand
all 'll be to thim, sir—the dirthy sons i . . . )

av say-cooks’ ” adds a finished note of charm to its intimate beauty. It

Frithjof, the big-shouldered, silent . . . . “

Swede.” looked over his shoulder and is pure white and sanitary —an aid to cleanliness—a
rrinne ile the eyes Nicolao, the .« e . .
e erd 1?111(;@;,firfiﬁm—ﬁid a8 e s preserver of health, and a source of unlimited satisfaction
mured: “Massa Kerrigan, nussa-maid

for lit’ child’en; bes’ <)’&rcf’cn(:(x” But to the possessor‘

Sam, the young New-Englander, scoffed Our Book, ** MODERN BATHROOMS,"” shows many beautiful Lavatory designs
back: suitable for bedrooms with prices in detail. It also tells you how to plan, buy and ar-

“Father and mother! And what do range your bathroom, and illustrates many beautiful and inexpensive as well as luxuri-
vou know of that, you bogftr()ttin’y e ous rooms, s'huwing the f;ost of each fixture in detail, .togcther with many hints on
back-door Moses, found on the steps of N decoration, tiling, etc. Itis the most complete and beautiful booklet ever issuedog the

: sy ? subject, and contains 100 pages. FREE for six cents postage, and the name of your

| a X"”“h mornin ? ) ;s L oM plumber and architect (if selected).

A ‘\!,”f(*' 1s utr Z”‘*“‘f'_“’j'l }“”3] - ‘\ The ABOVE “ Coplev " Lavatory, Plate P503-B can be purchased from any plumber
gan. “’Tis the ”thruc WUI“" for ut’s i"’ at a cost approximating $34.00— not counting freight, labor or piping.
me that will be i’adun’ ye out av the il CAUTION : Every picce of “Stasdasd® Ware bears our “Stastasd” ** Green and Gold *"

3 Agypt _\,‘()11,” The y;l\\"l bumped against g - guarantee_label, and has our l'md'c»n":ark *Staudard” casi_on the 0(1!5{4/0. Unless the lul')c[ and
the lading-stairs, and b @ eon that A b e aard skt s sy o ll oo rikeled e
cough—a ]mm])cfkllplt%ﬂrlt of ]51{1115111‘}]{(\% L filtings ; specify them and see that you gel the genuine trimmings with your bath and lavatory, elc.
W ccejve a child. AN 4 s " .

;xh?ful‘(llulxtmu1\?‘1:1\1 F‘(j‘il(cnfff(f(“:”;({“ 25 he \" 5 Address Standard 5an§tav9m[q,Co; Dept. 45 Plttsburgh, U. S. A,

F limbed to the wharf. I Ioly Mither! _ Offices and Showrooms in New York : “Stssdard” Building, 35-37 West 31st Street.

i R . L £ - e A London, England, 22 Holborn Viaduct, E. C. New Orleans: Cor. Baronne & St. Joseph Strs.,

§ the Agvnt dust av us, an’ not an oasus Pittsburgh Showroom : 949 Penn Avenue.

in sight!” ) 2 Louisville : 325-329 West Main Street. Cleveland : 208-210 Huron Street.

The oases were found later in satis
fying number. The swinging doors
that opened to them had swung so otten
before their joyous progress that as the
clocks of the city were striking nine
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As they dashed out into the street
the crowd broke and scattered. It was
a light-hearted assembly, and its inter-
est was the interest of pleasure, not
correction. Laughingly it cheered the
fugitives on, and saw them passing un-
obstructed into outer darkness at the
edge of the city market, and was turn-
ing away when Kerrigan fell. He had
been lumbering on behind his comrades,
and had almost gained a refuge under
the dark corridors of the market, when
his foot slipped. For an instant he lay
stunned ; then, before he could rise, two
policemen pounced upon him from out
the shadow of the dark wall, and the
crowd’s interest had revived and was
sending  them  hot-foot to view his
downfall.

Kerrigan was still blinking from the
shock when he was led back over the
road he had come, the two policemen
pertinaciously demanding an explana-
tion of his haste.

“I was lookun’ for yez,” said Kerri-
gan.

“Ye found us,” answered one of them,
lzconically. Kerrigan looked up sharply.
“Ye're an Irishman,” he declared.
“Ye're no liar,” replied the other—

“for wance.”

“l tak’ shame for ye consortun’ wid
naygurs,” said  Kerrigan, sadly. "I
came to tell ye so.”

“I'm consortun’  wid worse  this
minut’,” said his captor.

“Ye know yer mates,” Kerrigan re-
plied genially, looking at his other
cuard.  “I've small likun’ for Dutch-
min mesilf. Do they call the foorce
the mixed pickles?”

He received no answer, and, the
pleasure of the social instinct gone,
through half-closed eye he looked about
him discontentedly. ‘They were rapidly
approaching the wrecked saloon, a tail
of idlers at their heels. On their left,
protected ounly by planks laid over bar-
rels, yawned the dark abyss of the cellar
under the untimshed row of buildings.
Kerrigan glanced down, saw mnothing
but black void, and felt anew the thrill
of life.

“What's ut?” he asked, jerking his
head toward the unfinished row, and
was answered that his captors neither
knew nor cared.

“’Tis shameless ignorance,” declar-
ed Kerrigan; “We'll investhigate,” and
wheeling suddenly, freeing himself, he
lcaped into the black pit, carrying the
barriers with him.

There was a crash below of falling
barrels and timber, and then an awec-
inspiring silence; but ten minutes later
two sad guardians of the peace crawled
out of the abyss, extinguished their lan-
terns, and went preyless back to their
beat.

At the same time, in a narrow street

’

on the other side of the market, his !

leaderless companions, making their way
down to the water-front. came upon
Kerrigan, sitting sadly on the curb, com-
muning with the past. They hailed him
with joy, but he only shook his head
sadly at sight of them.

“Here’s me wages unspint”  he
mourned, “an’ ivery rasort av pleasure
closed to us by the folly av min! ’Tis
shameful!” Then he began to sin-

n ognatho,

in a most dolorous voice.
" The harp that wance through Tara's halls
The sowl of music shed,
Now haui%s as mute en Tara's walls
Asif thot sowl were fled.”
“Oh, the harps av the ould counthry,”
he murmured; “an’ the eyes av sloe,
an’ the mists on the hills av a marnun'!
Ut all comes back to me so swate, so
swate! An’ niver a dhrop to dhrown
me sorrow!” Irom his lowly seat he
waved his hands to his comrades in
farewell. “L’ave me wid me dead,
byes! L’ave me!”

The three looked at one another in
doubt, then Frithjof growled:

“Ay tank you big dom fool!” Stoop-
ing suddenly, he seized Kerrigan by the
shoulders and’ lifted him to his feet,
adding: “Coom on, now !”

“All right, Swaden,” said the sad
Kerrigan; “I go, but me heart’s bruk.”

It was not so completely shattered
as to leave him wholly oblivious of the
shell, when, as they turned into a light-
er street, two girls came laughingly
along the path. He twisted his mous-
tache and gazed at them sadly.

“Eyes av sloe, eyes av sloe,” he mur-
mured—"ut all comes back to me so
swate—so swate!”

He shook his head mournfully at the
retort discourteous that he received,
but Sam and Nicolao giggled. He
gazed at them reprovingly.

