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CHAPTER XITIL

Im tha course of time Uncle Joseph
eame a5 was arranged. and on the day
following Maddy and Guy rode down to
see him, finding him a tall, powerfuily
built man, retaining many
manly beaunty, and fully warcanting all
Mrs. Markham had said in his praise. He
seemed perfectly geatle and  harmless,
though wlhen Guy was announced as Mr.
Remington, Maddy noticed that in his
keen black eyes there was for an instant
a fiery gleam, but it gquickly passed away,
AR hie mutterad

“Much too yvoung. he was older than 1
and [ am over forty. It's all right.”

And the fiery eye grew soft and almost
sleepy in its expression, as the poor luna
tie turned next to Maddy, telling her
how pretty she was, nsking her if she
were engaged, and bidding her to be ears-
ful that her fiance was not more than a
doaen years older than hersalf,

I'nele Joseph seemed to take to her
from the very first, following her from
room to roam, touchingz her fair =o't
cheoks, smoothing her silken halr, telling
her Narah's used to curl, asking if she
knew where Rarah was, and finally ery-
Ing for her as a child eries for Its moth-
er, when at last she went away. Much
of this Maddy had repeated to Jessie, as
in the twilight they sat together in the
parlor at Alkenside; and Jessie was not
the only listener, for with her face rest-
fng on her hand, and her head bent eager-
Iy forward, Agnes sat, so as not to lose a
word of what Maddy was saying of Uncle
Joseph. The Inteiligence that he was
coming to the red cottage had been fol-
lowed with a series of headaches, so se
vere and protracted that Dr. Helbrook
had pronounced her really sick, and had
been unusually attentive. Anxiously she
had waited for the resalt of Maddy's visit
to the poor lunatie, and her face was
coloriess as marble as she heard him de-
scribed, while a faint sigh escaped her
when Maddy told her what he had sald of
Barah,

Agnes was changed somewhat of late.
Bhe had growno more thoughtful and
quiet, while her manner toward Maddy
was not as haughty es formerly. Guy
thought her improved, and thus was not
po delighted as he would otherwise have
besn, when, one day about two weeks
after Uncle Joseph's arrival at Honedals,
she startled him by saging she thought it
nearly time for her to return to Boston
if she meant to spend the winter there,
and asked what she should do with Jessie,

Guy was not guite gwilling for Agnes
to leave him there alone, but when he
saw that she was determined, he consent-
ed to her going, with the understanding
that Jessie was to remain—a plan which
Agnes did not oppose, as a child so large
as Jessie might stand in the way of her
being as gay as she meant to bs in Bos-
ton. Jessie, too, when consulted, said
she would far rather stay at Aikenside;
and so one November morning, Agnes,
wrapped in velvet and furs, klssed her
fittle daughter, and bidding good-by to
Maddy and the servants, left a neighbor-
hood which, since Uncle Joseph was so
near, had become so intolerable that not
even the hope of winning the doctor could
avail to keep her in It

Guy accompanied her to the ecity, won-
dering why,
much, it pow seemed duoll and tiresome,

vestiges of

or why the society he had formerly enjoy-
ed failed to bring back the olden pleas
ure he had experienced when g reside
of Boston, After seelng Agnes sociled in
one of the most fashiona
houses, he started for Aikenside.

It was dark when he 1ehed
and ns the evening had olgged in with a
beavy rain, the house presented rather
a cheerless appearnnee, partienlarly s,
fn consequence of Mrs. Noah's
pecting him that day, no fires had lbeen

