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LE, 4 _ (By Alice E. Allen.) . [wny ® dreamland Mr. John Grant

.:»mgo”& 1 ,\NB : Dorothy jeft her playthings in a heap wi?rtw?t;? ?elcp.ho,;"‘b d. (By Hollis Carter.) 81;1;1. as he came toward the girl. “Slip
reasonable, » .om 3 Tod “haw : Nine-gix, e sai » o th i ¢ i

peet south, Hame the floor. She pulled "her ehair to In & moment there came to him a A eubdued “Oh!1” echoed from all '“Cme.'ote t:(llmdad. u::l gx;ymtmo the:;

cides as Santa Claus slipped down the move to ohey. “You’

. \ Y. “You've at least been
chimney and made his jovial bow to | foolish jn a good cause.’ .
the children. They had been told that| He knelt to take of the wet foot.

'they keep very gist 4 fie gear, but 2s he raised ore unwilling
 iey must : . foot and saw the dainty siipper whieh
Christmas saint wounld go away without | the oileloth hid ke rose to l:igpefeet and

the telephone on the desi. She climbed | voice, low and sweet, with laughs in it.
into it. Her curly head reached the “Is this Miss Annie Claus?” he asked.

ATTLE. .. 7 mouthpiece. She unhooked the re- | ,i¢s- And this is Mr. Grant?”
F‘m “Yes. You had a conversation with

aad put it to her ear, just as|my little da i i i
oy Clius?" ughter this morning, Mise

Lize. umber?” gai i i “Y, i 7 i
lﬁld a vo - e&—b]ess tb chlld HO 1
threads | Dorothy j ee 80 quiekly know me and my number?”’ e Leuvmg I remants; s the m'dmry StL:P ped back. I
at lengtn . e , “She didn’t, but—bless the ehild—she Oh!” was hushed almost as quickly as | "I beg your pardon,” he said in stight
the headq o-twoninesix,” she eaid elearly. | tried the only number she remembered it wag formed. confusion, ‘though it is your own fauit
The activity was what father said. .| and found you. She was trying to get The ehildren of the streets glanced | (or, 1°ttin mo” continue in the buliet
to tisa iomerns In & minute, close to Dorothy’s ear, it | Santa laus.” o about apprehensively. Perhaps even Cat ou were a boy. I remember now, :
&reatest impops 'y - Beemed, unqther voice spoke. “Santa Claus?” this wonld result in their being turned a ‘g!rls guild hired that hall.” e
every military 4 :Eeltl;:;’ Sxt staid (;pleadantl?;d _—_ “Yes” inlfl:o the etreet by the fat policeman “It.Y:»u were not tobblame,’ said Amy. :
officer of the e ' Santa Claus?” as rothy Annie Claus laughed. who had been detailed by :ha eaptain .vas yvour own Kkindness. If you :
d;ig::“hof thy g + 8 much like her father as possible. i “I understand now,” she eried. to see that no piratical y{mth led a raid (.lon't mind I will put these on. I will N
ot im iz P T "Yes,” said the voice, swectly. “What | “That was why she asked if I were on the tree ahead of time. . call you when I am done.” J g i
® Staff officey s is it?” ) deaf yet—and stout. How funny and But nothing so untowarg happened. '.\}fhcn she did cul! Bonner entered i
Aﬁ‘lﬁne;}ng and : P"rothy h?sntated. ) ) sweet and dear of her! Well, thanks Officer Cassidy etill beamed upon their With a trap. “Here is the coffec,” he ;
iuartars  and 3 You don’t sound just like Santa |to her and to Evelyn, I've played San- Pleasure, and at the other end of the | ;" 0 PYiSklY, and when vou are ready i
he LrosTess of . . Cl:;un, she eal'si . ta’s part and had the loveliest Christmas room Santa Claus in a funny falsetto to go t_he"Q 1S a cab at the door. This ;
feer ‘:m:gugz bow'c“;hl tam, the] volme laughed. “But | I g}':r had so far.” voice was making a speech of welcome gg;ilt W‘!rll give youdpmtcctiun from the L
g2 who is that—eome little gir]?” “ was good of v Annie” id and telling th % d. Gu can send it back by the eab- !
