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Events of Noted People, Governments
and Pacific Northwest and Other
Things Worth Knowing.

Leon J. Canova, head of the Mexi-
can burean of the State department at
Washington, D, €, slnce 1915, has re-
slgned bhecause of 111 health.

President Melendez, of Salvador, is
seriously 11, the State department was
advised Tuesday, and VieePresident
Qulnonez I8 In charge of the govern-
ment,

Not even the number of delegales
to the peace conference has as yot
been fixed, sald an officlal note lssued
in Parls Tuesdny denying various re
jrorts s to the makeup of the French
dalegation,

Al n mass meeting in honor of Pregl
dent Wilson's vialt to Europe, & reso-
lution of welcome was adopted Tues
day and nccepted by Hugh Grant
Smith, counsellor of the American le
gation at Copenhagen. Many promin
ent people were prégent and great
enthusiasm was shown.

That Pope Benedict 18 prepared to
abandon a custom of nearly half o
century and no longer consider him-
welf bound to remaln within  the
grounds of the Vatican is the firm be
liel in several circles in Rome. Many
Incldents recently have led the publie
apinion toward this bellef,

Presldent Wilson will leave Paris
Christmas eve and go to American
pgenernl headquarters. From head-
quurters he will procoed to the Amer
lean front. He will have Clrlstmas
dinner with the American troops, and
not with the American commuander-
inchlef or other offlcers.

The former German crown prince at
the outbrenk of the revolution asked
that he be allowed to remaln with his
Army as s gensral, but his request
wis refused, mccording to the Deut.
tche Zeltung, of Derlln. He then of
fered to remaln as 0 common soldier,
but this also wis rejocted,

Wiltiam J. Brynu took Mrs. Hryan
to Johns Hopking hospital In Baltl
more Tuesday for a consultation with
Dr. L. ¥, Barker, They came from
tholr summer homo at Asheville, N. 0,
Mr, Bryan sald Mrs, Bryvan hod been
miling for six months and that he was
there to find out if she could get well

Seventesn members of the
of the Britlsh steamer Larch.
grove, lost their Hves when that ship
was sunk In & collision with the Amer.
lenn stenmer Hawallan in the latier
part of October In the Steait of Gibral
tar, It wae learned ln New York Tues:
fay, with the arrival of the Hawallan

men,
Crow

Dr. Bidonlo Pnes, presldent of Por
tugal, was shot and killed by an as
sissin shortly before mldoight Satur
day while he wias In & rallway station
at Lisbon walting for n train to Opor
to, Advices from Lisbon reporting the
nasassination suy that he was siruck
by three bullets, Prosident Paes died
within w few minutes after he was
ahiot.

It is ofticially estimated that there
are 8 million cases of influenza ln the
Dutch Enast Indies,

Government superviglon over the
steel Industry and steel price fixing
will end December 81,

The sugar grinding season In Porto
Rico opened this week., The prospect
Is good for small quantitles of new
shgars to reach the refiners before
the new yoar

The Hesslan Workmen's, Peasants’
und Boldiers' councll has been dis-
solved and will be replaced by the
“Peoples’ Councll for the Republic of
Hunso "

The value of the German mark has
fullen below 42 to the British pound. |
Bofore the war the mark was worth |
upproximately one shilllng, or 20|
marks to the pound.

Holding that the war may bhe m-or_|

but has not been fully patd for, Sec
retary of the Treasury MoAdoo has
sent an appeal to the twellth district
federal resorve bank to urge all own
ors to retain thelr liberty bonds. I

Reprosentatives of the troops which
are to guard Berlin took an oath lu
the town hall at Steglitz, swearlng
absolute loyalty to the Gorman peo
plo's ropublie, Independent soclallsta
exhorted the soldlers to disarm, but
they refused. |
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A volee ecalling, “Chuck!
Chuck-p-chnek !” caome from belind
the old house, A few white-foathored
fowls that had been I slght scurried
widly away In answer to the sum-
Wons,

Mr. Stagg, still looking ot the litile
girl, set down the bog and reacled
for the dog's lensh. The loop of the
Intter he passed around the gatepost.

