The Magi came, at Christmastide,
Into the night, with gifta resplendent—
Coursers, camels, robes of pride,
Wealth of satellites depenident !
They came with pomp; they came
from fdr,
And followed fast the “Morning™ Star!

Tow. in a cradle made of hay,

A monarch from the heavens lay!

War it n king in glory dight?

No—'twas a cherub in pink and white!
It, too, had traveled alone from far,
And eame in the arms of the “Evening”

Star!
twain shall we worship

Which of the

most,

The Star with the train and the splendid
host

The Star of triumph? the Star of power?

Or the Star that twinkles at twilight
hour?
The “Love Star” tender? Now, watch
_and see,

It Is the Magi bend the knee!

Ah, glory of genins, pride or wealth!
Splendor of wisdom, knowledge, health!
Powers of busy brain and feet,
All of the treasures of earth complete!
Spirit of beauty and love, at last,
At Thy tiny feet, all crowns are cast!
—John Ward Stimson,

RN TR
1he Christmas SloeKing A
RAPEIIEGAT T

Mr. and Mra. Iteminiscent sat comy
fortably back Im =oit leather chairs,
watching the crackle and flame of a
real log In the grate.

“What an odd enstom It I8, [so't It,
John—that of hanging ap one’s stock-
ing on Christmns eve?” sald Mrs. R

“Yes, it Is queer. [ wonder who
first thought of 1t?

*“I haven't the faintest idea. In fact,
I never even wondered about it be-
fore.”

*That part of it doesn’t matter, af-
ter all,” observed Mr, Reminlscent.

“It isn't necessary to know the origin |
But that
Do |

of everything In this world.
stocking ldea was a good one
you kunow, of all the memories of my
life, T believe that of hanging up my
stocking on Christmas eve aAnd look-
ing Into it In the morning was really
the happlest!™

“I badn’t thought of it

1 agree with you,” and as she stopped
speaking, Mr. Reminiscent looked a
little more thoughtfully Inte the dre.
“Ien't It odd, loo, the way one re
members - those things? sald John
“Why, [ know just the way that stock-
fng felt, when [ was a little toddler,
and used to hang mine up. The first
ones | remember were red”
“Mine were black, slways, [ think.”
“Yos. dear. [ was oider than yon
Bluck ones became the fashion soon
after 1 put on long trousers. Bul the
first stockiogs [ hung up were red.”
Mrs. Reminlscent smiled. “And did
you wear copper-toed shoes, John ?

vyea" he admitted, slowly. “I think
1 did!”
“How perfectly dellcious! [ wish I

econld hnve seen you!"

»I don't Wame you for Inughing. I
think It must bave Leen funny, But
1 had good times In those old days  fad
Mr. Heminlscent leaned a little more
ecomfortably back, and was sllent—ab-
sorbied In the tender Moughts of those
red stocking days mway back forty
years ago.

“John, denr,” sald his wife, who had
kept qulet as long as possible.

“Yes?"

“Were there ever nny boles In those
red stockings?”

“nia you know,"” he laughed, I wns
just thinking of that. |1 gless as long
as bovs have toes, there will be holes
In stockings, 1 was Just thinking of
one Christmas when | had hung wp a
pair of stockings with a hole In the toe.
I can see that jumplog jack's leg that
was sticking out of that bole, In the
morning, st as plainly as If 1 were
looklng nt it now! Iso't It queer that
we dou't forget those lttle things, when
so many bigger things since then have
gone completely from our memories?”

“I'll wuger you can't tell what I
gave you for Clristmas last year!”
Inughed his wife, apropos of festing
the I1den, Mr, Reminiscent thought a
moment and then shook his head, *I
haven't the fuintest ldea!™

“A solld sliver tollet set”

“And [ use the things every day!
Well, it's funny, lan't 1t? And yet 1
ean remember everything that was In
the stocking with that jumpiog jack.
There wus o brass stem-winder watoh,
for one thing"

Mr., Reminlscent wons wsllent sgaln,
He was looking so serlous that, after
watching him curlously for a8 while,
his wife leughingly asked what was
the multer,

“j was thinking of that watch,” he
answered.

“Well, what became of ItY”

in" years,” |
‘but now that you mention It, I belleve

It was n rare toy, In those days
and until that moment of my 1ife I had
never possessed anything so perfectly
wonderful. It made more nolse than a
clock, to wind it up, and then it would
go like lighining, for a few seconds.
1 have never known tlme to fly as fast
ns it did on that watch,” and he laugh-
ed a8 he thought of the way the little
brass hands flew around the dial

“What finally became of it, dear?
DIl you wear It with your red stock-
Ings and copper toes?”

