Redney’
Chrisrtmas
(Copyright, 1002, by T. C. MeClure.)

T was three days before Christmas.
Redmey Burke separated his di
minotive frame from the seething
crowd of humanity that pressed

along the street and paused before a
plate glass window which above all
others attracted hlm.

a department store or a candy store or
# bakeshop., Inside there were nelther
loys nor sleds nor good things to eat,
but it held those things upon which
Hedney Burke bad feasted his small
eyes for many days. And now he
looked, with his whole soul in his
glance—he looked and looked and look-
ed. He sniffed the alr and lmagined
to himself that already he was enjoy-
ing the good things within,

For it was a clgar store, a store of
the better elass, full of pipes and tobac-
o nnd clgarettes and chewing tobacco
und everything that ends in smoke,

In the front of the window lmmedi-
ately under the olfactory nerves of Mr,

“WHAT WOULD YOU LIKR TO HAVE FOR

CHRKISTMAST"
Redney Burke was a pipe-not an ex-
penslve one, but one of just the make
and pattern that suited Mr. Burke. He
had religlously watched this pipe from
day to day, afraid that some other cus-
tomer would buy it. But there it still
remained.

“Gee!" exclalmed Mr. Redney Burke
to himself as he scratched his ghort red
halr, “Gee, 1 wisht I had it!"

And the unfortunate part of it all
was that he didn't have a cont IHe
seurched every pocket and cranny of
his superannuated clothes, from his
feet, which rested on the ground, to his
hat, which occupled an exalted posi-
tion =ome three feet odd above the
ground, for that which he knew he did
not possess, The expected happened,
for he found nothing.

“Gee!” he exclalmed agaln,
annuder sult, I'd hock this.
have that pipe; that's what!"”

Strolling along the street, at peace
with all the world, came a philanthro-
plst.  Redney's critieal eye, casting
about for ways and means, noted him
as he came,

“1 t'ought he was a stilf,” he remark-
el confidentlally to some friends a day
or two later, “but I was away off, 1
was" :

The phllanthropist, whose good na-
ture, to give the devil his due, was
caused by a remarkably good dinner
which he had Just enjoyed—the phl
lanthropist bore down upon Mr. Red-
ney Burke, The latter saw him com-
Ing.

“Now, what's his game, anyways?"
thought Mr. Burke as he turned back
onece more to gaze upon the pipe.

“Hello, small sir!” remarked the
friend of mankind genlally. “Merry
Christmas!"

“Aw,"” thought the small sir to him-
pelf, “what ye givin’' use? Why can't
ye leave me alone?

But he didn't say it. He simply
looked up at the big man with a balf
coy, half frightened glance, more par
ticularly to determine whether he
mieht nat he the police department in
disgaien,

“Merry Christimas!” he relurned, a
bit ‘wistfully as he thought he saw
n possible opening of a pleasant na-
tane.

“Well, my boy,” contivued the man,
“what are you golng to have for
Christmas, anyway 7"

“Christmas! retorned  Redney, with
a slight variation from the trath. “We
fdon't never have nothin' for Christmnas,
we doun't.”

The man smiled 'a smile of pity.
*“Dear me,” be remarked, half to him-
self, “how troe It is that one half of
the world knows not how the other
half Mves” Then he ralsed his volce.

“What would you say, small sir, If'1
should buy you some of those toys"—
He stopped as he gazed into the win-
dow. “Why, why,” he went on, “I
thought this was a toy store that you
were looking Into!™

“Naw,” returned Redbey.
bacco store.”

“If I had
1 gotter

“It's a o

“But--but,” continued the man, “you |,

—you don't smoke tobacco. You cer
tamnly at your age eannot™—

This was not |

ents amounted in value to $45,000, or
‘the value of the product of B,000 acres
of forest land.

—1 waso't thinkin’ about meself so
much. 1 was thinkin' about fne old
father. H« Wroke his pipe last mout’,
an’ be ain't bad pone since, an' he's too
poor to git annuder one. 1 was lookin’
at these. Gee! If 1 could git enough
of the stuff together, I wouldn't do a
thing but buy that there one for him—
me poor ole father.”