“I tell you what It Is, Qur'lyn May.
You'd better mect Aunty Rose first
alone. FPve my feurs about this mon-
groL”

“0Oh, Unele Joe!" quivered his nloce,

“You go ahend and gét acqualnted
with her” urged Mr Stagg. “She
don't llke dogs, They chlnse her
chickens and run over her flower beds,
Aunty Rose Is pecolinr, I might say.”

YOh, Unele Joe!" repeated the little
gl faintly,

“You've got to mnke her lke you, If
you wunt to llve here" the hurdware
dealer coneluded firmly.

He gave Carolyn May n little shove
up the path and then stood baek and
mopped his brow with his handker-
chief, Price strained at the leash
and whined, wishing to follow his litile
mistross,

Mr, Stagg sald: “You'd belter keep
mighty qulet, do If you want your
home address to be The Corners, slog
amall 1"

Carolyn May did not hear this, but
disuppenred after the fowls. around
the corner of the wide, vine-draped
porch, The pleasant bhck yavrd was
full of sunshine. On (he gravel path
beyond the old well, with Its long
sweep and bucket, half a hundred
chickens, some guiness and o fock of
turkeys seuMed for graln which was
belng thrown to them from an open
pan.

That pun wans held in the plump
hand of u very dignlied-looking wome
un, dressed In drab and with a sun-
bonnet on her head,

Aunty Itose's appenranee smote the
little glel with n feeling of nwe,

There was no frown on her face;
it was only onlm, unruifled, unemos
tional. It simply soemed s though
nothing, elther muterinl or splrithal,
could ruflle the placldity, of Aunty
Roso Kennedy.

She cume of Quaker stock and the
serenlly of body und spieit taught by
the sect bullt & wall between her and
everybody else,

“Child, who are you?l” asked Aunty
Rose with some curlosity.

The lttle girl told her name; but
perhnps It was her black frock and
hat that entiled her In Aunty Rose's
mingd, after all,

“You are Honunly Stagg's llttle girl,"
sho sald,

“Yes'm—Iif you plense,” Carolyn May
confessed falutly,

“And how enme you here nlone?”

"It you please, Undle Joe sald 1'd
botter probly come abead und get ac
quilnted with you fieat”

“FirstY What do you mean, ‘fest? "
asked Aunty Rose sternly.

“Flrst—before you saw Prineo,” re-
sponded tho perfectly frank Mttle girl,
“Uncle Joo (Lought
woulda't care fur doga”

“Dogs 1"

“No, ma'am, And of coursy whers
I live Prince has (o lve too, So—"

“So you brought your dog?*

"You, ma'am.”

"Of course,” suld Aunly Rosa ¢om-
posedly, *T expectod you to come here,
I do not koow what Joseph Stagg ex-

Chueck!

pected, But I did not suppose yon
would have a dog. Where Is Joseph
Stngg?

“Heo—hu's coming.”

“With the dog?

“Yeos, ma'nm,"

Aunty Rose seemed to take some
Ume to digest this; but ghe made no
further comment o regard to the mat
ter, only saying:

“Tot us go Into the house, Carlyn
May. You must take off your bat

|alu.| bathe your face and hands”

Carolyn May Cumeron followed the
stutely figure of Aunty Rose Kennedy
Into the bluc-and-whito kitehen of the
old house, with sowethilng of the feel
Ing of a culprit on the way (0 the
block,

Such a big kitchon as it was! The
litle girl thought It must be almost
as big ns thelr whole npartment In
Harlem “put together.”

Tha Mttle gitl ook off her plaln
black hat, shook buck hor halr and
putted It smooth with her hands, then
plunged her hagds and face lnto the
basin of cool waler Aunty Ross had
drawn for ber st the sink. The duost

CAROLYN AND PRINCE MAKE THE ACQUAINTANCE OF
AUNTY ROSE, MR. STAGG'S HOUSEKEEPER

Bynopsis.—Her father and mother reported lost at sen when the
Dunraven, on which they had sailed for Burope, was sunk, Carolyn
May Camergn—Iunnnh's Carolyn—is sent from New York to her
bachelor uncle, Joseph Stagg at The Corners. The reception glven
ber by her unele Is not very enthusiastie,

muybe youl!l

wiis ull wushed away and & fresh glow
came Into. ber flowerlike face. Aunty
Rose watched her silently.