1tch on thety e pridl 4 g of you, ,” sai ) g them how glad he was that s 3 i
He must gey . LR Pm Dorothy Grant.” - John Grant. * - the yo ladi : ; man.  He wiil be paid for the round :
el P e “Dorothy Grant?” The voice seemed “Goed?” Anmmje Claus questioned. o suchyggzg ”EP(?:t: fozh:vg:'nvldc}fj(;;.m gve [ trip, so you need not worry about that.”
the wggmm ) - ll:pnsed. Dt?rothy hastened to explain. “()“ne would do anything for Derothy.” > ‘ . ° “There are some present here,” he A’}’Y smiied as she saw that he had .
Operly  tremge Dorothy Grant, 234 Parl place,” she Would one?” S l Stmas G,lft concluded, “one for every child, and provided a moustache cup for thé cof-
r,:g",{;m { 3 suld. ""Dop’t you know me?” ‘ “Any‘!,lpng one could,” amended Annie \ candy and an orange, too.” fee. It was like his thoughtfulness. She 3
e o 1“ : ’ “O,h'BE?eg the voice, “of cour:e I do m“,Yu:p,cuL:s. halsgte'] s i 000000000000 00000ceeccn . FHfls approached the tree, and Bess {:fg‘rl'HOt c¢ven remove the mask-like
© provisioning ‘now Ve never seen you, have I? u ve Evelyn's gifts ready? . D ——— - airley stepped forward to aesist. I Py
‘ b You are Mr. John Grant’s little girl, | asked Mr. Grant. , X 80 fashi T e | “I've a maiden aunt wl T
e obamrim] : ®re you not, Dorothys o 57| “All ready.  You should see—» heJ‘Zléﬁeﬁ"“J"’°£‘l£tm Yocame slower as) her amid the shouts of approval of a | grest tren with e twinkiing lighpe | O €very Christmas.” he' explained, as ‘
posing forees “Yes,” said Dorqtl;y. “But, you see, Z And DOl"Ot’l’!y’ﬂ?" farmbouse ggte. ’ o familiar ’liumbert:f_‘ lEv;ounger men who crowded | went crashing toward the si d:go flgtllfz he saw her look at the cup. “She lives
»{zw!),\,ef 271.4, h 't home_. He isn't ever, ‘e ept Sun. “Dorothy ) ) The curtains had not been drawn 4 tleoundt g S8 mother Pnder the mig- | platform. There was a flare of light in tl}e country where such things still :
ng L The one thine she w - 2 vh, an oe. owly she walked to the win- . flourish, and 5 f
5 T | and Christmases and Thanksegivings § she wants—she told | the family was intent on de d 0 1as the candles ecaught th + and she sends one every year
staf? office h days. That's why I had to| M€, Annie. Is it ready?” Christing tre corating the | dow and John Semple, who stood just | needles, and in an !El!l’lstant teha re;lnom because she Lknows that bachelors i
his judgmeny ou. There isn’t a - “Not quite.” “ i . outside, heard the old man éay: “Don’t | ha : : S 28 | hreak things s6 often s
y e isn’t any one in the 3 By Jove,” he muttered to h d communicated: with the ] g - Dear old soul,
- >, g : “But, Annie to. is Chri v ) > el to himself, | grieve, mother. Remember our son died e ‘ong stream- | gho Goesn’t k
