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“WHO DID KILL COCK ROBIN?’

] s
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FILLING THE CHRISTMAS COOKY JAR

By Hgnrietta Jessup.

holiday season it's
always a great bhelp to have oa
hand a well-stocked cooky jar.
Cookies and tiny cakes make. excel-
lent |munchers” and are always
available for afternoon tea ser-
vice or evehing party use. Then,
too, a dai basket or box con-
taining ¢ At » assortment of
fancy cakes makes a charming gift
for the person who hasn't the fac
for baking at home. Such a
' carries ‘with it ~a personal
touch, a real token of friendship,
and has the added advantage of

not being too expensive.
The decoration of the little cakes
may be elahorate or simple, An
; made icing consists of sifted
's sugar stirred into
i white of hWn egg and
vanilla, lemon - or
rong coffee, maras
ud, maple sirup, L-;xr'nmeliz-

r or melted chacolate.

During the

Spiced Honey Nuts

u! o! Honey,
1ls ot Pastry Flour,

ul of Butter or Margarin.
Te yontuls of Baking Powder
YW C ul of
1 d:
1 Cupful ot Chopped Nut Meats,
114 Teaspeonfuls of Cinnamon,
1, Teaspoonful of Salt,

Cream the butter and add the
sugar gradually, stirring until well
blended. Add the egg well beaten,
the honey .and the flour, baking

and cinnamon sifted

at thoroughly and fold

-hopped nuts. Drop from a

spoon on ‘a greased baking
.aving a space of about two

es between each cooky, be-

. the mixture spreads in bak-
Bake at 374 deg. F. for about

fitteen minutes

Fudge Squares,

1, Cuptul of Butter or Margarin.

1 Teaspoonful of Vanilla,

1 Cupful -of Sug
1y Cuptul C
Eggs
Teaspoontul of

Squares unsweetened Chocolate

1-3 Cuptul’ of Pastry Flour.

gar,
opped Walnut Meats
beaten

)
4
9

the butter and sugar to-
then add: the

s been melted

in the rest of

s 'except the’ nuts.
1 spread the mixture
the bottom of a well-
Sprinkle with the
meats. Bake at
yout_ half an hour
without removing

Cream
gether -the
chocolate
over hot wate

from

Cocoa Macaroons

nls Powdered Sugar,
wspoonful of Salt,
lespoonfuls of Cocoa,

hites, unbeaten.

Siit the sugar, salt and cocoa to-
rother and work the mixture into
egg whites until a smooth stiff
pé 1 i formed, Sprinkle the pas-
try table with powdered sugar and
roll or pat the paste to a thickness
of a quarter of an inch. Cut in tiny
rounds or squares and lay on a bak-
pan which has been sprinkled
mixture of flour and powder-
. Bake In an oven heated
deg. ¥, for ten minutes. Re:

move {rom pan at once,

Date Kisses

spoonful of Salt,
1 Cupful Powdered Sugar,
L Cupful Chopped -Nut Meats,
Tablespoontul of Cocoa,
ful Finely Cat Stoned Dates

he egg whites until they

stiff; fold in the rest of

redients and mix well, Drop

T teaspoon onto a greased

\king sheet, Bake at 325 deg. F.

yout halt atn hour or until they
are very dry.

Fig Squares

2 Cupfuls of Figs Cut,

1 Teaspoonful of Baking Powder,
1 Cupful of Sugar,

44 Teaspoonful of Salt,

1 Teaspoonful Lemon Juice,
1 Cupful Pastry Flour.

Add tha sugar to the beaten egg
yolks. Stir In the figs and the
leron juice. Then add the dry in-
eredienty sifted together. Lastly,
fold {n the stiffly beaten egg whites.
Spread the mixture thinly in a greas-
ed dripping pan, Bake about halt
an hour in a 350 dg. ¥. oven. Cut
squares without turning from
the pan and roll in powdered sug-
ar.

in

Ginger Cakes

14 Cupful Butter or Margarin,
14 Teaspoonful of Salt,

1 Cupful of Sugar,

114 Cupfuls ot Pastry Flour,

2 Bggs,

9 Teaspoonfiuls Paking Powder,
% Cupful of Milk,

1 Teaspoonful of Ginger.

Cream the buttér and the sugar,
adding next the yolks of the eggs
beaten. Mix and sift the dry in-
gretiients and add them to the first
mixture, alternating with the milk.
Fold in the egg whites beaten un-
til stiff, Fill tiny greased muffin
pans halt full with the mixture and

hake about twenty minutes at 375
deg. F. Ice tops with plain vanilla
fcing, and ornament with fancitul
bits cut from preserved or candied
ginger,

SILENT NIGHT! HOLY NIGHT!

Silent night! Holy night!

All is calm, all is bright,

Round yen Virgin mother and Child.
Holy Intant, so tender and mild,
Sieep in heavenly peace.