Such a dignified, upright, unrespon-
slve woman a5 she seemed standlong
there! And so particulur, neat and
Immaculate was this kitchen!

Carolyn May, as she dried her face
and hands, heard a fomiline whine at
the door, It wus Prince, 8he won-
dered if she had at all broken the lce
for him with Aunty Rose,

“Oh," the little girl mused, “I won-
der what she will gny to o wongorel,”

CHAPTER I,

Going to Bed.

Mr. Stagg had fastened Prince's
strap to the porch rall and he now
came In with the bag.

“Is that all the child's boggage, Jo-
geph Btagg?' asked Aunty Rose, tak-
Ing It from his hand.

“Why—why, I neyer thought to ask
her," the mun ndmitted, “Huave you
n trunk check, Car'lyn?"

“No, glr,"

“They sent you up here with only
that bng?" Mr Stogg sald with some
exnsperntlon. “Haven't you got any
clothes but {hose you stynd In?"

“Mra, Price pald—£nld they weren't
sultable,” explalned the little girk
“You sep, they aven't black."

YO " exploded her unele,

“You greatly Inck tact, Joseph
Stage," sald Aunty Rose, and the hard-
ware dealer clenred his throat loudly
us ho went to the elnk to perform his
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“Chlid, Who Are Youl" Asked Aunty
Roso With Some Curiosity,

prsupper ablutions,  Carolyn Muy
g not understand Just what the
woman meant,

“Ahem (" sald Uncle Joo grufty,
“S'pose I ought t've rend that letter
before.  What's come of It, Carlyn
Mayt

But just then the lttle glrl was so
deeply luterested In what Aunty Rose
was dolog that she falled to hoar him,
Mra, Kennedy brought out of the pan-
try a tin ple plate, on which were
seraps of ment and bread, besldes n
go0dly murrow bBotie,

“If you think the dog 1s hungry,
Cor'lyn May" sho suld, “you would
better glve him this before we break
our fusl"”

“Oh, Aunty Roso!" gasped the lttle
glrl, her sober face nll a-smile, “He'll
b de-lght-ed.”

She carrled the pan out to Prince.

When the door closed ngaln, Mrs
Kennedy went to the stove and lo-
stuntly, with the openlng of the oven,
the rush of dellclous odor from It
made Carolyn May's mouth falrly
water,

Such flaky blscult—two great pans
full of the brown beanties! Mr, Stagg
sat down ot the table and nctumlly
smiled,

The lttle girl took her Indicated
place ut the table timidly,

“Joseph Stagg"” sald Aunty Rose,
sitting down, “ask a blessing.”

Uncle Joo's hursh volee seemed sud-
denly to become getitle as be rever
eutly sald grace.

Mr. Stagg was In haste to eat and
get back to the store. “Or that Chet
Gormley will try to make a meal off
somé of the bardware, I guess® be
salil gloomity,

“Oh, dear me, Uncle Joe I" exclaimed
Carolyn May, “If he did that, he'd dle
of Indignation™

“Huh? Oh! I guess “twould cause
m* agreed her uncle,

suddenly. *“What's that on the mantel,
Aunty Rose? That yaller lettert”

“A telegram for you, Joseph Stagg"
replied the old lady composedly,

“Well!" muttered the hardware
denler, and Carolyn May wondered If
he were not afrald to express just the
emotion he felt at that instont, His
face was red and he got up clumsily
fo secure the senled message,

“Who bronght it, and when?' he
asked finully, having read the law-
yer's night letter,

“A boy. This mornlog,” said Aunty
Rose, utterly calm.

“And I never saw It this noon,”
grambled the Wardware dealer.