il boarding

home,

not ex-

kindled in the Itur]u:'.-'. or in any room ex- |

cept the llbrary. There a bright coal fire

was blazing in the grate, and thither Guy | | ) 7
| "tain’t strapge they to

repaired, finding, as he hnd expectod, Jos-
gle and her teacher. Not liking to in-
trude on Mr. Guy, of whom
stood somewhat in awe, Madds soon nrose
to leayve, but Guy her stay; he
should be lonely without her, hie suld; and
so bringing her work sle
pew, while Jessie looked over
prints, and Guy upon the lounze stu
the face which, it ssem«d to i
each day more and more heautiful, ‘I
he talked with her of boiks, and the les
pons which wera to be resumed on the
morrow, watehing Maddy ns her bri
face r.]lﬂ,rkh"l and glowed with ex
Then hLe questioned her of hoer
family, feeling a strange sence of

faction in knowing that the Clydes w

she still

hada

Al down 1o
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pot & race of whoss Llosd ang one need
ashamed ; and Maddy was more ke them
he was sure, than Lke the Ma

and Cuy shivered n little ns he r I

the peculiar dialect of Mr. and Mi

Miurkham, and rememberad
Muddy's grandparents. Not that It wous

ansythning 10 (1 Y
fnmnte of h folt | i
in Lier, mores & an -
were apt to | n thelr
LOVErness,

Ilad Guy then been asked ti
pe would, in all probability, have poknow!
edged that in his heart there w
ing of superiority to Maddy Clyde; that

ahe was not gquite the squal of Alken
wide’'s heir, nor of Lucy Atl

It was natural; he had been edacated 1o
feel the diference, bu ny hau i
ganre of which be mig on gullts
wa= kept down by his extreme gl sense
und generous, impulsive nature I1e likad
Madily ; he liked to itk at her s, in the

becoming crimson merino which he really
and Jessie pominally had given her, she
st hefore him, the firelight falling
on her halr and making shadows on Ler
sunny face,

It did not take long for the
Bommerville to hear that Guy
ton had actually torned ech
having in hils library for two hours or
mors sach day Jeasie's little girl-governess
—people wondering, as people will, whera
it would end, and [f it could be possible
that the bhaughbty Guy bad forgotten his

with

people of
Reming

Imaster,

English Lucy and gone to educating a
Wi,

The doctor, to whom these remarks
were sometimes made, silently gnashed
his teeth, then said savagely that “if Guy
chose to teach Maddy Clyde, he did not
whose business it was,” and then
rode over to Aikenside to sea the teachar
and pupil, half hoping that Guy would
soon tire of his project and give It up.
But Guy grew more and more pleased
with his employment, until, at last, from
giving Maddy two hours of his time, he
came to give her four, esteaming them the
pleasantest of the whole twenty-four. Guy
was proud of Maddy's improvement, prais-
ing her often to the doctor. who also mar-
veled at the rapid development of her
mind and the progress shs made, grasp-
ing a knofty point almost hefora it was
explained. and retaining with wonderful
tenacity what she learned,

It mattersd nothing to Guy that nelgh-
hors gossiped: thera wors none familiar
enough to tell him what was said, except
the doctar or Mrs. Noah: and so he heard
fow of the remarks made so frequently.
As in Honedale, so in Sommerville, Maddy
was a favorite, and those who Interested
themsslves most in the matter said Mr.
Gruy might perhaps be educating his own
wife, and insinuating that it would be a
great “come up' for Grandfather Mark-
ham’s child But Maddy never dreamed
of such a thing, and kept on her pleasant
way, reciting every day to Guy and go-
ing every Wednesday to the red cottage,
whither, after tha first visit to Uncle
Joseph, Guy never accompanied her. Jes-
sle, on the contrary, went often to Hone-
dale, where one at least always greeted
her coming, stealing up closely to her,
whispering softly : “Daisy is coma again.”

From the first Uncle Joseph had taken
to Jesalo calling her Sarah for a while,
and then changing the name to “Dalay”—
“Daigy Mortimer, his littls girl,” he per-
sisted in calling her, watching from his
window for her coming, and erying when-
ever Maddy appeared without her. At
first Agnes, from her city home, forbade
Jessie's going so often to see a lunatic:
but when Jessie described the poor, crazy
man’s delizht at sight of her, telling how
quiet and happy he seemed if he could
but lay his hand on her head, or touch
her hair, she withdrew her restrictions,
and, as if moved to an nnwonted burst of
tenderness, wrote to her daughter: “Com-
fort that crazy man all you can; he
needs it so moeh.”