“].TIS a hard worrld,” he declared,

“whin me—" e stopped short, for
they had come to the lighted front of
a theater-like building, and from within
there floated the sound of singing, and
th?n the applause at its close.
. Heh!” “cried N..olao, excitedly.
“Behol’ de theayter! Coma long
een!” Without a moment’s hesita.
tion, he entered the vestibule, follow-
ed by the others, and, opening  an
mner door, passed into a Jdarkened
room,

Out of the gloom by the entrance
an usher stepped softly, an( touching

| Nicolao on the arm, led the way up

}thc aisle, followed bv the sailormen.
Into a side seat at the very front of
the hall he swept them with an elab-
orate bow, and tiptoed away as an
unseen orchestra played the open-
‘ing strains and a full choir of voices
broke softly into the hymn:

'“ While shepherds watched their flocks by

Allilégehattved on the ground,
The angel of the Lord came down,
and glory shone around.”
As the words of the last line swell-
ed into a rich  crescendo of sound,
i veiled lights began to glimmer above
|the stage, and with a creaking of a
tackle and fall there slowly descend-
ed into view a white-clad figure with
' shining wings, holding a green palm-
| etto-leaf aloft,

The living picture stepped lightly to
the stage from the little platfiorm
on which she had stood, and, with a
profound bow, lowered the palmet-
to-leaf as the lights of the hall blazed
out, and the aulience broke into wild-
Iy excited applause.

“Holy Alither !”
under his breath, «’

cried  Kerrigan,
tis a naygur!”

[ He glanced swiftly at the audience,

now for the first time revecaled; every

shining face of delight in the hall ex-
cept their own was that of a negro.

In a sort of wonder, he turned to
his companions. Nicolao was wildly
applauding, Frithjof was staring
stolidly at the stage, and Sam’s face
was down in his hands, his body
shaking with a violent coughing fit.
~ He looked up at length with a grave
face, and caught Kerrigan’s eye.

" What is ut?” asked the Irishman.
“His shipmate nodded toward a
pine-tree at the back of the stage,
decked with candles and gifts.

“Christmas eve and a Christmas
tree,” he replied. “It's a darky
church.”

“1 was beginnun’ to have me sus-
picions thot ut was a Dootch ball,”
said Kerrigan, with biting sarcasm.
He looked about him. “T tak’ ut”
he went on, as the result of his ob-
servation, “thot we hold sates of
honor, ”

“Yes,” answered his mate,

“Bhen ut’s a dacent lot of haythen
they are,” he declared emphatically,
“barrun’ the shlight invidjusness av
a coffee-colored angel. So let the
prosadun’s prosade.” He began to
applaud with all the vigor of his
mighty hands,

Kerrigan grew ‘more and more en-
thusiastic as the exercises went on,
and his loudly spoken comments, _if
frank, were for the most part satis-
factorily laudatory. Not till near the
close &id a momentary cloud appear.

They were lighting the tree, and a
file of small children had lined un in
front of it to repeat Bible verses.
They stood, a twisting line, looking
over their shoulders at the gathering
glory behind them, impatient for their

rapid words that were to set them
free. Near the middle of the line one
| stumbled over a long quotation, but
came smoothly to a close with the
 words, “but the scriptions must be
flied.”  The speaker’s small finger
went swiftly to her mouth, and she
'dropped demure eyes. The next child
was cannier.

gifts, and repeating parrot-like the '

“Now we see th'oo er glass
dark’y,” he lisped, and looked tri-
umphantly at his next neighbor, who
saild in a high voice:

“An’ Ab'am said, 1 wull sw’ar.”

An audible stir ran through the
audience, and a wrinkled little man
near the stage rose quickly to his feet
and held up a warning hand.

“ Mistah Sup’inten’ent,” he cried
cried excitedly, “Ah risc fo ter ap-
point an ordeh.”

The superintendent bowed affably,
after a momentary hesitation,

“Scuse me,” said the interrupter,
“but Ah ’m ’bleeged fo ter ask whar
yo' go'n’ fin’ dem wuds. Dey don’
soun’ lak da wuds of ouah Lohd and
Mahsteh—er lak da Bible.”

The superintendent turned to the
young woman who had marshaled the
children upon the stage. ,

“ Miss Pickney,” he said, “are dem
wuds f'om de Holy Book? Dey soun’
familious, but Ah cayn’t say right
offhan’ whar dey come fom. Are
dey?” .

“Yesseh,” she snapped; “dey’s
co’ect.  Ab’aham said ’em, lak he
said he said ’em.” She glanced scorn-
fully at the doubter. He was not to
be crushed so easily, however.

“Den all Ah kin say,” he went on
excitedly, “is dat den dat chile ain’

said enough. He ain’ ’splain da
‘casion. An’ dat ain’t all; an’ heah ’s
da p’int”—he held up a polemic
finger, and faced the audience,—

“Ab’am he done lib unner da ol’ dis-
pinsatioms, an’ some of o’ man Adam
was een ’'im yit.”
He paused so long in his triump
that the next child in line, thinking
the incident closed, began to repeat:
“ Consider the lilies—" ,
Unheeding, the voice of the man

went on:
“So A’bam say he w’u'd swar.
Mebbe some things done gone

wrong with ’im, er he had some er
Job’s troubles; but he ain’ done right,
an, lit’ chillen, dem ain’ no advices
for yo’—no, ma Lohd!”

He was in full swing now, his voice

" Come back, yez! Ain't yez goun’ to rive the childer their prisints?® ™
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rising, his arms swinging wildly about
his head. Kerrigan, looking from
him to the stage, saw the sorrowful,
uneasy line of little childen turmng
back toward the tree, now fully-light-
ed, and guessed their dismay at the
interruption. He turned to the ex-
horter once more, and leaped into the

fray. . .
«“Let the little naygur g'wan!” he
called roughly. )
A sea of angry eyes flashed upon
him, but he heeded it not. .
« G’wan little tiger lily!” he roared.
“G'wan wid your worrds!” And
with the instinct of implicit obedience
to the voice of the white man, the
child ran glibly through her quota-
tion, and the line filed from the stage.
Marching off, with eyes upon the
tree, a heedless boy ran into the frail
upright supporting an elaborate arch
of paper roses, which, falling on the
candles, ignited, and then dropped in
a serpent of fire among the children
and flamed up toward the roof along
the uprights still standing.
Instantly the house was in a wild
panic, sweeping toward the door and
windows; but Kerrigan saw only tne
child that he had pidden speak. The
last of the line, the blazing wreaths
enwrapped her and fired her flimsy
white dress. He leaped to his fect,
but was borne backward by the mad-
dened rush of screaming creatures
t}?aking toward the windows behind
im, .
It was only for an instant, Catch-
ing at the back of a seat and bracing
himself, he lowered his head, and with
a roar like that of an angry bull
plowed his way through the frenzied
mob and fell sprawling across the
stage. The next moment he sprang
through the blazing streamers, caught

Ask forit at your Store.
\ R, Paterson JSou-,
4 Specialists

“y00ig JuoueuLiay Epeue)

CALIFORNIA

TOURIST CARS
Nov. 20 and Dec. 4.

Winni
Portland and San Francisco.

LOWEST RATES.
Reserve Berths at once.

TR e P

every two weeks thereafter.