it Is of pam cept Rhoda and Sofia. Sofia’s > » to-morrow 13 Christmas, | “I'd forgotten it was Christmas eve.” He | an honorable death fioht; . | €S of evergreen that festooned the | on ¢t know I have a round dozen
. ::,_\.,x,'y the %0 old she’s deaf. You aren’t deaf :vet agd- Christmas gifts must be given on |leaned beside the big elm just inside th: country.” e ath, fighting for hm\ room. ont thhe shelf at this very moment. 1’
[forces i or : are you, Santa Clane?” Y ristmas.” t . ; v * . . Cassi : get the thirteenth to-m ke :
“.u?a or ;?g : ¢ ot ’y Ly laugh:; the boles. “T ez A mischievous little laugh rippled gmz; ta.:dc :re e;g;h;ﬁ) vl::; el;x;nd ni;;m :nlt: kn‘;?rut; hfa;l;her,n she said, “it I only ‘“Furgyh:’?nﬂ:lu:crgm;n i ) “I wonder if you m‘;; r:rdicu!o my b
other move, 1 bear you quite well. Go on.” over the wire. gnarled old trunk. His fin :‘@t hed | it nlde my boy was lying I think he commanded the ianitan . wr  2€T | present,” said Amy. suddenly speaking
1tx§l(::eo¥mm “Bofis takes ecare of the house and | .. “Dorothy ctipnlated that in the selee- | a émooth place 01; the bar{'e indo li?) 3 :lie:;;e wol:lseafjel;l to bear. Only ,tl.le stolen in to gee t‘hee ¢ lil:n;;(:; WP? hﬂd in her natural voice, and tearing off
father, and Rhoda takes enre of tion of hel_' m her father must be forgotten thoughts curled his’ha.rd 0“8 Y : ‘John Semple missing.’ in | go..o he continued, “¢ » Tassing his | por beard. “Your vear of probation ia
- But - -3 me. pleased,” said Anmnie Claus " % 1 _ n.outh | the report after that awful ski at g inued, “Come on out uv 3 ”»
Ticer 1s very - they dow’t understand about Eve. “That meedn’t bother ve You ha into a boyish smile. Quickly he struck a Dagupan,” and her lip quivered with the this, every bleseed wan of vez or I'll up“and”r’n S
over m - ?ﬁtﬁtrtrw’hrhw father'll be | shown his preferenes for & year waq there. it —— o N R ety | tearles griet of old age. " ot o » wag T ¢ 48kl 2 be epraag for |
vari ; L/ e .S, . . . . H " . f
by years o . row's Christmas.  a- . ° g t:-mpr more, haven't voq?” 5 Eode hanrl, 15 o 3k ﬁl-e::d"led _There was a quick sound outside the wers l::dithe young &irls of the guild | “Yoe» assured Amv. “I'm  sorry, |
°h embrace . vl e-es e c i 3 ni » o . . Muy Ces were turned tow . , 1 to ’ y 2
r scien Christmas gifts on Lhrgtuuu n:“'gt;v’: “Y. -es, unless he has changed his |is to night * he eaid to himself. iwtmdg:mand 2l fa ard | quiet, bl:xt Ca;.gd‘v"lsu:teﬂ;e o w2, De | dear, that T ever doubted you. It was ‘
Tribune. i you?r” 2 mind.” As if in answer to his question, the | . 18 came to the door, but the a better effect. Th hiltoan voice had | ) 4 mistake. Your hospitality to Santa L.