He shook his head negatively.

“I think the ending of that watch
was the greatest blow of my life. You
know Stanlslans Blank 7

“Yes, of course. Your cousin that
you don’t llke.”

“He was at our house that Christ.
mas, He was a few years older than

Ing en™is can be traced back for thow !

sande of years by the Uhinese, Thelr
New Yenr's vislting cards are curiosl
tles. Each one sets forth not only the
pame, but all the titles, of its owner.
and, as all Chinamen who have nny
soclal positlon at all have about a
domen, It makes the |ist quite appalling.
These cnrds are made of allk or else of
flne paper backed with sllk und are so
large that they have to be rolled up to
he carvled convenlently. They are. In-
ed, 2o valuable that they are return
ol to thelr owners

SRS -

NEW YEAR THOUGHTS.

We gloap, but the loom of life never
atops, and the pattern which was wear-
Ing when the sun went down Is wenv-
Ing when It comes up ln the morning.—
1, W. Beacher.

We are not in this world to do what
we wish, but to be willing to do that
which It is our daty to do.—Gounod.

1t I8 the every days that count. They
must be made to tell, or the years have
failed.—W, . Gaunett.

Soberly and with clear syes belleve
In your own timemopd place. There 18
not, there never has been, a better tiou
or a better plave to live In. Only with
this bellef ean you belleve In hope—
Phillips Brooks,

We may make the best of life, or we
may make the worst of I, and It de
pends very tnuch upon ourselves wheth
er we extract joy or misery from It.—
S|mllea

The darkest shadows of life are those
which a man himself makes when he
stands In his own llght.—Lord Ave
bury.

Our Ife Is short, bot to expand that
span to vast eternity Is virtue's work.
—Rhuknpenre,

The bhour that Is gone 1 eannot reeall,
but to-morrow [ will do better than
yesterday ; and all to-morrows shall be
better than the yesterdayw Let us
“leave behind our low-vaulted past.”—
Dyer.

Life s frultful In the ratlo In which
it I# Ilald out In noble action or pa-
tient perseverance.—Liddon.

A New Christmans,

Every Christmas should be a new
center of Christ-life In  this world
That Is what Jesus meant when he
sald, *“The kingdoamn of God is withip
you." Ie wants us to be so filled with
his life that hls influence shnll Pour
out through our lives for the brighten:
ing and sweetenlng of the world. He
wants us to start a new Christmas
every day, wherever we are—J. R.
Miller.

A Backward Leook.
Chris'mus kin be made so much
pleasanter ef the stern porunt will

I, and It makes a good deal of differ-
ence between the ages of 6 and 10.
> o @ I handled that lttle brass
watch as If It had been sacred. But
about an hour after I had taken It out
of my stocking, ‘Stan’ got It away from
me"

“Johin !

“Yos, he dld! Apd when | cried, he
calledd me a baby. 80 1 choked down
my tears, and dldn't even tell sy body,
because he threatened to ecall me =&
tattie-tale §f [ did.”

“And didn't he ever give it back?”

“Yes—Ilater In the day. But by that
time he had broken the stem winder,
and the rest of the works. [ know
you have wondered why I never liked
Stanislaus Blank, but 1 have never
told any one before®

“But you dldo’t cheat him In busl
ness the way he sald you did, last
year? '

“No, dear. 1 never cheated any one
I just got hilm In a corner, that was
all. And all the time he was worr) .ng
for fear he was golng to lose his money,
| was thinking of that 1lttle Dbrass
wateh and the way be made me suffer
when be took It away from me. Maybe
It wasn't a very manly spirit, but 1
ecan't Lelp It. It's human aature, and
a fellow Is awfully human when he's
ouly 6 1"—Detroit Press.

New Year's Calls.

The custom of visiting and sending
presents and cards on New Year's day
s recorded almost as far back as his-
tory goes The practice of using visit-

“THE WORLD IS MIRE.”

on'y let his min' wander back tew the
tiime when be made a dash fur the ol
chimney-plece himsell,—N, Y. Truth.

A Misunnderstanding.

“I potlee Jenks doesn't speak to you.
What's the matter?’

“1 ean't help it. I siarted to talk to
Wim about Christmus decorations the
ather day and he thought 1 referred to
thé black eyes he got in a broll with a
mutus! friend recently.”—Judge.

"T'was Ever Thuws.