Mrs, Kennedy quite ignored any
gsuggestion of Impntience In Mr. Stogg's
volce or manner. But he seemed to
lose taste for his supper after rending
the telegram,

“Where f8 the letter that this Mr.
Price wrote and sent by you, Car-
Iyn?" ho nsked as he was ubout to
depart for the store,

The Httle girl asked permission to
leave the tahble and then ran to open
her bag. Mr. Stugg suld doubtfully:

“T s'pose you'll have to put her some.
wherg—for the present., Don't see
what else we can do, Aunty Rose."

“You may be sure, Joseph Stagg.
that her room was rendy for her a
week ago” Mrs, Kennedy rejolned,
quite unrufled.

The surprised hardware dealer
gurgled something In his throat
“What room?" he finally stammersd,

“That which was her mother's, Hane
nah Btagg's room. It is next to mine
and she will come to no harm there”

“Hunnah's!" exelaimed Mr, Stagg
“Why, that ain't been slept In slnce
she went away."

"It Is quite 0t, then," sald Aunty
Rose, “that It should be used for her
child, Trouble nothing nbout things
that do not concern you, Joseph
Stagg" she added with, perhaps, addi-
tionnl sternness,

Carolyn May did not hear this. Bhe
now produced the letter from her law.
yer,

“There it 13, Uncle Joe," she eald.
“I—1 guess he tells you ull about me
In It e

“Hum!® sald the hardware man,
clearing his throat and picking up his
hat. “I'll read it down at the store”

“Shall—shall I see you again to-
night, Uncle Joe?" the lttle girl nsked
wistfully, "You know, my bedtime's
half-past eight,”

“Well, If you don't see me tonight
agaln, you'll be well enred for, 1
haven't n doubt,” said Uncle Joe short
ly, and went out.

Curolyn May went soberly back to
her chalr, Bhe did not eat much more.
Somehow there seemed to be a big
lump In her throat past which she
could not force the food. As the dusk
fell, the spirit of loneliness gripped
her and the tears pooled behind her
eyellds, ready to pour over her cheeks
at the leust “joggle,” Yet she was not
usunlly a “ery-baby" glrl,

Aunty Hose was watching her more
closely than Carolyn May supposed,
After her third cup of tea she arose
and began quletly clearing the table,
The neweomer was nodding in her
place, her blue eyes clouded with sleep
and unhappluess,

“It is time for you to go to bed,
Car'lyn May,” sald Aunty Rose firmly.
“I will show you the room Hannah
Stagg had for her own when she was
o girl”

“Thank you, Aunty Rose," said the
little girl humbly.

8he pleked up the bag and followed
the stately old woman Into the back
hall and up the stalrway Into the ell,
Carolyn My saw that at the foot of
the stalrs was a door leading out upon
the porch where Prince was now mov-
Ing about uneaslly at the end of his
lensh, She would have lked * say
“good plght" to Prince, but It seemed
better not to mention this feeling to
Aunty Rose,

The fuding hues of sunset In the
sky gave the lttle girl plenty of light
to undress by. She thought the room
very beautiful, too.

“Do you need any help, child?
asked Mrs, Kennedy, standiog ln her
soldlerly manner in the doorway. It
was dusky there and the lttle girl
conld not seo her face,

“Oh, no, ma'nm,” sald Carolyn May
fuinty.

*Very well,” sald Aunty Rose and
turned away. Carolyn May stood o
the middle of the room and lstened
to hor descending footsteps. Aunty
Rose had not even bidden her good
night!

Like # marooned sallor upon a des-
ert leland the lttle girl went about
exploring the bedroom which was to
be hers—and which bad once been her
mother's,. That fact bhelped greatly,
Then sho looked at the high, pufty bed.

“How ever can I get into [t7" sighed
Carolyn May,

She had to stand upon her tiptoes
In her fluffy lttle bedroom siippers to
pull back the quilt and the blanket
and gheet underneath It. The bed was
Just o great big bag of feathers!