This was sald with an alr of the
grentest frankness, although Mr. Red-
ney Burke had always considered his
father, as did many others, in the light
of a genteel myth. Still he thought to
himself that If he had a father and if
he himself were worth a few million or
#0 he might—he didn't commit himself
upon the subject, however, even In his
thoughts—he might blow his father to
A pipe some time. This considerate
sentlment, he reasoned, justified his re
ply to the philanthropist,

“Well, well,” remarked the Ilatter,
glapeing down at the disinterested
specimen before him, “but what would
you like to have now for Christmas "

Redney shook his head. “I ain't per-
ticler about meself, If 1 could git that
there pipe—an’,” he added as he scent-
ed possibilities heretofore unsuspected,
“an’ a good bit of smokin' tobacco, an’
one of them there rubber things to put
it In—say, If I could do that for the old
man—say! An’ wouldn't he feel stuck
on hisself! But, gee, wot's de use? 1
ecan't do it, so I might as well be go
in'.”

He made this last remark because he
knew Intuitively that brevity, which is
the soul of wit, is also the essential In
charitable enterprises. Good impulses
don't last forever, so he moved off,
shaking his head as he went.

The blg man looked up and down the
street to see If he was observed, then
he stretched forth his band and eanght
Redney by the arm.

“Here, my boy,” he exclaimed gently
as be shoved a five dollar bill into Mr
Redney Burke's reluctant grasp—"here,
go and get the pipe for your father and
then go and get something for — for
yourself, and—and have at least one
happy Christmas that you e¢an look
back upon,” His eyes glistened a bit
as he sald It, and, to his credit be it said,
he did not regret the impulse or the do
nation for a full two hours thereafter,

“I"anks,” sald Mr. Burke, with a bit
of a scrape and a stiff sort of bow-
“t'anks from me an' me old man!”

The next day there was a queer for
mation In an unfrequented corner of
the play yard of the Fourteenth ward
school. This formation resembled more
than anything else an Eskimo hut, but
composed, instead of Inanimate ma-
terial, of a very anlmated and Interested
crowd of boys gathered around a com
mon center. From the aperture in the
top of this bhuman Eskimo dwelling,
and therefore heightening the illusion,
ascended a column of smoke, and as it
ascended to the skies there came a
volee from within,

“Ges, fellers sald the volce. “Gee,
but ain't this great?’ It was the volce
of Mr. Redney Burke, the votary of my
Lady Nicotine, the center of an admir-
Ing erowd. He smoked a pipe—the plpe
of bis bheart—and he filled it from a red
rubber case.

“Just fits In me pants pocket,” he ob-
served. And as he sald It he pulled out
a few dollar bills and exhibited them,

“An' 1 got four more plunks left!
What d'ye t'lnk ¥’ he sald.

Later, In the class room, the teacher
lifted her head high In the air and
sulffed.

“Some boy,” she remarked severely,
“bus been smoking. 1 want to know
who It 18"

8he looked—not around the room-—buf
directly at Mr. Redney Burke., He fair
1y revked with tobacco, and he knew it

Under the circumstances, therefore,

he side stepped with alacrity into the
alle and looked squarely ioto the
teancher's eyes.
“Me old wo—me mother,” he explain-
ed glibly—"me mother had a smokin'
Jag on yestiddy, an’ I had to stay home
an’ fill. ber pipes, an' me clo'es is full
of it. It ain't me; it's her. D'ye see?"
Then be whipped out a small, new
leather pocketbook with a brand new
penny in it and handed it over. “An' a
merry Christmas to you, Miss Burt-
whistle!" he remarked.

A Treasure Tree.
One of the most famous Christmas
trees In history was erected at Wind-
sor castle (o the early forties. It was
not 80 very remarkable for its height,
which was forty feet, but for the fact
that im the aggregate its crop of pres

Wiatry Wrinkles,
Ok, the happy boy s Nopping
Down the hill with his new aled,
‘While the humble tramp is chopping
Kindliing wood out in the shed,
And the rufMed,
MufMed, stufMed
Calomiet pecks tne fromen corn,
And the golden,
Molden, olden
Brandy's looked for ev'ry morn!

The fraglle mald la skating

C i Lue pund Deidinag Ve il

The sparrow's masticating

Froaen crumbs upon the sill,

And the bawling,
Bprawling, crawling

Infant’'s wrapped in fannels hot,
While the sealing,
Ever healing

Goose grease stands

The suburbanite is skipping
To his anow becovered lalr,
And old Boreas s Nipping
Merry snowflakes through the air,
And the creeping,
Leaping. sleeping
Trolley ear hops through the mush,
L While the rosy,
Alwnys doxy
Butcher's boy slops through the slush.