Ted—I1've been trylng to catch Dolly
under the mistletoe, but Miss Autumn
seems to be the ouly one [ can Hnd
there,

Ned—It seems to be an Instance of
the wrong girl In the right place.—
Judge,

Chrisimas pt 1the Bearding Houss

Mrs. Eaton House—Well, you've got
the largest plece of the wishbone, Mr,
Bkinule! Now, what do you wish for?

Orville Bkinole—A larger plece of
the meat, ma'uw.

:ionuuuuuouuu:[

: Aunt Diana
S The Sumshine
S of the Family 5

— ——

CHAPTER 1V,

It was finally settled, Allson folt that
duty ealled her home, and woon the day
came when she had to part from Aunt
Diana. It was a sad leave-taking, and
the tears were in Allson’s eyes long after
the train steamed slowly Into the Ches
terton station, Allson gathersd up her
oumerous narticles of traveling gear,- and
looked out with some eagerness, but Rog
er's sall fignre was powhere in slght, nnd,
much disnppointed and  perpleced, she
gave a porter lnstructions about her trav.
eling boxen,

“Wil you feteh me a cad, please?” fak
tered Alison, feeling ready to cry agnin
at her loneliness, and wondering nt Hog
er's unkind desertion, and then all al
once whe enconntered a pair of round blue

eyon, very wide opon. She wtarted | yes
there was the wide month, the droll,
freckled face that she remembered so

well ; of course It was Rudsl, grown, but
not otherwise altered, grinning affably at
her,

“Why, Rudel," she sxclaimed, reproach:
fully, “why did you not speak to me? I
was looking for Roger, and nearly passed
you by

“Oh, but T should have hallooed all in
good time," he returned, with another
grin, shaking hands with her, but refrain:
ing from any warmer fraternal greeting

As soon as she was senfed In the eab
he got in after her, aud proceeded to pul
down both windows, *You wanld not like
me to go outside, | supposs,” he sald, In
a pood-humored, dawdling volee; “these
eabs are so stuflly they make a fellow
feel gueor.”

“Go outside If you lke,” roturned All
son, willing to hamor him, but rather din
turbed at the boy's coolness,

“Oh, it does pot matter,” was the con-
tradictory response; “we have not far
to go, und cabby is so unusually stout
there would not be room for Otter. Oh,
by the bye. Roger told me to tell you
that father told him that somebody else
must come to the station, as he could not
be spared. Roger was awfully pot ahout,
for he said 1 should be ao help. and 1|
have not been much, eh?” wilth another
grin that threatensd to bosmme a langh.

“I wish dear old Roger could have
come, but 1T am glad to see you, too,” was
Alison's police reply. “I thoaght you
would have kissed me after two years of
absence.”

“Oh, I never kiss girls,’
fbly.

“Not your own wsisters?’ exclalmed
Alison, In a grieved woice. *“Oh, Rudel,
you used not to be so stilf and uokind.”

“I ain’t one or the other,” rouwing up
at this reproach. “I think it is first-rate
—your coming, | mean—and you are no
end of a brick to do it, and,” with a
sudden burst of confidence, “1 shouldn’t
mind giving you n kiss now and then,
when you wanted it particularly, if you
would promise not to tell Missie; | would
not give her one—no, not If she were to
ask me on her beoded knees—a stuck-up
little minx !"

“Oh, Rudel, for shame !
much your sister as [ am.”

*“No, she isn't, and never shall be™
growled the lad. "I tell you what, Ali
#on, you are an out-and-outer, and no
mistake, and | will help you fight all your
battles, that 1 will, as sure as my name
Is Rudel, and that is better than ever so
many kisses."

“Dear Rudel, ] am sure you mean
kindly. though you bave such = funny
way of showing It; but 1 have no wish
to fight any one.”

“Oh, but you will be obliged 1o fight
Missie, whether you wish for it or not”
was the cool rejoinder; but Alison was
spared any further argument on this sqb-
ject, an they had reached The Holws, and
in mnother moment were driving ap the
graveled sweep between rows of dusty
eVPTEIVSNN,

The Holms was @ singularly built hoose
A square, stone hall, uncarpeted  nnd
chilly looking, led 1o the kitelen and oth.
ed domestic offices, all on n large scale
and unusually roomy; a wide Hight of
dtone steps, differing from the modorn
siairense by belng aleo uncovered, led to
the witting rooms, dining room, drawing
room, school room, and study, all open-
Ing on to & narrow corridor, fitted from
end to end with books—hooks teraly)
lining It from floor to celling.