C ; “Yes,” eai ; o “He hasnit, Anmie, and never will td iv ? man outside slunk into the shadow as in Little o Children, who had | i i /i ' f
es,” eaid the voice. “What ie it » 3. ’ - | reat door opened and a girl came run- ‘a dog bolted ! huddled in little eroups : aus is the final evidence of your i
You want, Dorothy 1’ Don’t you believe that?” ning down the path, followed by a stal- i growling down the path. certain which way pS In the aisle, un- goodness.” \'
SAGE “It’s about Evel g L | “Yeesr wart lad, who called: “Mary, Maz o e iog came back suspiciously, but | it F oon, seendied % made & | " UBlo” the ol saint’ sa: g
mrywelf Evelyn. I didn’t hear it “Well 1 a minute!” But she di d"}’, Ty, 80P | a5 he reached the man on the porch he mtlmu or the door, steadied by Cassidy’s | «pp o1 d F o U monk B Bonner,
she n %:_d:h?:d e Itmdid yt when “Come over to my Christmas tree to- she came to the ol?l 2lml tx:gt stop. On b‘e"d"“ to ‘}':himper. “Quiet, old fellow,” :he mn;t;mmfo&m- . 1 4 panic. Then nll’u}l; :iadl ‘:f)foﬂ"'edsa};:lmiﬁ? t:l:murelv ¢
: at s, 't hear | morrow mnight, yo d thy. : . . said, as he fairly hugged him i i of the guild hurried after ’ ’ A ¥ -
all g it. You don't kuow Evelyn, do | oo migh % ;l at:l kD:h? n;yovE(:LYn mi:il:il; fhe:xg;etesmo::r;egy Jus: anxiety. to keep him from nuki:g :": :lge.m a8 the firemen rushed up tl‘x!e :g‘,‘, has brought me the best present of 1%
S raem e . ) ~Thank you; we'll come without fail. | square posts hid him from view © = |3°F KBOWn to those inside. “Dear old y sl . ' ‘ 1
bearing . 'I no; I think not. Hp Dorothy—and Dorothy’s father— | As the girl reached the tree siie put boy, you know me, don’t you ” he whis. b }‘h aughan in her Sunta Claus cos. > v
Dain in the came, you sce, penrie e T idnt, | Wit be sedly disappointed if Dorothy's | both her hands up to the carved lettus B opposite sids ot ci Strect wnd Shtie | ABOUT THE MISTLETOE.
. bloa ’ e, er given her isn’t ready. : and a 80D rose in her throat. ust then a voice, old and quiverin ¢ Street and watched | — :
se of thing, she eays. And ehe’s “Perhaps it will be.” i inside th egan: “Children f| D¢ Progress of the fire, unconse; ristm
alpitacion: n me—a little. She's alwaye been | “Annio—really?” NS ,:‘;,‘:,‘;,};"ﬁ,f‘;’f,}"";’,‘g,“‘i PUt | have something ’tobef:;'to C;;“‘:“"l-, ons | the biting cold. The Decomber  taet | - P42 ?,.’,'m" - P‘:"‘ l'" ——
- s ':;: she’s never been sick till | But Annie Claus had rung off. ery, Mary, darling. I am eure if JT::I: here has told me that Mary has pro- had fallen and no one noticed the ehiv- __w_'_'__
invite - Jhink of being sick at Christ- oo " | could know he would be glad that I love | Ri%ed to be his wife. We all have loved ering figure, or, if they did, they sup- Alth . . :
, time! And the doctor ea she i V2| Mary ever since the tim th posed her to be one of the moek Santa oush in tne majority of Canadian
t".’g'. bave fruit and hice things ty:eat. w SERMON. { okunoa:d I:!:n’? bu;g ° tIa::;;."(lmm of you. ' weuld be John's wife: l:xtw f l:ng:gh:o;l;s Clauses, cet up on the street eorn;rsnby oy Enghgh homes mistletoe is display-
Bow - she can’t, you See, because Rhoda R Jack was, but “d? :ov; . de‘1? ol:l E‘Juhn epeak, he would say he was giad the Salvation Army to solicit contribu- id - 'Chrm{ms Sime, is is remarkabdn
and it took e ‘M wm m‘m a Curate . s you me a litile, | that Il find happis " tions for the army’s Christ ow little is known of thie curious |
very cent there - was den’t you, Mary?” he asked wistfully Msry will find happiness with Tom, mas dinner A .