A few weeks after there came another
letter from Agues, hut this time it was to
Giuy, and it contents darkened his hand-
some face with anger and vexntion, In-
cidentally Agznes hnad heard the gossip,
and written it to Guy, adding In conclu-
gion: “Of course 1 know it is not true,
for even if there were no Lucy Ather-
stone, you, of all men, would not stoop
to Maddy Clyde. I do not presmme to ad-
vise, but I will sayv this, that now she is
growing a young lady, folks will keep on
talking g0 long as vou keep her there in
the house; and it's hardly fair toward
Luey."

S

This was what knotted up Guy's fore-
head and made him, as Jessie said, “real

cross for once. Somehow, he fancied,
latterly, that the doctor did not like
 Maddy’s being there, while even Mrs.

when ha used to like it xo !

Nouh managed to keep her out of his way
s soon as the lessons were ended. What
dld they mean? why did they presume to
interfere with him? He'd
events; and summoning Mra. Naah to his
presence, he road that part of Agnes' let-
ter pertaining to Maddy, snd then gsked
what it

*1t means this, that folks are in a con-
full in

meant.
stant worry for fear gou’ll love
with Maddy.”

1 fall in
, Imughing at the bdea,
ting had e
doctar of that very thing.

“Yeg, you," retturned Mre. Noah, “and
Maddy is nor a
sixteen than  fifteen,
: and if you'll ex-
sny I adn't any

s0n . my

with that child!" Guay
and forget-

the

love

repente

ng since aoctsed

1t he

child ., she's nearey
ia almost a young lady
] holdnogs, 1
ton well ploased with the go
that I don't like the girl, for |
don't Bame her gn atom. Khe's

and [

ClsS my Imust

«elf 2 ot

;
dosand 1

as itnocent as n new-horn Imbe,

liope she'li al ¥& gtay sa; bhut yon, Mr

Giny, vou—new tell me honest—do von

think as much of Luey Atherstone ns you
I 1 to, helore you took ap school keep

(zus did nar like to be interferad with,
and naturally h i.':.'-i-".'vl'. lie a4t first

Toewe imite \ passion, declaring 1 L
would o FH ks nieildling him
thar ) 1 f Lucy Athorsto i
Jid mot Kk 3 I 3
i s 0 I TTRE ]
i ! bW
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L y t 1} AN 1 Hithye
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nn r Maddy's  lesson
She |} I s, but 1 S
1:n't t T for nath ) | o i
rather nl vith Maddy i 1 than to
[} yvbidy  present )
sy exan to wit 1 vus mneh
| truth vhat Mrs. Noah had =« 1
I-':i.] devise varions methods of g rid
| af Ji when Madds was in hils library,
but it had never looked to him in just the
light it did whe: pireaeptod Mry
Noah, and he d nsked what Mrs
Noah would have

“First and foremost, then, I'"d have you
tell Maddy yourself that you are engaged
to Lauey Atherstone; second, I'd have you
write to Lucy all about it, and If you
honestly can, tell her that you oaly care

xnow, at all |

% | |

| for Maady ns a friend; third, I'? Bave
| you gend the girl s

I “Not away from Alkenside! I neves
will!” and Guy sprang to his feet.

The mine hnd exploded, and for an
instant the young man reeled, ns he caught
a glimpse of whers he stood: still he
would not believe It, or confess to him-
self how strong a place in his affections
was held by the beautiful girl now na
longer a child. It was almost a year
since that April afternoon when he first
met Maddy Clyde, and from a timid, basgh-
ful child, of fourteen and a half, she had
grown to the rather tall and rather self-
possessed maiden of fifteen and a half, al
most sixteen, ns Mrs. Noah said, "almost
a woman ;" and as if to verify the latter
fact, she herself appeared at that very
moment, asking permission to come in and
find a book, which had been mislaid, and
which she needed in hearing Jessie's les
sONS,

“Certainly, come in,” Guy sald, and
folding his arms he leaned against the
mantel, watching her as she hunted for
the missing book.