These wintry scenes [ fancy
Aa I'm mmuggled in my bed,
so thal you can't ses
K'en the baldness of my head,
And the dashing,
Clashing. smashing
rhyme upen my pane,
While 1 eoolly,
Honest, truly,

beside the cot.

XMAS A DAY OF TERROR,

Hard Lines of the Players Who En-

terinin Thester Crowds,

In the vaudeville bouses where con-
tinnous performances are given Christ-
mas day strikes terror to the most
time hardened dramatic soul.

The doors open anywhere between
9:30 and 10:30 a. m. and close at about
midnight. The headliners play thelr
customary two turns, but those lower
in the dramatic scaule play “on de-
mand,” generally about four times. If
an act Is particularly weak, It Is used
to “chase” out the audience—in plain
English, to tire It loto leaving the
house and making room for the line
waiting In the lobby.

The low salaried vaudeville actor,
therefore, eschews any Christmas din-
per and hies himself to the nearest
quick lnpch counter, there to feast on
turkey sandwiches, execrable colfee
amd ple as heavy as bis spirits. By
the time he has done his last turn on
the stage he is more ready for bed than
for the festive board,

To the unsuccessful actor Christmas
i8 likely to bring that blessing of the
Rialto, a “turkey dace,”

SBcattered within easy access of New
York are pumerous small citles, or,
more properly speaking, towns, where
good shows never come. Of these the
catchpenny manager keeps a list, and
on quick notice he scours Broadway
for cheap, unengaged talent, from
which he organizes his company, re-
hearses it hastily In some playhounse
conveniently idle at the time, rushes
sowme cheap printing upon the poor, un-
suspecting town and lands there
bright and early Christmmas moruning.
The population, show bungry, wel
comes the holiday diversion and packs
the town ball, matinee and night.

The actors are thus assured of a
good Christmas dinner and supper and
a percentage of the box office recelpts,
Usually these are divided according to
the Importance of the roles played by
the actors. This will tide them over
until New Year's day, which brings an-
other “turkey date."

Many an actor now featured on
Broadway has played his share of
“turkey dates.” One In particular tells
how, with five associates, bhe put omn
“The Clemenceau Case,” not abashed
that the cast called for no less than
twelve capable actors, and was gulte
radiant over the returns of “one Christs
mas dinner with trimmings” and $125
to be divided among the actors.—Washs
ington Post.

CHRISTMAS ‘“BARRING OUT.”

A Strange Custom of Sehoolboys and
Teachers.

mas custows greatly in vogue In Eng-
land three centuries ago. It is a cus
tom that obtains not ouly in England,
but to some extent in our own country,
to this day, although it is not particu-
larly a Christmas custom in our coun-
try. “Barring out” was the keeping of
the teacher or master out of the school-
house untid he ylelded to such terms
a8 the boys of his school chose to die-
tate, If the boys were able to keep the
teacher out of the schoolhouse for
three days and nights he was bound by
ill the laws of the custom to come
to terms with the boys and to graat
them all that they demanded in the
way of half holldays and abbreviated
lesson hours and extended recesses.
If, on the other hand, the teacher out-
witted the boys and regained posses-
sion of the schoolroom, the chagrined
pupils were bound to submit to such
terms as he chose to dictate. As these
terms usually included the severe
trouncing of all the boys baving any-
thing to do with the barring out of the
teacher, the boys were on the alert to
keep him from defeating them. More
than one Christmas time of rejolcing
has been turned into a time of weeping
and wailing on the part of boys whom
some barred out teacher has defeated.
—Leslle's Weekly.

A Laundry List For Christmas,
For a lnundry list obtain a dellcate
book slate with two or three leaves and
bound in cloth. From embroidery lin-
en cut a plece sufficiently large to face
the front and back and with a margin
1 quarter of an inch wide all around.
On one-half of the plece mark the
words “Laundry List” within a frame
at the middle, and to decorate the re-
mainder of the plece draw a conven-
tional flower design.

When the work is finished, apply the
linen to the slate and cover with glue
by turning the edges over and making
them fast to the inside on & narrow
edge of the cloth binding that Is usual-
ly left between the edge of the slate
part and the binding.

At the top binge corner attach a ring
with hew and ridhors, by meosns of
which it can be hung In a convenlent
place, and at the knot tle a plece of
string balf a yard long, to the end of
which a pencil may be attached.