ao-4 ‘ to pay up the doctor.” Contentment. The girl put both her hands on. the | MOther still grieves for her first-born, | .t Poor. Only Cuthbert Bonney, P""P..t‘,,-,,mg e m b parmsitic growth -
' ' Evelyn jiver” boy’s shoulders. “Yes, dear, I do love | Pt (and the old man drew himseli turning in at his own doorway opposite | ¢r st o requently on appls 5 e
- 4 ; a.. And it's up ever and | A" English clergyman declares that | you, but I want to be loyal to poor | PFOUI¥} “T kuow that he did mot shir fr burned building, noticed the staking | oo, *LEhough it is also found on ever-
‘ - ever , 1 don’t know L the best Cliristmas sermon he ever Jack. He loved me so much, you know, | 1% dn’fy, even though he knew it meant figure. ] ( ﬁer:k.nd on bx;pln. hawthorn, pear
L T fe s Bet there. Are jou eo very | heard was preached by a womam—aad  when I think of him dying *way up | d3th." T the atreet vormen oy ooy FU0 | lant named b o e periY on the -
@ i :” 2 Monroe strect.” Pve been | iu three words! . t mthgl’hinpgnes, with no cne near m’{lhe mz-; outside scemed to stagger a you m vzom;rs‘t:o::f zold or have | gp o0 Kt Bhat inul an m«:::h |
ould stout B . iv 38 treason talk 2 plittle as peated, “ id irk . FUUE. o watchfulness i [
ot 80 very. I climb stairs yet| , ™7 little parish, under the swezp | “But I loved you hefor Js;imgd, even though he knew ﬁ";‘::i.:;"f::i‘éi‘s for, the fascinations of a firer otherth branches and leaves. Uniike ail !
, quit. o of the Sussex downs.” he says. “I was dearie, and stepped aside when I saw | That tar-off morning at Dagapan, when OfA:ly shrank baek into the shadow. 'e!;" plants, its leaves extend down aa !
of the v fmew youwd help me if you ouly | walking swirtty home one night butfet. | row. it was between you. Now Jack is | fear clutehed him by the thraat and he e wished ta se 1 oy 20 the last |y *) W, The o e L
, having knew cl:out it'” cried Dorothy. “ | ed about by the s dlonis o Foanatuie gone faa:ru, but I am here alive and I | left his ccmrades to €aITy on the sortie, m:ﬁ‘g ;';l:ee i her present plight. bem’.a.b::tﬁ',: ;otm the old.'h'l:ht: ‘
nd con. L W does FEvelyn need most be- | rain that the fierce sow’wester sw . Yo . .~ | came up before him. ; oy ceard and the full wig mistletoe : -t
rs. The sides the nice things to eat? landward from the sea when a poor, | o SITMY the girl looked into her| Once more he looked inside. Every-| o disguice b ne, 20 slhe lad only | itietoe proper is & e agn :
the- “She needs most everything” said | helpless, aged woman asked me for o lover’s eyes, and then her face was raised | body was clustered about Tom and Mary, | “p° her voice. reed tsm 2 use its es grow in &
3,480 Dorothy. ' “I bought her g Teddy bear | trifle for a night's lodging. to his. He bemt and kissed her, ami,|and even mother's mouth wore a smile, Thery €2 00 in 2 moment,” she promised. Trini ?I’h three—emblematic of éhe |