There was no pretense about Maddy
Clyde, nothing put on for effect, and yet
in every movement she showed marks of
great fmprovement, both in manner and
style. Of one hundred people who might
glance at her, ninety-nine would loock a
second time, nsking who she wns. Not the
remotest suspleion had Maddy of what
was occupying the thoughts of her com-
panions, though, as she left the room and
glanced brightly np at Guy, it struck her
that his face was dark and moody, and a
painful sensation flitted through her mind
that in gome way she had intruded.

“Well,” was Mrs. Noah's first comment,
as the door ¢losed on Maddy, but as Guy
made no response to that, she continued :
“She is pretty. That yon won't deny."

“Yes, more than pretty., BShe'll make
a most beautiful woman."

Guy eeemed to talk more to himself
than to Mrs. Noah, while his foot kicked
the fender, and he mentally compared
Luey and Maddy with each other, and
tried to think that it was not the result
of that comparison, but rather Mra,
Noah's next remark, which affected him
unpleasantly. The remark or remarks
were as follows:

“Of course she'll make a splendid wom-
an. Everybody notices her now for her
beauty, and that's why you've no business
to keep her here where you see her every
day. It's a wrong to ber, lettin' yoursell
alone."”

Guy looked up, and Mrs. Noah contin-
ued :

“l've been a girl myself, and I know
that Maddy can't be treated as you treat
her without its having an effect. ['ve
no idea that it's entered her head yet,
but it will bimeby, and then good-by to
her happiness."

“For pity's sake, what do you mean?
What bave 1 done to Maddy, or what
am I going to do¥”

Coming nearer to him., and lowering
her voiee, Mrs. Noah replied:

*You are going to teach her to love
you, Guy Remington."

"And is that anything so very bad,
I'd like to know? Most girls do not find
love distasteful,” and Guy walked hastily
to the window, where he swod for a mo-
ment gazing out upon the goft April snow
which wns falling, and feeling anything
but satisfied either with the weather or
himself ; then walking back, and taking a
seat before the fire, he said: 1 under-
stand you now. You would save Maddy
Clyde from sorrow, and you are right
You know more of girls than I do. She
might in time get to—to—think of me as
she ought not. 1 never logked upon it in
this light before. 1've been so happy with
her"—here Guy's voles faltered a little,
but he recoverad himself and went on:
“1 will tell her about Luey to-night,
but the sending lier awnay, | can't do that.
Npither *wiil she be happy to go back
where I took hier from, for though the
hest of people, they are not like Maddy,
and you know it,”

Yes, Mrs. Noah did know it, and pleas-
ol that her hoy, as sha called Guy, had
shown some signs of penitende and amend-
ghe said she did neot think it neces-
Maddy home; she did not
ndvise it, aither. She liked the girl, and
what advised was this, that Guy
shonldl send .\1.l<ilf_\l' and Jessie hoth ta
hoarding school.  Agnes, she knew, would
be willing, and it was the best thing he
ennld do. ,“-I'E'[_'» woulld thas learn what
| was expected of a teacher, and as soon an
could procure some

ment,
sary to send

she

she gradunted, she

‘ eligible situation.’
|
|

(To be continued. )

Without the Sinews of War,

Mr. Budfish is gquite sure that wom.
an's certifiente of capacity should not
fnelude the right to cast a vote. Mrs
Bodltish is equally certain that her sex
is amply qualified to invade the counr