As Allson wearily ascended the steps,
a thin ladylike woman in a black gown,
with n depressed, gentle face, enmes to
the hend of the staircase.

“l am so glad to mee you, my dear™
she sald, kissing her affectionately, *Why,
1 do belieye you are grown, Allson: vou
nre taller thing | expected to wee you, but
you are looking pale'

reddeniog vis

Mabel In as

“Oh, that Ie nothing." rturned Al
son, bastily, “I am tired with the jour
ney.” For just then she did not wish her

laoka to be too keonly eriticised,
are the othors, Miss {.t'l"h
and Popple !

“1 am so sorry, Alison, that 1 am the
only one to greet your homwecoming. Ma-
bl and Poppie sre out ; they had an
inyliatlon to an afterncon party at e
Prownlow's; It s little Stacy's rthday.
I wanted Mabel to stay at home and ot
Popple go without her, but she would
not hear of 0"

“Never mind, returned Alleap, guletly
bhut she was consclous of a hurt: chilled
feeling an Miss Leigh brought our this
Inme exouse, This was her return home
after two years' abwonce, and yot loger
cotld not be spared to mest lier at ihe
station, and Mabel conld not glve up an
wfternoon’s amusement (o welcome her sl
ter. Her futher was busy as usual; prob-
ably he had forgotten ber exlstence ag
this time.

“You are very tired, my dear.” con-
tinued Miss Lolgh, disturbed st the young
giel's sudden gravity and paleness. “Shal)
I take you to your room, and send you
up & cup of tea¥ 1 daresay you would
like to be guiet & itle,”

“Thank you," replied Alison, groteful-
Iy, HRudel skipped up after hor, (hres
slepe at & thme,

“1 suppose you do not want (o see
Bulky sow, Allson?’

“Where
l‘arln-r, .\[llln'|

*No, n0,” Interrupted Miss Lelgh, “your
alutor (s tired, Rudel; you had better go
down and leave her to rest”

“0h, 1 was not talking to you, Mother
Loigh wan the boy's rode refort; ml
as Allson turned round to shake her head
at him, she discovered him In the act
of making one of his favorite facos at the
back of the unconsclons gOVArHeas,

“ gny, mimis” he obwerved, when he
had eufficlently relieved his feslings, “have
you told Alison about her room "

“No, not yet, Rudel” returned the
muchenduring Mia Lelgh

“rhen 1 shall, 1 eall it & mean trick
of Misle's: no one tut n glrl would do
such a thing: heére she has been and taken
yvonr room, Allkon, with mother's things
in It and nothing the missus can &8y will
get her to give it up Missus In awfully
wild nbout it, min't you, missus?"

sy, Mudel ! do be guist,” romonstrated
Viss Lolgh, In the old worrled voles AN
son knew so well, “What a tiresome hoy
you are ! and 1 wanted to tell your sinter
anletly,  Allwon, my denr, 1 am vuey wor:
pv. but Mabel has appropriated your
room, and most improperly refuses fo give
it up. 1 spoke te your father about it
jast night, but he only =aid it did not
slanify, that he pxpected yon wonld not
mind, ns yoir viait to us might not be a
very lengthy one, 1 think you had bet-
ter speak to him yoursell™

w1 will ses about It” returnad Alison,
quickly, anxioin to stem the governess'
nervons flow of words. “Am 1 to sleep
here tonteht 7" as Miss Telgh openad the
door of a back room.

“1 have made it as nice an T ean” re
turned Miss Leleh, apologetically, “but 1
am nfrmld yon will think it an ugly rooin :
it wants repapering, and the carpel in
dreadfully old.”

woh, It will do very well” ohserved
Alison, quistly : but she looked round her
with n winking heart nevertheless, It
was Mabel's old room and very shabbily
furnished, and looked over the kitchen
garden and the sawmills,

Sho listened with well assumed patience
ax Miss Leigh pointed out the various
little improvements she had  effected,
Thongh Alison did not know it, the sasy
chalr and Hitle round table were taken
from Miss Leigh's own room; the fuch-
slon and geraninms in the blue vase were
Itoger's gift: and even Rudel had econ-
tributed the big green fern that stood on
the window ledge.

“Now, 1 will send you np your fea”
obneryed Miss Lelgh at last, when the
boxes had arrived, and Ruadel had assint-
o to unstrap them; “there In no hurry.
my dear; you will have nearly two hours
to yourself to nopack and rest.”