Full Particulars from

H. SWINFORD,
General Agent,

341 Main Street, WINNIPEG.

W. H. COLLUM,

g to Los Angeles without change via

Through tourist cars will leave Winnipeg

Ticket Agent,

up the child, and holding her face
against his breast, smothered the

flames or beat them out with his
hands.
Another blazing streamer fell

across his own shoulders before he
had extinguished the burning dress
of the child, firing his coat and
scorching his cheek; but not until the
child was safe did he fling it off im-
patiently, pull down the remaining up-
rights, and stamp out the flames.
Then, blackened with soot, and
scorched, still holding the sobbing
child against his breast, he turned and
roared:
“Come back! Come back, yez!
Ain’t yez goun to give the childer
their prisints?”
They crept into their seats preseut-
ly, excited and hysterical; and not
till then did Kerrigan leave the stage
with the child, sobbing with fright,
but little hurt. Going down to his
shipmates, he stood the child before
them:
«»Tis Christmas ave, an’ a little
girl in throuble,” he said, “hand out
yer ducuts!”
Smiling they did as they were bid-
den, while the audience crowded
about them, watching. Kerrigan
took their bills with a dissatished
frown.

“Iv'ry cint, ye thavun’ sailormin!
Is it av yersilves ye’d be thinkun’
whin a little child’s in throuble?
Empty yer pockets, as I've done me-
silf,” he ordered.

child.

“'Tis for a mnew dhress, an’

iver.,” he told her; “an’
’ ’

Christmas to ye!”

wave of the hand.
“G'wan wid ye!” he
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ready to depart, when the superin
tendent stepped upon the platform
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“ffed his hand, and said:
ol we depaht. we

When he was certain that not a
cent was left to the four, he tied
the collection in his neckerchief and
put it in the hand of the bewildered

dolly, an’ ])il]k ice-crame, an’ what-
a merry

Then he turned to the wildly ap-
plauding audience with a deprecatory

said good-
naturedly, and with the first touch of
ever seen on
“Don't ye know the childer

The tree was stripped. the last song
sung, a praver of thanksgiving and
oratitude to Kerrican spoken by the
pastor, and the audience was making

deciah to
qre aporeciations of - the
aoe of aur visitant among

gemman and da balumps of ’em have
individualized.” He bowed, and a
male quartet marched solemnly upon
the stage, sang “Rocked in the Cradle
of the Deep,” and then, as an encore,
bowing to Kerrigan with spirit sang
“The Wearing of the Green.”
Kerrigan had nodded through the
stripping of the tree, but ‘he was thor-
oughly awake now. His head and
foot kept time to the song, and as
the last strain ceased he sprang to his
feet.

«1 niver made a spache in me life,
b’ys,—an’ the l'ave av ez,—barrun’
some incidental remarks I might have
inthrojuced into a coort av justus the
marnun’ after, by raison av'lookun’
upon the wine whin ut was red, which
is a fagure av spache, me dhrink beun’
whisky, whch some av ye may know
is a horse av anither color, and not
bad for the hilth, though betther lit
alone, owun’ to the carelissniss ay min
in the use av high explosives; but I
wan’ to tell ye, in wan worrd, that I
tak’ ut kindly—yer singun’ a song in
me honor, an’ yer reciption, an’ the
holy ruction ye gave us, W ereby I
worrked off me sadness av heart by
raison av beun’ in an inhospithable
counthry. Now I wan’ to say, we
hope we ’re not inthrudin’. We tho’t
ut was a show whin we perambu-
lathed in amongst ye, which ut was
avakind, an’ as amusun’ as a baskut
av kittuns an’ lively as a counthry

* .
“Iasthly an’ finally.”

fair in me ancesthral kingdom,
though not what we ixpicted.
“Now we 've heard yer songs an’
yer spaches, an’ sane yer angel de-
scind, which was marvelous, an’ we
*ve listhened to yer advice, which ut
was as good as anny I’ve iver had
to contind wid—an’, by the same
token, as harrd to follow. For thot’s
the quare thng about advice; the

or yer faathers an’ yer mithers, for
thot the Good Book _tills ye; like-
wise, ut’s common sinse; an’ lasthly
tin to wan yell be lathered if ye
don’t, an’ thet hurts.”

He ended abruptly, and turnesd
away from the laughing, goui-
natured throng, already on its slow
march to the door. An alarm had
been turned in at the first call of
fire, but the firemen had come and
gone without entering ,and the police
had come no farther than the door.
It was a glimpse of their helmets at
the rear of the hall that had brought
Kerrigan to a sudden close. Now he
turned to the superintendent,
“Docthor,” he whispered, “have
yez a back dure? There was a little
fri'ndly ruction on the strate a little
while pravious, in which me frin’s
here participathed, an’ me frin’s the
polace are yon. Ut’s a harrd lot they
have, an’ I’d spar’ thim throuble
willun’. If we shlipped out un-
beknownst—" He winked, and the
superintendent bowed.

Back of them extended a little side
addition, and into this the man led
them, opening a window.

“1¢’s no door,” he began, but Ker-
rigan caught him up,

“Ut's all wan,” he said, as he
thrust a long leg through the open-
ing; “dure or windy, ut’s a hole for
daliv’rance. I was niver wan to scorn
the shmall neck av a bottle whin the
bung was not contaguous.”

A moment later the four were
swiftly following the directions of
their adviser over a fence and across
an open lot to a quiet street.

They traveled fast for a space, and
then, easy in mind, went on more
slowly toward the water-front by
roundabout ways.

The New Englander, as was befit-
ting one with inherited conscience,
was the first to speak.

“’Twas good advice,” he said.

“ The which?” asked Kerrigan.
Then another inherited tendency in
the Yankee awoke—a sense of the
humor of things.

“ Any of it,” he answered, grinning.
“That whisky was good for a man,
but better let it alone; that it wasn’t
worth while being too good, or just
as well not to be bad. Oh, you had a
crumb of comfort for everyone,
Kerrigan.”

“An’ why not—on Christmas ave,
ye carpun’ Yankee?” demanded Ker-
rigan. “TIs ut a time for missions an’
pinances?”

“Or for the fast?”’ asked Nicolao,
nudging the New-Englander

For once Kerrigan was silent, re-
membering his thirsty but penniless
state. Then suddenly he smiled, re-
calling his triumphant oratory.”

“Thomas Kerrigan,” he said to
himself, “if T’d ’a’ caught ye airly,
ut’s a man I’d ’a’ made av ye—bar-
run’ the thirst, which is a dethri-
ment.”

Then in silence he went on through
the echoing streets, under the quiet
stars, with his equally silent ship-
mates.

‘“Besom and Stane.”

betther ut is, the laste likely we are
to hade ut, an’ thim as nades ut laste
hades ut most, an’ vicy versy, which
is Frinch for the road’s no longer wan
way t ither way about.