I eile, nnd <hare, If not actually control

“lis,

[ the actlon of men,

| I won't say that we are fitted for

{pvery kind of a position.” she modest
lv conesded, in o recent discussion

“1'ms sure T wonlhl never undertake fc
il heldees md things like that, 1
simply get diz ad tumble In
" 1 o, 13t there are lots and lots
oenl il I would undertake
Therie's wt Pt -cleaninge, That's ane
¢ a woman could boss to perfec
L Alr. Tauulfish observed, indal
rentl *“1lhow would yon 2o to work
ta clean up If you were street commis
1L
I “Tiu ropeated his wife. “Why
: with hroomm= diud hoes and shovels and
things nstea “she panseid—"instead
of just an lon I she flaished

Hppropriat

Faslly Satisfied,
sald the woman of fashlon

want,’ ]
hatshty department eclerk, *te
i ‘pomp’ than

acquaintance

to the
rrondi«d with more

of my

iy other woman

Can you help

e

nats " he

me do it?”
answered and !mmedl-
ately directed her to the counter where
sold.—Baltimore American

‘hu} were

Exeepilon to the Rule.
“Knowledge I8 power, you know,*
guoted Shortleigh.

“I'm not so sure of that” replied
Long. “I know you borrowed $£10 of
me slx months ago, but I don't seemn tc
have the power to get It back™

When 0

Aund

Lhe winids had ceqmnd their carol
Fhe waters cainiy siept,
Mo Goer dheie ek peposng,
& wateh the sh
e the v
v plodons wbdee aod rale,
v anpel host desoerding
Wtk wusle tlled the air,

*CHORLUS,

Glory to God In the highest,
Good will und pence on earth—
Ihis was the song of the nugel
throng
That unlled our Savior's birth,

Oh morn of rndinnt splendor!
Ol blessed day of days,
That banished gloom nnd sadness
And tilled the world with pralse!
The slepherds souglit the manger §f
Thut held the ness horn King,
Whose bright and Joyful advent
literuul years shall slug,

We come to joln the chorus
OFf angel cholrs ahove,
Aud sbuut nloud hostnnas
For our Hedeviner's love;
We gather now reloleing,

tur grateful songs to ralse.
We crowd his gates with gindness 1P [
fll Lis courts with praise,
—FANNY J. CROSHY.
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Jonn Rayner'sCiristmas

.

) HEN John Raynor began to see
| the holiday advertisements in

the papers and to feel the

Christmas flurry in the air, he
announced to his family with an nir of
finality, tinged with defiance, “yon neadn't
expect anything in the way of Christmas
presents from me this year."

“Why, John!" his wife exclaimed, “we
are not going to do very much, Just a
few gifts in the family to mark the day,
and then the children think so much of
ic.”

“The children!" John returned with
fine scorn, “they're grown now and it's
time for them to got over such nonsense.
I positively refuse to have &inything to
do with Christmas.”

John Raynor persisted in making him-
self miserable and In bringing to bear
all the arguments he could think of
against the prevailing manner of ohserv-
ing Christmas. Figuratively speaking, he
pounded the table and grew purple in the
face in his endeavors to hammer In his
remonstrances against holiday customs.

In spite of himself he could not help
enjoying the sights and sounds, heralding
the approach of the holiday season. The
gala dress of the shop windows appealed
to his color-loving eye, and when the
Christmas greens began to soften the
grim, winter streets with their verdure,
they took him back to the days when as a
boy he roamed the woods in search of
ground pine for holiday decorations and
the cedar or evergreen tree on which his
mother would hang their Christmas pres-
ents. He felt a little of the old thrill of
delightful expectation when these things
eame back to his mind, but his reverse
mood was the stronger and he persisted
in keeping to his decision,

He was firm until the night before
Christmas. Then bis wife and children
broke bondage apd discussed openly the
coming holiday. In an unguarded mo-
ment his son inquired if a set of books
they had purclinsed had beesn delivered,
Without being told, his father knew
those books were designed for him., They
were something he had secretly longed

| for, but had denied himsalf, beesuse the
' needs, real or imaginary, of his [amily
wers his paramount consideration. And
now they were to be his in spite of his
declaration there was nothing he wanted.