Tea Cakes

1% Capful Butter or Margarin,
2 Teaspoontfuls Baking Pawder,
*1 Cupful of Sugar,

14 Téaspoonful of Salt,

2 'Eggs,

% Cuptul of Milk,

1% Caupfuls of Pastry Flour,

1 Teaspoonful of Vanilla.

14 Cupful of Cirton Cut in Tiny
Pieces.

Silent Night! Holy Night!
Shepherds quake at the sight!
Glories stream from heaven afar,
Heavenly hosts sing Alellula.
Christ, the Saviour, is born!

Silent: Night! Holy Night!

Son of God, love's pure light!
Radiant beams from Thy holy face,
With the dawn of rédeeming grace,

Cream the butter and sugar to- Q! £
o Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth.
——e D

gether, then add the eggs unbeat-
en one at a time, beating well af-
ter each addition,  Dust the citron
with a little of the flour, Stir in
the sitted dry ingredients, alternat-
ing with the milk.” Add the floured
citron and mix thoroughly. Fill
small greased myffin fmns half full
and bake about twenty minutes in
a 375 deg. F, oven.

ADESTE FIDELES,

O come all ye faithful;

Joyful and triumphant,

Come ‘ye, O come ye to Bethlehem:

Come and 1 1d Him;

Born the King of angels;

O Come, let us adore Him, Christ
the Lord.

Bolled Frosting True God ot true God,

Light of Light Eternal,

Our lowly mature He hath not ab-
herred;

Son of the Father,

Regotten, not created;

O come, let us adore Him, Christ
the Lord.

2% Cupfuls Sugar,

Y4 Cuptul Water,

1% Cupful Corn-sirup (Light)
2 Egg Whites,

11 Teaspoonful Vanilla,

Cook the sugar, corn-sirup, and
water together, stlrring until the
sugar is dissolved. Continue cook-
ing without stirring until a temper-
ature . of 244 deg. F. i3 reached.
The sirup will then form a firm
ball in cold water. During the lat-
ter part of the cooking heat the
egg whites until stiff. Remove the
cooked sirup from the fire, and _ %
when it has stopped bubbling, pour e Lord, we hail Thee,
it slowly into the egg whites, beat- Born this happy morning;
ing constantly.  Beat until the Jesus, to Thee be glory given,
trosting s cold and will hold its Y
ghape. Add the special flavoring SOW 1 :sh appearing;
desired and spread on' the; cake 0O come, us adore Him, Christ
: the Lord.

D O —

Sing, choirs of angels,

Sing in exultation,

Sing all ye citizens of heaven above

Sing ye, Al glery

To God in the highest!

O come, let us adore Him, Christ
the Lord.

Mary's dwn Efficiency Cake.
tHE MISTLETOE.

14 Cupful Shortening

1% Cupful Sugar,

1 ith Christmas cheer the hall is

feu!  with winter's

try Flour,
Baking Powder,

t /- Bame

to-

spoonful
spoontul

Top ot the C For tt';:(\!‘.v and mon, and young

1 i
And w tnds for their delight
The with its crimson glow,
And paler than the glistening snew
The mistletoe, the mistletoe,
The mistletoe, the mistletoe!
The wan and wanton mistletoe!

For the

Meats,

the shortening, add the
sugar adually; then the egg yolks,
well beaten. Sift the flour, baking
powder, and salt together and add
to the mixture, alternately with the
water. Add the fl ring and fold
in stiffly beaten egg white Turn
into a ldrge prepared cake pan.
Take a flne sieve and put the one-
halt cupful of sugar in it; sprinkle
over the top of the cake. Then
sprinkle the nuts over the sugar.
With the back of a spoon or a spat-
ula preéss the nuts down into the
cake. Bake in a moderate oven
350 deg. F.) for forty-lve minutes.
When the cake is removed from
the oven the sugar and nuts will
have tormed a delicious crust. No
fcing is necessary.

Chance comer to our festal eves,
Dear crimson breasted holly
sprite!
Thee, Robin, too, the hall receives,
Unbidden, whom our hearts in-
vite, :
And, perched among the crumply
leaves,
He cocks his
“Hullo!"
The mistletoe, the mistletoe!
Hangs up ahove, but what's be-
low?
Oh, what's below the mistletoa?
Ths; mistletoe, the mistletoe!

head and sings

A kindly custom sanctions bliss,
That's ta'en beneath the wanton
bough.
Who laughs g0 low? Why, here it is.
Look, Jenny, where 1 have you
now!
Dear bashful
kiss!
Ah, cheeks can mock the holly's
glow!
For what's below the mistletoe?
Ah, ha! Why, it 1s Cupid O!
"Tis Cupld O! 'tis Cupid O!

> P e

PLUM PUDDING.
THE “KING OF FOODS.”