“Just like a blg, big plllow,” thought
the lttie girl, “And If T do get Into

It I'm Wble to sink down and dewn
and down til I'm burled, and won't
ever be able to get uwp In the morn

[ Aunty Rose did not even smile. |
“Bless me!" Mr., Stagg exclalmed’
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.'Ehe Patron Saint of

Christmas
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HROUGHOUT this

Christmastide and

Coming Year may we con-
' stantly give that greatest gift
of love— Service—to the
cause of right and justice, to
our fellow man and to our

Country. Thus giving we
shall merit that joy which
comes only to thosc of whom
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&= Oh, Teddy Bear, I'm glad you
R 1 Mo 'wild animals what's
B lame, 3
I'm not afrald to squeezs you

3

%

'Cause you won't snad or snap
or bite. =
¢ Il take you with me ev'ry

£

T-u'urm'rillrompud:
*. At e MMWM;‘
b g
You'l souggle by me in my
T bed

Il | am crom, you will not

!
)
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2 You'll always be my Teddy
R 5.‘ wok Lo vl

Christmas g;l‘iaerstitiom
in Homes of Our Allies

OF the new world nnd
the modern customs are al-
ways deeply Interested In
any quaint bellefs or un-
nsual wannevisms of the
countries geross the ocean,
Partlicularly have the habits of Eng-
loind and France held us; the former
beenuse she ls our mother country, the
lntter becnuse of the unquenchablé
dewr memory of Lafuyeite, and more
recently beeause of that same splrit 8o
glorlously upheld today by France's
noble sons.  And this holldny time
finds us with our eyes turned thither-
ward for o more poignunt renson—tor
there uren't muny homes who cannot
clulm o father, n son or u brother “over
there,"

And 1t 1s well to know some of the
homely, sweet llttle  superstitions
which previtl umong the people of our
allles,

In Huglang and In Scotlond the say-
lng goes that It Is unlucky for nnybody
but a brunette to first cross the threshe
old on Christmas mornlng,

To beke bread on Christmas day I8
prolseworthy, and louves baked then
will never grow moldy. In these times
of searcity of flour, the poor lonves do
oot stund balf a chance to mold!

Waoo to the housewlfs who on this
dny turns n wattress, It bodes 11 luck
tor the whole year.

A superstition which had Its origin
In Devonsbire tells us thut 1t 18 bad
foret and Ul Juck indeed not to wish
the bees good morning nnd the compli-
meuts of the season. On Christmas eve
the hives aro decornted with springs
of green und a bit of red ribbon, "Tle
iiso suld that bees sing nil night on
Chrlstmns eve, But bees are rather
perpetual slogers, anyway.

Thoe graceful traditfons prevall, in
northern Eogland and Wales, that the
birds and beasts have some mystie
connection with the Nativity. Hence,
the farmers and landowners purchase
sheaves of oats from Httle boys who
sell thetn aa our boys sell holly, These
bindies are placed In convenleént high
places In trees and fences, that the
Mrds way partake. Tho cattle, shoep,
goats, and even the pigs, are all glven
donble the mmount of feedings ob
Christmas morning.

In Lyons, France, at the Foundling
hospltal, & very preity custom I8 to
welcome the first baby thet arrives
with special honors—a  bertbboned
cradlo, padded bosket, soft clothing,
solieltude nnd a bestowal of gifts, and
earefil attention, Thie 1s done In ex-
plation of the poor welcomne glven to a
Wee Child of Dethichemn 20 centuries
ago, and n beautiful thought it M

In some provinces [n France It Is
consldered bad luek to cross o strange
threshold on Christmas day.
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Writes Out the Entire Bible

A remarkeble achievement |s the | Books, began his work of tmoscribing

!'Hl.b"o( the entire Bible, the work of
Bugh Russell of Montreal. The volume
Is scarcely larger than the oldstyle
family Bible, and every page has beon
written with tho greatest cure, requir
ing an Infinite amount of patience and
reverence such as would reenll the
work of the medieval monk.
| Russell, who is & Presbyterian
. it bellever in the Book of

the Bible Into manuscript in 1804, and
finlahod 1t on St Andrew's day, 1018,
The work was done {n odd moments of
lelsure during these 23 years. The
book In mauuscript form runs to 1087
pages and la written ln a pecullar
handwriting. almost half-printing

ls perfectly legible, and Mr.

says be would be willing to offer
for aby error or omission fousd in
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