“1,ikewise, ut’s the nature av the
good to be too good an’ the bad to be
worse nor they nade be, the which I

a | learned by lookin’ in me own heart
an’ makun’ philosophical faces at me-
So wan thing

putt more
sthrain upon me stren’th than ut will

silf in me conthrition.
I’ve learned—never to

bear wid dacency.

but in discretion ye ’'re great. An

lades away from throuble, an
throuble’s a bad neighbor.
sing marvelous, an’ I say, Sing al

_ | absthract a hin from uts roost whi
a song’s on yer lips. which is was
snare the less for the legs av thin

been tould av ye. An’ thot’s alle

gory.

the cen'rosity  di

s “An’ ye, little childer, alwiys hon

“Lasthly an’ finally, as the ;)r’ach-
ers say, I like ver singun’ betther nor
yer eourage, which ye haven’t anny:
thot’s uts good points, too, for ut
But ye

ye can, for ut makes the road short
an’ the worrk aisy; an’ ye niver can

thot walk in darkness, if the trut’ ’

Welcome brithes a’ to the 'Peg;

Come, help yerself with feast and keg,

And spiel an’ curl an’ swoop ’'er up,

And win your town the trophy cup.

All those who come on pleasure bent

Can have it to their hearts’ content,

For Scotia’s noble game is rife,

An’ free from aught but pleasant strife.

Hurl down your granites on the ice!

Tee high! Tn turn! Ah, that looks nice!

Lay up against that, but not too hard!

Hoots, mon, clean through! now gimme
a guard!

And so it goes, just as in life,

The game is played in eager strife,

There’s good shots; them as goes right
through,

Dead hogs, long shots and accidents too.

But never a man makes just the shot

He figures on—but that’s man’'s lot—

Just strive to do the best that lies

Within you and all else defy!

So, boys, take care; keep well in hand.

'"Twill give you more than fairies’
wand, '

if you're a candidate for fame,

Take my advise and “play the game.”

. —J. Noble Simms, in Free Press

’
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A Lay Sermon for the Christmas i
Season. [

Once on a time a conversation took
place between two friends, one a Jew,
the other a Christian. Said the Jew,
cr, as it happened, the Jewess, a very
able and brilliant woman, by the way:
- Come, let us get up a fine new re-
ligion: let us take a little of your re-
ligion, and a little of my religion, and
a little of Chunder Sen’s religion, and
make up a new religion of our own.”

“ No, my good friend,” said the
Christian; “I cannotdoit. I am like
Stockton’s man who was too old to
change his diseases. I am too old to
change my religion; and besides,
I have never quite lived up to to it.
When I have thoroughly exhausted
Christianity as a working religion,
I may return to Yyour proposi-
tion and assist in the attempt to
make a better religion than the one
to which I was born.”

There is a class of religionists whose
huppy creed it is to believe not only
in enire sanctification, but in their
own perfect holiness. We remember
the confession, on the part of a kind-
ly and somewhat humorous pastor, of
the fearful trouble given him by a
superlatively virtuous person, whose
peskiness seemed to increase in direct
proportion to her piety. Not that
(God forbid!) this is always the case;
but outside of the ranks of the “wholly
sanctified” there are a few born or
adoptive Christians who are not of
the state of mind of the above-quoted
respondent,—feeling that, with all
their efforts, occasional or continuous,
they are still grievously unsatisfactory
as Christians. The best of men are
apt to be those most convinced of be-
ing chief among sinners.

A church-going neighbor of ours,
talking the other day about the stan-
dards of orthodoxy, stated facts in his
own experience tending to prove,
what all intelligent persons are well
aware of, that during the last thirty
years the standards have changed, or
there has come a change in their in-
terpretation and application,—a les-
sening of stress. The condition of
things indicated is notorious; to some
honest souls, to some scholarly, cap-
ible, and consistent controversial-
ists, it is deplorable.

Deplorable, unquestionably, it would
he if any change in the standards O
orthodoxy meant a lessening of the
hold of Christian principles upon in-
dividuals and nations.

We believe that the Christian spirit
does not forbid utterly the use of force
between nations and men, but the
tendency of the Christian spirit 1s to
wipe out war and cruel strife every-
where.

It is more, and not less, Christianity
that the world needs as between peo-
ples and between people, in diplo-
macy, in public and private business,
in all affairs of the state, the family,
and the individual. Unselfish kind-
ness, helpfulness, courtesy, gentle-
manliness, honorable dealing among
men,—these are all practical versions
of the Golden Rule, and genuine pro-
ducts of the Sermon on the Mount.

In the secret soul there are appre-
hensions and appreciations of the hid-
den truth, the deep humanity, of even
the dogmas which are so often spoken
of, nowadays, with scornful and su-
perior criticism_ by those who have
not studied their philosophical signifi-
cance or felt their meaning in spirit-
val experience. The doctrine of
atonement, by so many deemed out-
worn,—how many souls it has helped
to cast off animpairing and degrading
past, some encumbering sin of the in-
herited flesh! How many. in dashing
aside the shell of form and tradition,
despoil themselves of some Inner
treasure, fit and needful for the spirit’s
food !

More, and not less, of genuine
Christianity is the need of this world
Every intelligent religion may have
<omething to impart to those born to
Christianity: but those so born, and
{he nations thus cradled, will arrive
at nobler destinies in the increasing |
endeavor to follow the spirit of the |
teachings of the world’s one 1nimi
table prophet.
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husband’s

Powell went

out to share her life on the

ranch at Rodriguez_she was a thorough

stranger to the big West and its ways.

[t was a far remove from her old home
in the New Hampshire hills to the new,
for Rodriguez Springs lie beyond the
Datils, and the peaks of the Datils rise
beyond the wide, b Plains of San

Augustin, where New Mexico touches

elbows with Arizona, in the sunlt sil
ence of the Southwestern desert. She
had queen's welcome from the five

men employed upon the ranch—a young

Englislhhman, a swarthy Mexican, and
three others who, in the manner of the
frontier 1 come from nowhere n
were at home “wherever

> off.”’ [hey were a fine,

ravely iting  out their

remote

at corner [t was
they had exerted themselves
the place fit for her coming;
it was no less plain how difhcult their
life had been, woman’s hand
to smooth the When they
at the first meal of her cook
offered to speak a few
what they
reception, one of them
iterrupted her with a speech

destiny in tl
that

to make

plain

wanting a
roughness.
assembled
ing, and she
words 1 appreciation ot

done for her

“Don’t say mnothin’ about it,” he

“We're

urged. sure glad to see you
['here ain’t been a woman inside the
house in four years till you come
We've had to rustle our own grub for
o long, an’ do for ourselves, you'd
have been welcome if you was black,
instead of—, stead of No doubt
he intended a compliment, but upon his
unaccustomed tongue it tailed off into
i impotent stammer. The Englishman
cut in heartlessly :

“You get Billy’s meaning, Ma’am
He means he’ll try to yourt

overlook

not being black, so long he doesn’t

have to do his share of the cooking any
more
that's what 1 said the
Ll sed i }[\
day or two afterward, while busy
| work 1 the kitchen, a door
hut re the wind, and she
the Mex to secure it in its
He brou from the yard a
ray, boulder-like weight that
served the purpose well  When Billy
h dinhner he eyed the frag
laugh
“Tello, Old Tronsides!” he cried,
if in greeting to a friend. When )
owell la 1 up trom her task

the

hnger

he answered

[t's a
she qm‘;ir('i'
wa L )1
)1 \x\,\ jtw}
n come up '11‘(?
st the door-

doorstep.

frame I made
him laugh

“Pudding-stone!” he echoed.

) misunderstanding
with keen enjoyment

“That’s

rich. It wasn’t meant for that, though.
That’s our last year’s Christmas pud-
ding

Billy, here, made it.”
“Yes,” Billy retorted, Johnny
Bull her told me how. You know what
an accomplice is? Well, that's him.”
And after a short interval: “Say, Mrs.
Powell, have you ever et spotted-pup?”