10 S :ﬂ‘ My own money. She just had to| “Curates are supposed alwsys to be ;ml:h his arm about her, they went bacx ;h}:ll:, however, did not reach her grief. H;:Iu&seﬁm r::;ed oft h\:;cux. Seguise, s;!::{;f _,:ﬂ m‘m‘t Celts t::d to hang
t comes ve him. But a delly is quite mec’- | Poor. It was Christmas time, and 1 o e . R R Y. scarcely make el she could & safeguard from witches, mu.-,-d &““
* lotal es1%; 1o Don't you think so?” had just partad with my last sixpemee s,m",,}’n':,ff’md“‘;’ h’;‘m“;":‘;ﬁj"’;’; i, emi — Sau over the dog. | thing i Ifattracted Bormer’s | * Dot caught and. kissed umder the
t0 ery. And some picture books?” at a lonely hamlet where work was the « : - .3 up to me, w,” be said, “to | attentio nd h TMers | mistletoe at i :
sh gov- “Oh! And a chair that wom’t hurt | Sesrce. Btill I could not IMmve o ke i s up [ am afraid | dcliver mv Chrintmas gift now.~ The costume was mac 11or2  05CIY- | marriod it o imas would - nat be
mtll; ber back—a soft, comfy one.” hurt stranger in the street, so I asked lie{ :.:.’ynom ic:n;h‘ti?enwuvl' l;.. ‘{f,”"ghe heb::::: qu?e’;;': :;’t': hl:dp‘rt::td th;;'\ d;g, and thmee;::meided‘:)? t:l:t:mhyborﬁe lt o M@Mgﬂm - m:oo&he mm“
% A pretty gown”— to come with me to my lodgings sl = < Lr erect, walked toward | joose coat of thi ton e 8 | ceremon properly performed
; ;.588 :ﬁ.ng lﬂome ll,i.ppers"— ‘ “She t’l?ﬂl::”edt along through the "I?-hen he squared his shoulders and It(’::éﬁa?r;d Aélt;; :ﬁx:m:hthmde dog {ZL i th:a:t'l?efrsthll:: moﬁe“f:‘anﬁt, unless ..xbe::y ::,:pnllod o{f after each
um. nd flowers”— mud wi T streaming eclothes and | walked i ) ; R o € [ the cut was not ; . kiss, and - i
cables, “Most anything you have left over'” | clouted boots, and we e¢ntered my little | door, jus:?mtll::msedp?th IB: ;x:lf:é t;&f;nos;\-e (f-][m af,fe‘;,',‘f‘, ':Isd 'tfel;;s . Hz,ast‘e_r's heels. ! 4nd beard w!::'e ?:p:ln:i‘veél;n :mi? y I all the be.r:’sx:gmmhgt::emmﬁle‘.
u’ t;nd eried Dorothy, in great excitement. | 7°°M- My thoughtful landlady had | he caught a glimpse through the window Semple, “but it won’t d?) " YSMd John | 3 flagh he remembered there wag toe h o | ceased.
cloTe, - Evelyn'd fike anything, ’cause sne | Made my table ready. A plate of hol | of & white-haired old lady, walking with | back. T have to t you ]fm P Leen a Christmas tree in the hupei.. -
tj‘:o in hasn’t anything, to.begin with.” toast was standing in the fender; tire | feeble eteps acrose the room. For a pack;zge I am leavl;ung ﬁ:ﬁ,n &(0' l{:t(.)kt ¢ | hall. This was some lad whomethcu:nl:nﬁ THE CHRISTMAS DINNER
GAg: “I see,” said the voice, gently. “Well kettle sang voclfe'ron‘s!}‘. as 1f 1mpa- | moment she <nconsciously stopped under | the house, old chap. I know y(')?l,uaieeto impressed to play Santa Claye, - B —A family affair. .
ob have a lovely Christmas for Evelyn. tient to bo. used; in front of the fire the mistletoe tha¢ hung under the centre -my eecret. It isn't for me to spoil th ? “Burned out and your reindeer team _{f. You have no f>mily, fin® one, .