Allson tried to snswer cheerfully, bnt
her head was aching in sarnest now ; the
tears wera very near the surface again,
but she battled with them bravely,

CHAFTER V.

A cup of excellent ten wan very restora-
tive In jis effectn, and when Allson had
freshened her tired face with cold water,
and brushed her dishevelasd locks, and
exchanged her traveling dress for a lght,
cool-looking, gephyr eloth costume, she
felt lesa reluctance lo present herself (o
the eritical eyes of her father and Mabel,

“May 1 come In?' gquestioned a volce
that she knew at once was Hoger's, and
in & moment she had sprung joyfully te
the door.

“Oh, Roger, you dear old fellow, I am
so glad to see you again!" she exclaim-
od, forgetting all her troubles in the sight
of hin familiar face. Evidently her pleas-
ure wan reclprocated ; a palr of strong
arms alwost Nfted her off her feet., and
bare her acroms the room toward the win-
dow. and, after a hasty kiss or two, Rog
er put his hand under her chin apd grave
ly Inspected her,

“1 muppose you are glad to see me,” he
obuerved at length, “as you have been
erying evidently at the pleasurable antl-
cipation, Bo you are sorry lo come home,
Alison, ¢h? and yst"-—rather reproach
fully—"you are wanted very badly here.”

Alison's only answer was to lay her
face down on his arm: this was a little
toa much for her jaded spirlis, a few
maore tearm woulld come, Roger had found
her out, as she knew he would.

“Cowe now, this won't do, Allle," be
i, with a wort of soothing roughness ;
“we shall puck you baek again to Aunt
Dians, Iif you are going to fret, 1 looked
for rather a different greeting after two
yoard' absence.”

“I ean't help i0” she sald, trying to
dismies her teurs; “1 am tired, and ev-
erything seems sirange to-night, and 1
do miss Aunt Dians."”

“Yen, nhe has wpolldl yon for s you
bave grown a dainty Hede Iady, Allle™

“Oh, no; | am not spolled In that
way,” she Interrupted him breathlesly,
“You ean not quite understand, Hoger;
but there Is wnch a wized feeling. 1
have wanted you sll these two years: you
have never been oul of my mind a single
lllj‘."

“Well, | am glad to have you back to
scold you properly. What color are your
eyen generally, Alison? They are as
pink as ap Albino's to-night."

“It lx my turn to look at you,” she
refurned, irying to plock wp & little
spirit.  "Why., you have grown a mus
tache, Roger. How well it sults you "
bt Roger only broke Into & merry Inugh,

“Did you ever wee such o handsome
fellow? Heally, ludel and | are marvel-
ous specimens of manly beauty. e beatw
me o freckles, thopgh, ha, ha!"  And
Hoger quite rocked himself In merriment.

"1 like the look of you vory much,”™
returned Allson. “Your hair is & little
rough—and, oh! gour boots are muddy,
You have wanted me to keep you In
arder,"

“I don't seem to mateh you, somehow,"
he observed. “Do you always look as
thongh you woere just turned out of a
handbox? T wish you would take Missle
aud Popple in hapd; they drive Miss
Lelgh crazy with thelr antidiness. Oh.
we are a happy famlly, Allle—pothing
but _lilling and coplng, and that sort of
thing golng on fromn morning o night

*You might take Rudel and Misle for o

couple of Jove birde, the swest young
eretures aro w0 fond of each other, and
an for Papple and Misslp—look, there In
A specimen of the homs musle duleet
stralne flonting up the staircase. There
goes Minsle," J

Alison's brow knitted with some per-
plexity nm sha lintened. “¥lora, will you
ko Into your own reom? I Inalst on ft—
you are pot fit to be seon in that torn
fmi in & wharp, girlish volos,

What does It matter? She wou't
mind,” In u shrill, childish treble; “you
are so cross, Mabel. Do let we come In
with you and see Alison.”

[ “No, no; do e |ﬁ-
come In presently, Thore! LYy
vled on my drews nng gnm "
trlmming, you horrld Jiey)s “'?rf"

tell paps It you are u;u,'l
thes e will not Jot rn.:l:t.'. :
tea”  Here ap oxXpresuive u.r‘

ple's part Interrapted ¢ i,
Mn, who could heyy hl:oll k
m’bllo“lhn door und om N
voking, falrhaj
somewhat untidily and l:dh.r" ' "
:li?nr & vixenish ey WAL
ace, was standing i
room, and behilnd t:-rj I:‘::‘“.
little glrl betwosn elght and
nge, rather soll | wiatipe, Jun
droll, freckled face 1igs llud.]m
WaR Just now puckersd up 'h;‘
a red, inflamed ol oy
;\'lrlmhtily the resalt of 4 Wiy
or sister's par
telmming, PELS mapiet
I"llalo' do you do,
with n somewhat ol
cheok. “Ploame dy ::ut"lm.
coming 1o me, 1| could pey
you spoke so loud, and 1 4y
bit bhow whe looks Coma ::g
dear:™ but the chiM, »y
upset by the late fravas, held
embarrassed manner, gy M il