TP ]
an

“Goodness, no!” she answered. “You

don’t

mean to say you boys have been
eating dog!”

“TIt ain’t dog,” he returned. “It’s

rice, with dried currants in it. It's a

fine puddin’, too, till you've et it regu-
lar, every dinner-time, for three or four
years: then it does get kind o’ tedious.
[ can make it as good any man in
the country; but the boys begun to get
pretty much wore out with it, an’ John-
ny said he’'d teach me how to make a

mess o Christmas .puddin’, English
style. Well, this here’s it! She
looks English, don’t she?” he asked
with a grin. “Now you know why

derful Christmas Pudding

By William R. Lighton

— ol

them Johnny Bulls has all got big
front teeth; it’s because they’re brought

up to gnaw on such kind of victuals.”
The Englishman's handsome teeth

shone as he smiled in unaffected good

humor. “The trouble was that Billy
didn’t use judgment,” he said. “He
tried to make that pudding by main

brute strength, when he ought to have
known that it needs some intelligence
besides—some special genius.”

“I reckon it sure does,”

Billy re-

marked. He fondled the lump for a
little time, turning it over and over
upon his knees. “I always will think

she had the makin’ of a good puddin’
in her,” he said by-and-by. “I put into
her some of pretty near everything in
New Mexico—black-strap, an’ squaw-
berries, an’ bear’s marrow, an’ yaller
currants, an’ dried mescal—everything
the boys fetched in—everything except
bakin’-powder. I know that’s what she
needed. But Johnny wouldn’t let me
put none in. I'll leave it to you,

UNDER

THE

MISTLETO}

From the picture by Beatrice Offor

| the

1 Ma’am: wouldn’t she have been bound

to have rose some if I had?”
Agasp with laughter she could only
nod.

“Of course, she would!” he cried.
“I’'ve cooked long enough to know that
anything with flour in it has got to
swell, or it's no use. Anyway, I got
her mixed up an’ ready, after a while. 1
didn’t have no sack to put her in, an’ I
tied her up in a piece o' deerskin an’
b'iled her for two whole days. That
ought to have been enough. She cer-
tainly had all the chance any fair-mind-
ed puddin’ could ask for swellin’ an’
showin’ her strength; but she didn't
seem to come up none—not a mite. I
got sick o’ seein’ her an’ smellin’ her
after the second day, an’ took her out.
That was a whole month before Christ=
mas. Johnny said she’d ought to be
kind o’ cured some before she was et,
an’ I laid her out on the roof o’ the
bunk-house, where she could enjoy the

sun. She sure got cured! I reckon
mebbe she wasn’t used to this
climate, an’ it was pretty hard on her.

I forgot all about her, an’ when I want-
ed her I had to hunt for her half a
day; an’ then I dug her out of a bi
snowdrift, where she’d fell off the roof.
I had to peel the hide off her witha
chisel. Johnny said we’d ought to have
the right kind of sauce to burn on her,
to kind o’ cheer her up an’ put her in
the right kind o’ mind for Christmas;
but we didn’t have nothin’ but some o’
that Mexican mescal-drink. I let her
soak in that overnight; but the stuff
wouldn’t burn.”

He checked his recital for a moment,
holding his handiwork at arm’s length,
regarding it with the utmost gravity,
though his hearers were tearful with
their mirth.

“She’s been layin’ around outdoors

for quite a spell,” he said, “an’ got
bleached out a lot, an’ kind o’ aged
an’ tired’ so you can’t rightly judge

what she was like when she was young
an’ at herself. She was sure about
the darkest-complected puddin’ T 'most
ever seen. I mistriisted her a whole
lot when I'd got one good, square look
at her; she looked that mean-disposi-
tioned. While I was gettin’ dinner I
worried a little chunk loose from her,
to taste, an’ I like to never got it clean-
ed off my teeth. Even English couldn’t
make her go; we couldn’t, none of us.
We kept her for an ornament for a
while, till one day she rolled off the
table an’ like to broke my foot, an’ then
I throwed her out, an’ she’s been knock-
in’ 'round an’ kind o’ shiftin’ for her-
self ever since.

The E

rative. ““We

into the nar-
had an old magpie around

place those days—a fine old fel-
low that we'd made a pet of. The day
that pudding was thrown out he found

hman broke

it and pw’k(;(i a little bit off of it We'd

never suspected that he could talk;

| but when he'd got the taste in his

| mouth he screamed, ‘Judas Priest!

What have 1 done? And the next
morn we found him dead.”

T s a le)” 3illy commented.
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of a man are you, sland-
erin’ a poor, helpless old puddin’? Dick
Lamson killed that magpie tryin’ to
teach it to chew tobacco. But I'll tell
?l!’l:l what is the truth, Mrs. Powell

ere was a feller come down through
here from Wingate in June, huntin’ In-
dian relics for some college back East.
He worked for days out there in them
ruins by the barn, diggin’ up old jugs
and things; an’ then one day he comes
acrost this here puddin’ layin’ out in the

rd. He was that tickled; ‘My, myl,

e says; ‘how fortunate! must have
it ‘Why, what is it? I says; an’ what
do you think? He told me it was one
© them stones the Aztecs had used to
gi)und their corn with, to make meall

e said he'd give me a dollar for it;
an’ I reckon he would, too, if one o’

$What kind

the boys hadn’t up an’ told him.
Wasn’t that mean?” .
“Oh, Billy!” Mrs. Powell said;

“would you have taken his money?’
“Why, sure I would!” he retorted.
“Don’t every man have to take the
consequences of his ignorance? —I've
paid good money for lots o things I
wouldn’t have wanted at all if I'd
knowed better. Anyway, that ain’t the
point. I never could see the sense o
spoilin’ a good joke just for nothin’. 1f
Dick had kept his mouth shut that pud-

T

do during the long days; she felt that
she was completely shut away from
humankind in the heart of that mighty
wilderness. And the long, wild nights
were doubly trying; then, sitting by
the fire or lying alone in her bed, she
listened, terrified, to the untamed voices
without. The roar of the storm in the
near-by pines was bad enough; but far
worse was it to hear in the deeps of
night the savage wail of starved
wolves, or the scream of a mountain-
lion, disappointed in its hunt. Made
bold by hunger, the beasts came down
close to the house, foraging. Once
Billy shot two gray wolves in the door-
yard, and once again he killed a lynx
that; had clambered upon the low house-
roof.

After a month of this, one January
evening, Mrs. Powell prepared supper
and stepped into the yard to call Billy
from his work at the barn. Her first
cheery cry was answered by a vicious
snarl close by. Turning in quick alarm
she saw through the dusk the form of
a full-grown panther, lean but mons-
trous, crouched upon the snow only four
or five yards away. Timid enough at
ordinary times, it had been made des-
perate by long weeks of want, driven
to the last extremity of daring. As she
stood, horrified, it crept closer, cutting

din’ would have a nice, easy job, right

this minute, in some big museum back

East, instead o’ bein’ homeless an’
destitute, like she is now.”

“No, no, Billy,” the Englishman
jested, “it isn’t a cabinet pudding.”