e began to wish that he had some-
thing with which to give his family a
happy surprise. “They will give me
things, and they will give things to one
another and thers will be nothing from
me,"” he thought,

Sitting alone with his paper, he heard
surreptitious rustlings as of packages be-
ing handled, and the low murmur of
voices from his wife and daughter, inter-
rupted with little bursts of gay laughter
that showed something joyous was going
on, [He had nothing for anyone, and to-
morrow when they gave him tokens of
their thought and attention, he should
foo] like an exile from home. A sudden
resolve took him in possession.

“Alice,”” he called to his wife, “I'm
going out for awhile, Is there anythiong 1
can do for you?"

“Nothing, thank

you,” she returned,

“ynless you want to bring home some
eandy for to-morrow, Oh, T forgor,”™ she
said in the next breath, “you won't want
to trouble about it. Never mind, we'll
manage some way."”

It Is astonishing how quickly one's
mind can be changed. John Raynor's un-
derwent a lightning transformation. [He

boarded a car and rode to the shopping
distriet with his mind filled with nothing
but Christmas presents, [e felt like n
boy turned looss with money to spend and
nu;re to restrict his fancy. He pushed
and jostled and wrestled with the crowd,
exhilarated by contact with people
bent on holiday shopping. Ilis past mood
slipped away like a cast-off garment. He
had eaught the Christmas spirit and his
revalsion of feeling amounted almost to
intoxication.

| *“There you are, sonny,” he told a nows-
boy, bestowing a dime in exchange for a
paper he did net want.

He helped to “keep the kettles boiling’
for the Salvation Army Christmas dinoer,
and he.thought he had never heard a gay-
er sound than the jangling of the bells
the Salvation woldiers kept in motion to

| gall sttention to thelr needa

the

He earried his merry mood home with
him and the moment he entered the door
his family felt the difference,

Ile could not keep his secret until morn-
ing, though he told it only to his wife.

“Here are some little things for you
and the children, Alice,” he said when
they were alone, dropping the packages
carelegsly on the table. Bhe looked up
with eyes alight, and with an expression
which told him he had done well, but she,
being a woman of wisdom, made no com-
ment to remind him of past events.

When John Raynor fell asleep that
Christmas eve, through his mind was jig-
ging and jingling the merry old refrain:

“(Christmns comes but once & year,

I#t us all be of good cheer."
—~—Toledn Blade,

Christmas Cardn,

The Christmns eard as we know it has
an origin easily traceable, and it Is doubt-
less at lenst sixty years since the first
was designed. The artist who claimed
to be its originator and who wns, at any
rate, the first to see its possibilities was
W. C. T. Dobson, R, A., who, when quite
a young man, in 1844, was prompted at
("hristmas to make a little gketch sym-
bolic of the senson's joys and festivities
and to send it to a friend. It seemed
ton give great pleasure, and the next year
Mr. Dohson determined to follow up the
iden on a larger seale, and by having his
card photographed was enabled to send
copies to twenty-five or thirty friends.
The delight with which they were receivad
wasg mo great that Mr. Dobson was quick
to perceive that he had found out a new
plensure for Christmas.—New York Mail
and Express.

Christmns and Motherhood.

On that Christmns night God honnred
motherhood. The angels on their wings
mizht have hronght an infant Saviour to
tethlehem without Mary's being there at
all. DBut, no: motherhood for all time
was to be consecrated, and one of the
teniderest relations was to be the maternal
pelation, and one of the aweetast words,
“mother.” In all ages God hns henored
good motherhood. In a great andience,
most of whom were Christians, I asked
that all these who had been blessed with
(Christian mothers arige, and almost the
entire assembly stood up. Don't you see
how important it Is that all motherhood
be consecrated 7—Talmage,

The Spirit of Giving.