Christmas Wonder Oranges,
The wonder orange may be used to
conceal small Christmas gifts, and It
also makes a pretty decoration for the
tree. Take a good sized ball of coarse
orange colored worsted and begin wind-
ing it about the present. If the gift is
not symmetrical enough to admit this,
first wrap it in erushed tissue paper.
After the worsted Is completely
wound so a8 to make a ball the size of
a big orange fasten green tissue paper
leaves In a cluster about where the
step should be and a loop of baby
orange ribbon with which to hang it up.
The wonder orange can. also be nsed
to stuff into the toe of some expectant
Christmas stocking.

Merry Christmas!
Be merry all. be merry alll
With holly dress the festive hall;,
the song, the feast. the ball,

Drensm that summer's here

“Naw,” returned Burke, “1 dou't. |

c 0 ==New Y Journal

To welcome murry Christmas

“Barring out” was one of the Christ- |

Xmav
Near the
NortLPole

- THINK Christmas, 1883, was

my most memorable one,” sald
General Greely, the arctie ex-
plorer. “With my command 1

was procesding soutkward in the hope
of obtaining belp, and about the 20th
of October we ensconced ourselves in
a little hut at Cape Sabine. Our sup-
ply of food was running very low, and
we were on very short rations, every
one belng allowed just food enough in
each twenty-four hours to sustain life.
Under these depressing circumstances
and amid the awful silence of the
polar night the cheerfulness that we
continued to malntaln was remarkable,
It would have beeu a splendid oppor
tunity for Dickens’ character, Mark
Tapley, who was always secking sowe
specially depressing situation in life to
show how jolly he could be under ad-
verse circnmstances. As the Christinas
season approached we all looked for-
ward to It with eager anticipation, not
only as n festal day the associations
and memories of which would to some
extent vary the wearisome monotony
of our lives, but because we knew that
the winter solstice would fall abouot
Dee. 22 and that then the sun would
return and the long, dreary night be at
an end,
“Christmas day came at last, Christ.
mas in the arctic regions! At 6 o'clock
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we had our breakfast—thin soup made
of peas, carrots, blubber and potatoes,
Our Christuas dinner was served at 1
o'clock. Hearken to our menu, ye who
will slt down the coming Christmas
to roast turkey stuffed with oysters:
First course, a stew of seal meat, on-
lons, blubber, potatoes ead bread
crumbs; second course, served one
bour after first, a stew of raisins, blub-
ber and milk; dessert, a cup of hot
chocolate, The best and most Christ-
maslike feature of this meal was that
we were allowed a sufficient gquantity
of It to satisfy the pangs of hunger.
Our enjoyment of the dessert, one cup
of chocolate, we tried to prolong as
much as possible. Ower it we told each
other Christmas stories. We exchanged
reminiscences of bygone Christmases
at home with the loved ones so far
awny. We discussed the probahility
of our ever reaching our own firesides
agnin, and we entered Into an agree
ment that if we got back to civilization
before another Christmas we would
pass the day together in memory of
that awful Christmas we were then
spending in the realm of the relentless
lee king. Alas, many of those brave
fellows never lived to see another
Christmas!"—Buffalo Express,

Christmas Dinner Heclpes,
Chestnut stuffing Is the most dell-
elous that can go with a Christinas tur-
key. Bhell a quart of Itallan or French
chestnuts. Put In bhot water and boll
until the skins are softened; draln off
the water and remove the skins, 'ress
them, a few at a tlime, through a coluu
der and season with butter, salt and
pepper, Add chopped parsiey, onion
wbid bread crumbs auc seEson Will
stock.

Giblet Sauce.—Boil the giblets until
tender; chop them, but not too fine, and
rAd a tablespoonful of flour to the pan
In which the turkey was roasted. |
Brown the flour, stirring constantly,
adding slowly a cupful of water in
which the gibleta were bolled; season |
with salt and pepper and add the chop

| CHRISTMAS REMNANTS.