, * ok Kk

Time sped and winter came, a winter
of unwonted severity for that low lati-
tude. In mid-December there were
many successive days of continual

snowfall, until mountam and plain were |

piled deep with the drifts.  When the

storm had passed Powell rode abroad '

with his men in an cffort to discover
places in the hills that were clear of

snow. where the cattle might be gath-
ered.  Sometimee thes o ogone from |
bome for daws tocctier, enly Billy be

ing left to 4o e elbs ahout the

ranch-house and to act &3 protecor to

the womuan
There was htide [0 Mre

Povell

off her retreat to the house; then gath-
ered its muscular legs and leaped full
upon her. Screaming, she put up her
arms to shield her face and throat.

The beast caught her left wrist between
its jaws, and she felt the cruel teeth
pierce the flesh. Fainting with fright
and pain, she was hurled backward to
the ground.

* ok % %

When she recovered consciousness
sitting-room fire, and Billy was bathing
. her face and forehead with cold water.
. Already he had bound cloths about her
wounded arm.

“You ain’t hurt bad” he said. “Just
\.\'onr wrist's tore some. T got there |
Uinst in time” Then by-and-bhy. when
che was restored to her usoal spirit, he
1.nohed irrepressiblyv. T sure fixed the

he chuckled. “@ killed him

~ld cat,”

she was seated in her chair before the

good and plenty. An’ what do you
reckon I dont it with? Old Ironsides—
that old puddin’! She was layin’ right
beside the doorstep, an’ she was the
first thing I saw that was loose. I
beat his brains out with her.”

In the evening of the second day
afterward Powell and his men returned
from their work afield. When he heard
of what had haopened, and of the part
the nudding had played in the incident,
he grought the sorry old relic from the
vard.

“We must take care of it after this,”
he said whimsically. “Here, Anne; you
can have it for a footstool.” With that
he laid it down upon the hearth before
the fireplace; and then they went to
supper.

When they returned to the sitting-
room an hour later Fate had overtaken
the pudding. Its constitution must
have been indeed peculiar, unique, for
in the ardent heat of the pitch-pine fire
it had literally melted, and lay in a
broad, shapeless, sticky mass upon the
hearth. Billy brought a shovel and
took up the remains with care, placing
them in an empty tobacco-box.

“Poor old pud!” he mourned. “We
must do the right thing by her, boys.”

In the gray of the early morning Mrs.
Powell was awakened by the sound of
men’s voices joined in a melancholy
song. Going to the window she saw
them gathered about a shallow hole
dug in the frozen soil. Billy was
kneeling, laying the coffined pudding in
its grave, and the Englishman was sol-

A Christmas Folk-Song.

De win’ is blowin’ wahmah,
An’ hit’'s blowin’ f'om de bay;
Dey’s a so't o mist a-risin’
All erlong de meddah way;
Dey ain’t a hint o’ frostin’
On de groun’ ner in de sky,
An’ dey ain’t no use in hopin’
Dat de snow’ll 'mence to fly.
It's goin’ to be a green Christmas,
An’ sad de day fu’ me.
1 wish dis was de las’ one
Dat evah I should see.

Dey’s dancin’ in de cabin,
Dey’'s spahkin’ by de tree;
But dancin’ times and spahkin’
Are all done pas’ fu’ me.
Dey’s feastin’ in de big house,
wid all de windahs wide—
Is dat de way fu' people
To meet de Christmas-tide?
It's goin’ to be a green Christmas,
No mattah what you say.
Dey’'s us dat will remembah
An’ grieve de comin’ day.

Dey's des a bref o' dampness
A-clingin’ to my cheek;
De alh’'s been dahk an’ heavy
An’ threatenin’ fu' a week,
But not wid signs o' wintah,
Dough wintah’d seem SO deah—
De wintah’'s out o' season,
An’ Christmas eve is heah.
It's goin’ to be a green Christmas,

emnly leading - all sang the fun-
cral melody of “Old Cow Pidy.”

That night Billy came in from the
bunk-house bearing something in his
arms. “T've fixed her a tombstone,” he
said.  “T reckoned you’d like to see it.”
ITe showed a bit of board upon which
:‘.e_lfmd cut an inscription with his jack-
inife:

“Here LAys old Trnsides by her hAnd

L men wAs sAved from deth—(‘That’s |
v Billy
explained.)—Also kiled 1 mAgpy Also |

us, when we couldn’t eat her,.

1 pefesser wAs fooled bAd And 1
pAnther lost his mind A fAithful old

it

| 1\11“'Hng' She seen her duty And she done !

An’ oh, how sad de day!
Go ax de hongry chu'chya'd,
An’ see what hit will say.

Dey’s Allen on de hillside,
An' Marfy in de plain;
Fu' Christmas was like springtime,
An’ come wid sun an’ rain.
Dey's Ca'line, John an’ Susie,
Wid only dis one lef’;
An' now de curse is comin’
Wid murder in hits pref.
It’'s goin’ to be a green Christmas—
I Des hyeah my words an’ see:
Refo’ 4e summah beckons
Dey’s many'll weep wid me.
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The Christmas Dance at *The Qaks.”

Fy LAURA SPENCER PORTOR.

The firelight flickered on the rich old
mahogany and the dark rows of books.
Mingled with it, the soft glow of can-
dles fell on the Christmas greens which
hung from the pillars and cornices. An
old negro man-servant moved about
noiselessly, arranging glasses and cake-
baskets on a large silver tray. Once he
frowned deeply and bent close to one
of the candles to inspect a silver bowl.
Then he .polished it with one of the
long tails of his coat:

“I ’clar ter gracious! De niggers
yer at Ole Oaks is des ez triflin’ an’
wuthless! It’s des scannerlous, puf-
fickly scannerlous! Dat’s de bowl Gin-
nerl Washin’ton drink out of, too!
Look lek dese yer Ole Oak niggers
ain’ got no se'f-respec’ fer nobody! I
done tole dat triflin’ little Moze! But
sho! Marse Phil he ’oon’t mek ’em
wuk, an’ Marse Ranny he’s des young
an’ he don’t keer, an’ Ole Oaks is des
gettin’ teetotally ruint; an’ all des ’cause
it ain’t got no mistis. An’ dat’s ’cause
Marse Phil he des ’oon’t quit steddyin’
'bout Miss Betty Page gonduh!”

He nodded toward a portrait which
hung over the mantel. From the shift-
ing shadows and its frame of Christmas
greens the delicate face of a girl looked
out. The old negro continued his pol-
ishing:

“I say to ’im one day—‘Marse Phil,
honey, you des ought to quit dat fool-
ishness. Miss Betty she’s daid a long
while,” I say, ‘an’ she ’oon’t come back
no mo’!"” Yond’s Miss Virginny Carter.
Miss Jinny cert’ny is pretty an’ sweet;
an’ she cert’'ny is got good raisin’. Um
—umph! If Marse Phil was to marry
Miss Jinny, an’ fotch her yer to Ole
QOaks, it sholy would be a diffunt place,
it would dat!”

He raised his head as a fresh burst
of music came from the long parlors
across the hall.