-

Mabe)

her & rough posh, Wh -
to Allson, you stupll 'illh‘?rﬁ“i:;z
waid crosaly, for ahe was

witer's sudden appenrnnce E'u:. .:‘ b

“Ploane do not fopee
mwe ; we shall be very m-l;m“ g
ly," returned Allson, sarry for (he
-;hun‘- awkwardness, m':
fopple dear; Roger | y
will show you TI..- :,h‘ iy
lll;;bf::’:ht for you"
o ' face be
ment, and she moved '“rl:ﬁ.;‘bu .
son's hand; again Missis intorponsd,
“She must change her frock, Alin:
ten In Just ready, and [ hegy K
in the garden. He will by very
Popple looks rough or untidy
uot allow him to be rud,".
her lips with a virtuous ey
Allson controlled & gquick
some difficulty. She had
to find Missie 0 most agges
person, or why should Mise
plain of her so bitterly? But
wai worse than she antieipatsd
“Never mind" she said, caluly;
must not vex papa, must we, l’qﬁ"[ |
will help you ehange your froek, A8
haps nfter nll we may hare Lo o gk
at the fish ponde” And withow
glance at Missie, Alisos mads Popols
cheerfully lead the way, s she did g
know her room. :
An Alison, after dressing Popels, ass
daown the siaircase with the child o
clinging to ber, Mr. Merls sodlealy nak
his appearance from the stndy  He o
most siarted at the wight of his desghes
and an expression of paln coesd b
handsome, careworn face  [n the dn
light Alison recalled hor mother (oo plis
Iy to his eyes
“Oh, papa,” she said, burrying ts bia
nod putting up her falr youug fse
his. He kissed her kindly, patted it, 4
her that she had grown Into & weam
since he had woen her, and questionsd be
with some Interest about ber joursey,
The dining room, & large, bandsond)
furninhed room, looked sufficlently
na they entered 1. Misde was b
seat of honor; abe gave & |
ing laugh as Alison entered with
er. I suppose thin will be
to-morrow,” she sald, for, &
plied simply, “1 ruppose s,
not disfurh you to-night” a
eromsed Missle's face, bui s
alrendy grinning io hopes of &
prudently disappointed him
When they rose from the table, Mimiy
first words were & peremplory seder b

‘l‘l
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Leigh's part.
“It Is not so very lnte, Mabel, asd Prp

pie has not seen her siater for (we yn

1 think she might walt a littls longe"

"1 am not golng; there uul"@lﬂ
the ehild, definnily, quite oblivions of be
fathor's presence.

*@Go It, Pops. 1'll hack you," wils
Rudel, rubbing his hands; "ﬁﬂl
touch you as long as I sm ber

Mabel's eyen Aushed. “You burrid riée
boy. Papa—-" But here Alios ol
interfored, _

“You will go to bed now, dest, will
not? she whinpered In ‘the childe ot
“and | will come snd rock you 8
wish you good-night” And fhm "
tiated, Popple's sulienoes
she trotted an #t oDoe

(To be continaed)
]

Germas Everywherh

At no Instant In any m"':.llh ol
fog or sleeplug, |s be fre .
by swarming myrinds of tiuy, but P
erful, unseen encmies of
dlers of death’s dark leglons, the I9E
or microbes of disease, I it we P
slble to wenr spectiacles
tylng power of high-prioed mk
we might seo the very alr we 1
thigk with the mountrous slAPS &0
told billions of Daelil; and 1t
about, or upon the waler ¥&
the food we ent, the Lands W 08
the onr steaps we hang B FEES
to work, the clothes W 'ﬂ )
we comb, the lips we Kisn, the C55 0
dogs we fondle, the
in whort, always and
armies of death su
cossantly make war U
only do they attack us from
alble: exterior vantage poiat S5
onrry by assault the citadel
fyom within the lines of O8F S
fonfes. Germs thrive g
the mouth, in the “"#i
in the intestinal orguns e !
sald that not only do We ‘U
wnidut of denth, but thet
The wonder

g