Ways of Serving the Portlows of
Turkey Left From the Feast,
Alter your Christmas dinner you will
probably find that you have a goodly
portion of turkey left. This bas hap-
pened a great many times before, and
as a result many ways bave been de-
vised for preparing these left over
scraps of turkey meat. This does not
mean the large white slices of the
breast, for this portion of the meat can
be slmply arranged on a platter and
eaten as It is.
A salud of the white meat of turkey
is as good as if not better than chicken
salad. Take one cup of turkey meat,
rather coarsely chopped; one cup of
celery, also mather coarsely chopped;
the whites of three hard bolled eggs,
also chopped. Put the yolks of the
hard bolled eggs into a bowl and
mash and then pour over them threc
tublespoonfuls of melted butter or pure
olive oll. Into this put oune teaspoon-
ful of salt and one of mustard. with a
dash of red pepper; then thin with half
a cup of good vinegar.
Another way to use the white meat
of turkey Is to chop it fine, then put
a spoonful of eranberry sauce that bhus
been run through a colander in the
bottom of a mold or small bowl, on this
a layer of chopped turkey, then a lay-
er of eranberry, and so on till the mold
is full. Press hard and put in a cold
place till ready to use; then turn out
on a platter,
Turkey Croquettes.—Take one cup
of turkey meat, chopped fine; one cup
of bread erumbs, one spoonful of but-
ter and two of cream; season with salt
and pepper; mold into little fancy
shaped cakes and fry.
Turkey patties are made exactly as
are chicken patties, To one cup of
turkey take one cup of turkey gravy
or one cup of water made rich by a
generous lump of butter; season and
thicken with a lttle flour; pour into
pastry shells and bake In a quick oven.

A LESSON FOR CHRISTMAS.

How a Generous Glver of Presents
May Retaliate For Neglect.
“Here's something cheap. Let's buy
it,” sald the tall, angular woman.
“What for?' asked the jolly
one,

“Oh, for a Christmas present,” aun-
swered the other,

“Who for?" queried No. 2,

“Oh, I don't know. It will come in
handy for some one.”

“Here” (to the clerk), “wrap me up
two of these and hurry my change,
please. How much? BSBeventeen cents?
Oh, all right.”

“My goodness!” ejaculated her jolly
companion. “You don't mean to say
you buy all your Christmas prescuts
that way ™"

“Pretty nearly—at least that's what 1
intend dolng this year, I've taken lots
of pains to buy things before, but from
now on I'm golng to go about things
differently.”

“Why, what has changed you?

“Well, it's this way: I'm an old mald,
you know, but I like pretty things aw-
fully well. I am accounted well off,
and so I am, but almost every year I
have sought out the nicest, prettiest
things 1 could find and sent them off
to those I count my friends. And
what did I get In return? Nothing,
positively nothing. Now, the value of
a thing doesn’t count one bit with me,
but 1 do like people to be thoughtful,
and when I get two or three marked
down calendars and a general collec-
tion of stuff picked up to send at the
last moment which is not of the least
use to anybody I rebel. 8o this year
I am going to try to teach them a les

"

son."”

little

Joye of Christmas Time,
While the Christmas season brings a
thrill of joy to all the aged who have
lived correct lives, yet it is sometimes
saddened by reminiscences of sins of
omlssion and commission. The knowl-
edge that during this blessed time evil
spirits are shorn of power to do evil
does not always soothe the pangs of
conscience., But to the young, to whom
life in prospect s all hope and sun-
shine, the season Is one of unalloyed
bliss.  In addition to health and good
digestion, they have two patron saints,
“Little Jack Horner, who sat In the
corner,” and Santa Claus, who, though
a Dutchman, is endeared to the In-
fantry of all nations by the bound-
less profusion he showers on all na-
tlonalities. There are trees suficiently
stacked up around the market house to
carry all the old gentleman's benefuc-
tions this year, and they are selling
readily, a testimonial to the lmproved
prospects of the expectant recipients
of his bounty.

Numerons, indeed, are the hearts to
which Christmas brings a brief sea-
son of happiness and enjoyment. How
many familles whose members have
been scattered far and wide lu the rest-
less struggle for life are then reunited
and meet again in that happy state of
companionship and _motnal gond will!
How many old recollections and how
many dormant sympathies does Christ-
mas time awaken!

There are thousands of Pickwicks to-
day as well as a century ago who enjor

ped giblets.

A Coumtry Named For Christmas.
Bouth Africa was discovered by the |
Portuguese, who were searching for an |
ocean road to India. Bartholomew |
Diaz was the commander of the two |
little ships that formed the expedition |
in 1486. Eleven years later Da Gama |
took another Dortuguese fleet south
He discovered Nuatal on Christmas day
and thus named It In consequence

Tale of a Christmas Sarvivor.
“But where is that beautiful tail you
bad day before yesterday ¥
“The farmer sald, ‘Heads | win, talls
you lose” Well, [ took to my heels and
lost my tail, but he did vol wio my

—W. R Bpenver.

bead.”

that sacred time as well as he.— lits
hurg 'ress

Smoking the Christmas Fool.