“Des listen to Ole Zeke’s fiddle! Dey
gwine ter dance deyselves to deaf!” He
stepped to the doorway and stood
watching the dancers. Then a gleam
of pleasure lighted up his face. “Um—
umph! Yond’s Marse Phil an’ Miss
Jinny! Des watch ’em! Dar you go,
Marse Phil, honey! Fo'wud an’ back
agin! Ain’t he gran’! Yond’s Marse
Ranny, too—but sho! Marse Ranny he
%t;ls.“(,ion’t hole a taller-dip to Marse

l y
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When the iast gay strains had ceased
he came back into the room. He stood
looking at the portrait a moment, then
he went to it and made a grave bow.
“Sarvant, Miss Betty!” he said sol-
emnly. ‘“Please, ma’am, Miss Betty,
‘oon’t you please ter let go of Marse
Phil? 1 know you is daid, Miss Betty,
but you ’oon’t let go o’ Marse Phil. He
done love you fo’ sech a long w'ile,
Miss Betty, chile; an’ Ole Oaks hit
cert'ny is des hankerin’ fer a mistis.
Cou’se dis yer is Chrismus Eve, an’
der’s a heap o’ folks, but mos’ly hit’s
des ez lonesome. You know des how
lonesome it gits! Please, ma’am, Miss
Betty, ain’t you got de golden streets,
an’ de sea of glass, an’ de walls of
pearl an’ jasper, an’ Marse Phil he
ain’t got nothin’ but des we-all. An’
Ole Oaks cert’ny do need a mistis, Miss
Betty!”

He turned guiltily at a step in the
hall and his master entered the room.

“Is the tray ready, Jeff? Miss Molly
says it’s time. You know we got Miss
Molly over from Fairview especially to
manage our Christmas for us, so we

must do exactly what she says. Miss
Molly says to have plenty of black
cake.” He inspected the tray carefully.
Jeff bustled about importantly. Once
he looked up slyly:
“l seen you, Marse Phil! You

cert’'ny kin dance! An’ Miss Jinny she
look des lek a angel”

Colonel Clayton straightened up.
“Jeff, you black rascal! Were you
watching us dance!” A half-whimsical
pleasure came in his face. “Oh, I can
dance if I choose. Besides, it’s Christ-

bony finger.

mas Eve; and I am only forty-four—
Let me see—am I forty-four?”

He drew one hand down thoughtfully -

over his hair. Jeff was at his elbow

with the silver bowl.
“Des look at dat, Marse Phill Ain’t
He pointed with one

dat a shame!”

“Des look at dat spec!
I cyarn’ mek dem niggers wuk—you
‘oon’t mek ’em, an’ Marse Ranny he
‘oon’t.” He put the bowl down dis-
consolately and shook his head. “I tell
you, Marse Phil, honey, Ole Oaks
certny do need a mistis, dat it do. I
des wisht you’d gimme one fer a Chris’-
mus gif’ ternight. Yes, I des wisht ter
gracious you’d give me an’ all de Ole
Oak_niggers to Miss Jinny right spang
ternight!” He looked at his master
keenly an instant. “Marse Phil, honey,
1I<'k$’r’l tell a angel des ez good ez you
in!

The Colonel smiled to himself: “’Pon
my soul, I believe you can.” He went
to the fire and stood looking into it
thoughtfully. The clink of a glass re-
called him. He turned about sharply:
“What are you about, you Iaggard!
How long ago did I tell you to take
those things in! Miss Molly will be
scolding us both.”

* %k ¥k Xk

He turned to the fire again as Jeff

bore away the tray. The old darky’s
words repeated themselves to him
vaguely. Yes, Old Oaks was lonely.
Who knew it better than he? Some-
times on such a night as this the laugh-
ter of guests made it glad, but usually
how lonely it was—bleak, even, some-
times. It was lonely, as his own life
was, for a woman’s thought, a woman’s
touch, a woman’s presence, and yet——
Such longings were laid away in him
so long ago, he thought. Why should
the delicate fingers of a girl have lifted
them up again to-night? How lightly
her hand had rested in his as he led
Lier through the dance. Some dream
in him rose up to meet the memory.
Always to have her presence near him;
to hear her light laugh through the
grim old house. What a different place
it would make of it; what a different
life his would be!

He turned sharply. Even then, with
several others, she was going past the
door, and her light laughter rang
through him with a subtle charm. He
found himself going toward her, hold-
ing out his two hands.

“Miss Virginial Won’t you come
into my library a minute? See, isn’t it
pretty ?”

He watched her as she stepped
through the doorway and came in, look-
ing all about her.

“Oh, how pretty! Did Uncle Jeff
trim this, too?”

The Colonel nodded:

“Yes—that is, he made the very worst
set of little plantation niggers in Vir-
ginia do it.” She was standing before
the fireplace now. “Poor old Uncle
Jeff! He complains of them a good
bit. He says there’s nobody to make
them mind. He has an idea that if
there was a woman here things would
he very different; but with just such
good-for-nothing bachelors as Ranny
and T—well, perhaps they don’t think
we need much attention. Everything

on Jeff. What do you reckon he
was saying to me here only a moment
ago !—begging me to make a Christmas
gift of him and all the other Old Oaks
darkies to some one who would look
after them better than T do. Thank-
less? Bless my soul, no! Tt’s not that
—but he’s got it in his faithful old
head that I'm lonely—and he says he
is. You see he thinks T ought to have
more happiness, such thappiness as
every man needs to have—a home, such
a home as a woman’s presence makes.”
He paused a moment to watch the
frail beauty of the girl beside him as
she stood looking into the fire; then
his eyes turned to it also. “I've had a
very great deal in my life, but not ac-
cording to Jeff’s notions. T've got my
law, you know, good friends, good
books, good dogs and horses, and the
hunt. I've got my nephew, Randolph,
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and ‘a finer boy than Ranny never drew
on riding-boots. 1 have good and sweet |
memories in my life, too, very good
‘other days.” You know the song—Miss
Molly always plays it. for me.  She
knows 1 love it:
“‘Oft in the stilly night,

Ere slumber’s chains has bound me,

Fond memory brings the light
Of other days around me.)

“When I was a bit younger I had
much happiness, very much; and good
and sweet memories are not the least
of our blessings. But all this counts
very little with Jeff. He thinks 1
ought to have somone to spoil me, like
other men. Some one for whom
could live every hour of the day, give
my whole self in serving. It is true—
such things make life very wonderful;
th%_ make better men of us.”

i
€a

s voice had fallen into a great
rnestness; he recovered himself and
spoke more lightly: “You see, Jeff
thinks 1 need bettering.” He smiled
oddly. “I think I do’

There was silence a moment, then
her eyes met his warmly and reproach-
fully. ,

“No, not you! You of all people,
who are so fine already!”

The Colonel bent over her hand gal-
lantly, his heart knocking with a swift,
uncertain - happiness.

There was an jnstant only that the
flames lapped lazily in the silence; then
there was Miss Molly, importantly, in
the doorway.

“Oh, here you are! Philip! ~Vir-

inia, come, my dear. We need you.

want everybody to help sing. I've
got out the songs you like best, Philip.”

She passed on again.  Uncle Jeff, re-
turning, entered by another ‘door and
stood unseen in the shadows watching
his master.. The Colonel offered Vir-
ginia his arm. - “We will come back
here, shall we? I should like to tell
you more about the Christmas gift Jeff
wants me to make—more about myself,
too. We live lonely lives here at Old
Oaks, and it is very good to talk to
you; you seem.to understand.”