Don't give only where you expect a
return or wonder whether you will be
quppnqnd to buy Hl‘ITTll‘ihinﬁ! for A., B. ar
(. The smpirit of Christmas lies in the
loving and the giving—never in the re-
ecelving.

The Origin of Christmas Greens,

At the Saturnnlia, the heathen proto-
type of Christmas, it was the Roman
custom to decorate the house with ever-
greens. This was done to give the wood-
land spirits a refuge from the eold.

CHRISTMAS LONG AGO,

Come ging a hale heigh-o

For the Christmas long ago,
When the old log eabin homed us

IF'rom the night of blinding snew,

And the rarest joy held reign,

And the chimney roared amain,
With the firelight like a beacon

Through the frosty window pans,

Ah! the revel and the din

From without and from within,
The blend of distant sleigh bells

With the plinking violin;

The muffled shrieks and cries—

Then the glowing chieeks and eyes—=
The driving storms of greetings,

Gusts of kissas and surprise

Sing in again the mirth
Of the circle 'round the hearth,
With the rustic Sinbad telling us
The strangest tales on earth!
And the minstrel bard we knew,
With his “Love-li-er so true,”
Likewise his “Young ITouse-k'yarpeater)
And “Lov-ed Henry,” too!

And forgetting ne'er a thing,
Lift a glndder volce and sing
Of the dancers in the kitchen—

Clean from start to “pigeon wingl'
Sing the glory and the glee
And the joy and jubilee—

The twirling form—the
breath—
The sigh of ecstasy.

Iquickensy

But eyes that smile alone

Back into our happy own—
The leaping pulse—the lnughing bloed—

The trembling undertone !

Ho! paid us off once more,

With our feet wpon the floor,
But our heads and hearts in heaven,

As they were In days of yore.
—James Whitcomb Riley, in the Interioy

At the Spanish Court.
Christmas in Spain begins with the
midnight mass, when the king and queen
thothet; accompanied by the grandees of
the court, magnificently attired, go in
state procession to the chapel royal of
the palace in Madrid. On Christmas
morning the king and court again attend
mass in state, after which the day is
spent in merrymaking. In the alternoon
the adoration of the manger takes place,
when a representation of the scene 1n
Bethlehem is unveiled in the great hall of
the palace. There is also a Christmas
tres, from which Alfonso distributes gifts.
Throughout the ensuing twelve days the
court is all benevolence and gayety, and
svery great institution in Madrid shares
In the royal almsgiving. The festival
closes Jan. 6.

Christmas Costnme,

Her

Adam—Ilow would you like gome nies,
new fig leaves for a gown for Cliristmas?
Eve—Fig leaves for Christmas, That's
just like a man! Don't you koow that
Christmas [s a holly-day?

Christmas Every Day,

Christianity should make every day in
the year a sort of Christmas day. This
time of love and gladnoess and good will
wns never meant to he confined to one
hrief festival. This  burying of old
griudges and reconciling  of estranged
friends, this comforting of the sad and
gladdening the hearts of the poor. and
sharing our plenty with those in need, are
some’ of Christinnity’s every.dny dulies,
Do not lower the standard when the
twenty-fifth of Decemher ic aver, Do not
go back to the old selfish, narrow, nnsat-
isftactory way of living. TLet this Christ-
mas be a propheey of what the Now Year
is to be, a time of gladness and good wilk

Hin Christmas Schedunle.

“You know what dey gwine give vow
for Chris'mus?

“No: I ain't studied "bout It yit["

“Beaver-hat."”

“My, my!"

“Long tail coat™

“Tell de truth!™

“Standin' collar.”

“Lawd bless ns!™

“Biled shirt, kid gloves, en a gold-head
walkin® stick ™

“Pre Lawd save us!" eoxelnimed the
prospective heir to all the above gifts,
“Ilas 1 got ter go tor preachin’ de gospill

in my ole nge?"—Atlanta Constitution,
— — — — —————— " ]

GETTING READY FOR SANTA.