In some parts of England the custom
Is said still to continue, two days after
old Christmas day, of “smoking the
fool”—that is, a plle of straw being col-
lected and set alight, the “fool” is hung
over It by a rope around his walst and
swung backward and forward till he
I8 nearly dead. Then he goes aroumd
with his cap and collects “what the
gpectators think proper to give,” as the
chroniclers express It.  In these enter-
prising days, when almost any game is
worked that can Indoce any one to
give anything, It seems strunge that no
one has lmported this custom, for It

A—*
Song of
Chrirtmas

WINE the bittersweet and holly
Arched above the hearth®Mone's
glow.
Joy, and not melancholy,
Came, indrifting with the snow.
In ench face the frost's a-tingle,
And afar on fiylng wing
Comes the sleigh bells’ rhythmic jingle
Through December journeying.

Set the board and ask the blessing
For the bounty amply spread,
In the simplest words expressing
What a loving Father sald—
“Peace on earth”—for this |s nearest
When the snows with us abide,
And the winter alr is clearest
In the hush of Christmastide.

SEND THE FAIRESAT DOWN THE MIDDLE.

Bring the old musician's flddle,
Relic of the bygone days;

Bend the falrest down the middle
While the lilting music sways,
Light of foot and quick of laughter
S8wing the dancers, toe and hoeel,
As they pass or follow after
In the quaint Virginia reel

Make a welcome for the stranger,
Bhould his footstep cross the door,
By the memory of the manger
And the Christ that was of yore;
Gather children’s faces round you,
As he gathered them long syne,
If it be the years have crowned you
With their radiance divine.

Deck the tree and light the candles,
Let the stockings all be hung,
For a saint with furry sandals
O'er the housetops high has swung,
And his reindeer steeds are prancing
Through the star beapangled rime,
And the moonbeams pale are glancing
In the merry Christmas time
—Woman's Home Companion.

A Christmas Card Worth Milllons,
The most expensive Christmas card
ever made was prepared by an English
firm In Caleutta some years ago for the
native ruler of Baroda, in the East In-
dies, and Intended as a gift for a Euro-
pean lady of rank with whom the great
man was In love, This card was a
foot In length by ten Inches in width
and of Aawless Ivory, to obtaln which
over forty elephants were killed. Four
of the most skillful carvers to be found
were at work for six months on this
magnificent present. When it was fin-
lshed the eyesight of three of them
was Injured and the fourth man be-
eame blind. The engraving and carv-
lng they did were the representing of
10,000 of the stages of existence of
Buddha. The card was ornamented
around the edges, llke a frame, with
forty-four diamonds of the purest wa-
ter, and each the slze of a hazelnut,
The cost was estimated at half a mil-
lion pounds sterling. The lady never
got her present, for the potentate was
arrested for trying to poison the Eng-
lish resident, and the card disappeared.

Sealloped Oysters,
The Christinas dinner should include
oysters. They may serve for an en
tree and are delicious sealloped or
baked In a ple with the giblets. This
& the way to prepare sculloped oysters:
Place fu a ghallow baking dish a layer
of oysiere; over this spread a layer of
bread crumbs or crumbled crackers;
sprinkle it with salt, pepper and hits of
butter; alternate the layers until the
dish is full, having erumbs on top, well
dotted with bits of butter. Pour over
the whole enough oyster julee to mols-

ten it. Rake In a hot aven fiffeon or
twenty minutes or untll  browned
Serve in the same dish In which It is
baked. Individual scallop ecups or

shells may also be nsed, o
person klng placed {a e W rU-
erly prepared, it s an excelient dish.—
New York Worldl.

wonugh for one

Christmas Oyster Sonp,

One quart of oyster lignor, two doz
e oystera, one quart of milk, two ta-
blespoonfuls of butter, two tablespoon
fuls of flour, juice of half a lemon, salt
and pepper to taste, tiny pinch of mace
Heat milk and stealned oyster Hguor In
separate vessels. Iub butter amd fAour
together, cook in a saucepan untll they
bubble and pour on hot milk, stirring
till the mixture I8 thin and smooth
Add the lqguor, drop in the oysters and
ook five minutes. Season and serve ot
once, Add lemon julee the very last
thing.

Peace on Earth,
I heard the bells on Christmas day
Thetr old, famillar earcls play
And wild and sweet
The words repeat
Of peace on earth, guod will to men!

wust be a suecesaful one,

—Lamgfellow