* %k %

They left the troom. Uncle Jeff
watched them go. Then he went to
the fire where they had stood, and

Colonel Clayton; so is Uncle Jeff, 1
hear.. Indeed, I do believe it is only a
piece of gallantry—a homage you pay
to the ladies—when you say you are
lonely without us.  Yet you may hardly
expect me to pity you.”  She looked
about the room, warm and full of charm |
in "the firelight. “How full of cheer it

Randolph bent his head over her hand
devotedly:
“Yes, but this is no time to judge,
while you are in.it. When you are
gone,.ah; when you are gone—you don’t
know how lonely it will seem. There
is an old love song which my uncle
sings—-"

She drew her hand away:

“No, no more of your devotedness and
your  Ttich old compliments to-night.

rocked himself with happiness. His
dream was coming true! His master
would not be lonely any more now.
0ld Oaks would have a mistress, would
be as it used to be in the old days be-
fore ‘his- own old mistress died. He
was going ‘to be a Christmas gift after
all. He made a low bow to the por-
trait. “Tank ye, ma’am, Miss Betty!
Tank ye, ma’am!”

From the parlor, where Miss Molly
was at the piano, there tinkled a gay
prelude. Then a chorus of voices join-
ed in the Christmas song. The old man
listened until the last notes died away.
Then he took up the candles one by
one and blew out the ‘lights. When
the last one was gone he straightened
up and surveyed the room, tiptoed over
to a chair in the shadow of the door
and seated himself cautiously.

“When Marse Phil an’ Miss Jinny
dey come back, dey kin jes’ set dar in
de fa’arlight,” he said, “den dey ’oon’t
be skeert.”

He sat a long while in the shadows,

listening, yet not listening to the songs |

that were sung. He was dreaming of
the time to be. There would be life
and stir and happiness in the old place;
and in his master’s life all that he had
longed for might be there—all that his
master’s life so much needed. Once he
nodded, and then—she herself, the mis
tress of the Old Oaks that was to be,
came into the room, brushing close to
him, not seeing him. He could have
touched the white folds of her gown
as she went by him.
* s % %k

“There are so few moments when T
may have you to myself.” It was Ran
dolply’
to the fire for her and half knelt beside

( is, how wonderfully

here! (HH\ \‘/‘v'l\'.a
( hut whet |

ouest

re
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voice. He drew a chair closer |

[ You have your uncle’s ways, and he—

he learned them long ago from all these
old books, perhaps. No, not from them
| either.” She looked thoughtfully into
the fire. “l think he learned them in
the ‘other days’ he talks about. 1 think
with him they are very real. 1 think
he learned them for her.”

She glanced up to the old portrait
which looked out at them steadily from
its frame of Christmas cedar

| Randolph was hurrying on hotly:
‘But I—T have learned nothing save
hat myv love for vou has taught me:
11 v to vou nothing but from deen
far deep down. Let me tell
from him half ]w‘(ﬂ\\\
1

1 1
1 too«

|
looking into the fire, its light flickering
down softly over her.

“No, no.
such things to-night. You see I was
standing here with him only a little
while ago, and he spoke to me of her;

]

at least he spoke of the ‘other days’ in times I can almost see her
his life, you know, and I knew and | through tlhe great rooms.
Love like that—ah, it is | engaged, were so near, so very near,

understood.

It was Virginia's voice which broke

the silence. She was looking up at the
Not to-night. No more old portrait- again wistfully:

“It is she, not I, who should have
cept loneliness away from Old Oaks,

I have thought of her so often. Some-

he going
They were

very wonderful—very beautiful! I used | their happiness—and then——"

to believe that only women loved S0
well as that.” = She turned to him. “If

Randolph’s voice broke in on hers:
“It is she who might have kept, yes,

I listened to you—you who have your | and who does keep, loneliness away

very ways and speech from him—you for him.

Though she is dead these

might even make me believe—that you | eighteen years she is not dead to him.”

~you, too——"

Randolph caught her hands in his | moment.
portrait; then Randolph went on pas-
Ah, my | sionately:

hotly : ) )
“But you do believe it!
dear, how could it be otherwise! You

You know that

know my love so well!
with all that is good and true in me
I love you—must always love you; and
the thought of vou is my very dream
by night, my guide by day; that every

where I turn I find you. Yet when I
look for you—the real you—how fai
away you are! Tt is that I long for—
to look up always and find—the actual

| a little! See, Old Oaks i lonely for
you!” ‘

\ There was a step in the hall, but
| neither noticed it. Colonel yton
I stood inside the doorwav. looking as
though unsure of what he saw. Near
| him old Jeff leaned forward in the
shadows  his

face full of dismay

this—this is ours!
care for -me. It is Christmas Eve!
Give me the gift!”

vou. Ah, my dear, love me! love me |
1

There was silence between them a
They stood looking at the

“But oh, my dear, that is his life, and
Tell me  that you

She swayed from him a little, as

though to resist the power that was
about him, and closed her eyes:

“Tell me once again how much you
love me!”
But Randolph took her in his arms

and held her close.

“You do love me, then!”

“Yes, yes"—her voice was low, and
full of a great love—“as I think she
must have loved him!”

While he held her and pressed his
lips to her hair Colonel Clayton stepped
out of the room softly. His head was
bent. Uncle Jeff shrank back deeper
into the shadow. From the parlor came
the voices of the guests in chorus:

“Oft in the stilly night,
__Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,
Fond memory" brings the light

Of other days around me.”

The Editor’s Scrap Book,

A well-known Church dignitary tells
a good story of an East End woman
and the Boer war. This good creature,
like many other denizens of the East,
regards the Boers as black savages.
“Ah!” she exclaimed, “black or white,
heathen or Christian, they’re all moth-
ers’ sons, every one on ’em. The Queen
can’'t bear this horrid war, she can't.
But there, bless her, she can't say
nuffin’. It's as much as her place is
worth!”

In his new volume of poems, “The
Finer Spirit,” Mr. T. W. H. Crosland
pays the following tribute to “Audrey,”
the good and wunlearned, home-and-
housekeeping wife of the brilliant
“Touchstone’:

Touchstone, shaping a career,
Shines at each exclusive house:=
“Such a clever man, my dear,
Tied to—just a ‘country mouse’!

“Married ere he dreamed of us,
Ere he knew what gifts he had—
Strange that Fate should yoke him thus,
And very, very, very sad!”

Touchstone (let them mark it well),
When the social round is trod,

Bored by dame and demoiselle—
Goes home softly, praising God.

‘“We’ve had a terrible time in our flat
this autumn.”

“Sicknes

“No, we got our folding-bed open and
can’t get it shut.”

The S.P.C.A. inspector insisted that
the horse was unfit for work in conse-
quence of lack

“Well, that's a good 'un!” replied Cos-
ter. “He’s got a bushel and a half of
oats at home now, only he ain’t got no
time to eat ’em.”

f food.

Surgeon (addressing students at the
hospital): The muscle of the left leg
of the patient has contracted till it is
considerably shorter than the right leg,
| therefore he limps. Now, what would
| you do under such circumstances?
Intelligent Student: Limp, too!

One of the local correspondents of a

contemporary evidently finds “sermons
| in stones and good in everything.” Re-
cently he wrote: “Yesterday was ano

ther delightful day.

noon Her Majesty’s ship

During the after-

ring arrived,
with the corpse of a foreign seaman
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