cabl: é Now, isn’t there something you'd like stgod my slippers and an easy chair. light, and a splendid old gentiem:n step- | merry Christmsa.” he said as he tum:dr ran away, eh?” he said, with a chckle, | the .-ufé‘,e olden days big tamilieg were K
utical for yourscelf, Dorothy ?” To my surprise, my poor, worn, hag- | ped up with a courtly bow and kissed and walked out into the darkness “Come up to my rooms, my hoy, and | ;UL the dinner was not cQmplste ~
o Dorothy hesitated. gard companion raised her dripping | e - - i | shed those absurd garments while T hav wmll‘ouxt and MoBE-Strunger. d
T;’::_' . “There is—one ihing,” she said, slow- | 1@"d3 and burst into tears \with the P : _ __—— [a cab called for you” *1 » Hozen :ﬁf’mﬁi’;t‘%‘gﬁiﬁ‘“g?""‘he' Lo
sev- ly. “I've never even tcld father. But "2""' ‘0, what lnxary!’ . ¥ Amy .Sh"dqued' “Shed  those gor- h-That was in the feudai days, when 2
ength I do want it dreadfully.” That was the best Christmas scr- 3 ments indeed!” She wag glad  that :)eﬁpl'ifhat halls would seat a’ nundred %
or of s “What is it?” encruraged the voice. hmf‘l Inevor }war-lt,tnmi t;',e (;{H:v ((‘:“" I g?:thb;rt tho'utghg her a bov, but the dipiniphasis was placed taen upon the
ith a ‘ “T want—a—mothor all my very ave ever Iorgotten.”—Yonth’'s Coni- . stake migh e omharr:xssing and ,’fgel' und  less upon tne Christmas
149, own,” said Norothy. “Barbara has panicn. o - ;!'l!e [)Y:el:li;\;lj‘(‘%d some excuse about going :Ul’l.eete'zirly Ciristmas dinner were very
i - . . - - Eently. leavy tunctions, ‘e ing -
?E:: % ::5 at:i C::agt;‘mot\h:i );:;g; hasw(;‘xl.e o STOC G @ A Song of Ep‘pbany -v;/ - “Nonsense,” was the reply.  “You “‘f{f;”‘fg‘;“;r‘)&od‘ requiring  enormous
et sl E\'e]j?n has o mo‘thor'——a t;ick on'c.' THE THER KING. \", éreoze to"death in ten minﬁtes more. L’reut‘L::dblfxc?lxmzl‘qax‘i?:?y.wrr:eI:Tr:rk:ga?-y
Mine died, you know, when I came. gr;ce Santa Claus, as in he came, ] O}T: CLI:;.[ open the d b f“ﬂ?ar‘,’,‘.“’d;"gfa ::iff;fasple;: etc. "
vould li » aded with toys and man X - oo _epe e door, but Amv 1y s S nter of tho
In : And I '\’\D:ll'i like another one. Saw two little  stockings Yh:nm by H'ig‘f., i e &‘:’&'zﬁ”ﬂi Of mant shrank hack into the vestibule, Wixtl;{‘. 5::,\,5:1?13;1“?,% fNotilng more than a
“Yes,” said the voice. side,. ] O luile christ! so sweet ana warm, out more‘ado Bonne for_thelf excesses  oT® WUF® Aoturious
“T'd like a pretty little one, tith dim- glos? to a fireplace, broad and wide. With neipiess head on Mary's arm, arms aad led he ner eaught hrr by the —The bogr'(s'sxs,‘;i’d was th
1918, ples. like Connie’s mother. She isn’t H(;‘.m.lio. said he, with a laugh of _ What can You kuow of wroug or Darm, wers on ithe f"rt l;!ISlde. His rooms Buched dish; mince ple wa: ;x:;::;tmgcl;ﬂz
: hardly ever real cross, even when Con- | “I'll have no cheating, my pretty one. i or W. Mke. the sous ut mea. L she was st-‘nyli:-:s : 0(,": and presently “f{‘;}f“ﬁ‘;’,gi{’“”.?”"’"“&‘ even then.
cates nie tears her gown.  And she kisses | ] Know who lies in this house. my dear, ‘ Three kings knelt by the muanger-bed, 1 wherei T onan ¢l LS Bitting room | piagineg wai‘!ntrgg“(‘:;iu Jish of vium
) 4 There’'s only ome little girl lives here'" His ; wierein an open firc diffused a rate- | Charies i 2t the time of
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