“Plum pudding,” sald a well-
known physiclan to the writer, “is
one of the most rtisunderstood
and maligned of man's benetactors.
To condemn it as a gastronomic
terror ig base Ingratitude, inspired
by she gnorance, It is, as a
matter of fact, the “King of Foods.”
Why, what could be Mmore jdeal
than bread and ficar, and suet, can-
dled peal and currants and raising
and other good an. nutritious
things, all conglomerated Into one
fair r d mass? I all the learned
profe r's W to lay their heads
together they could not hope to
rival the simple beauty of form, the
rich oder and coloring, the tooth-
somenesy, the condensed nourish-
ment and digestibility that form
part and parcel of our Yuletide pud-
ding.

The Christmag pudding has earn-
ed Its bad name, not hecause it
contains harmful ingredients, but
because, when eaten after a too
generous meal, it hag to bear all
the blame which shonld be distri-
buted over {ta predecessors. My
advice to all whp wish to enjov
their Christmag dinner to the full
without.fear of consequences, is to
eat it In the evening, when the
digestive organs are at their best,
and to help digestion by providing
plenty of fuel in the shape of oxy-
gen. This {s best done by walk-
fng. The man who takes a good
Jong walk in the morning and an-
other in the afternoon, and who
holds’ hard aver the early courses
of hig Christmas dinner, can do fn'l
justice to his plum pudding with-
out any fear of consegnences.”

e
A

eyes, sweet lips—a

—Temple Bar.
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A SONG OF CHRISTMAS,

By James Whitcomb Riley,

Chant me a rime of Christmas,
Sing me a jovial song.

And though {t ig fillad with laughter
Let it be pure and strong.

Sing of the hearts hrimmed over,
With the story of the day,

Or tha acho of childish volces,
That will not die away.

Of the glare of the tasseled bugle.
And the timeless clatter and beat

Of the drum that throbs to muster
Squadrons of scampering feet.

But, oh, let your voice fal fainter
Till, blent with a minor tone,
You temper your song Wwith
heauty
Of the pity Christ hath shown,

the

And sing one verse for the voice-
legs
And yet, era the song be done,
A verse for the ears that hear not
And a veree for the sightless one.

For, though it he time for singing,
A merry Christmas glee,

Let a low, sweet voice of pathos
Ron throngh the melody.

o TRl

Simplicity

CHRISTMAS EVE.

By Muriel Brewster.

One night, in long past ages, dim

and far,

The forces of the old world and the

new

Met in a flame; above the midnight

blue—

Low in the east came forth a new-

horn star.

Did all the world rise up to greet

its birth?

‘Nay, those who saw the wonder in

the skies

Were three great scholars, learned,

old and wise,

And simple shepherds living close

to earth.

The wise men hrought their gifts

of myrrh and gold,

The shepherds heard the angelsin

the night;

and wisdom could be-

hold,

The mysteries within that shining

light.
Tonight, for usg, the hells will ring
more-—
Behold the Star, above the stable
door!
- - —
CHRISTMAS.
Now list the joyful music flow—
As o'er the hearth the embers
glow—
A song that doth re-echo still
Ot joy and mirth, on earth good-
will; :
A chant of old, of wandrous birth,
That now is told abroad the earth,
Of guiding star, of shepherds gocd,
Who in the holy presence stood.
And while the Yule-log flickers
clear
O'er evergreens and berries sere,
Recall we Him in manger laid,
And Her the holy virgin maid.
--J. G, Macleod.
e i hread wiRes
'TIS CHRISTMAS TIME.
‘Tis Christmas;: Hark how merri-
ment
Welecomes a _Babe divinely sent,
But there in Bethlehem--—
A lonely Mother and her Child
In cheerlegs winter-time exiled,
Shall we not think on them?

'Tis Christmas: Hear the carolling:

The happy childfen dance and sing.
But many a Bethlehem

Has little boys and girls today

Too sad to laugh, toe weak to play.
Lord Jesus, think on them!

"Tis Christmas: Come we thenand
bless
Our God for all our happiness,
But think on Bethlehem;
Lest we unwitting turn away
The Mother and her Child today,
And spare no joy for them.

—B. C. Boulter.
et @ QO

THE BLESSED DAY.
By M. M. D.

What shall'little children bring
On Christmas Day, en Christmas
Day?
What shall little children bring
On Christmas Day in the morning!

What shall little children bring
On Christmas Day, on Christmas
Day?
Love and joy for Christ their King,
On Christmas Day in the morning!

What shall little children sing
On Christmas Day,on Christmas
Day?
What shall little children sing
On Christmas Day {n the morning?

This grand old carol shall they sing

On (l'hrlslnms Day, on Christmas
lay?

With all thefr heart their offering
bring

On Christmas Day in the morning!

For Christ {s fmrn in Bethlehem
On Christmas Day,on Christmas
Day,
For Christ is bory in Bethlehem,
On Christmas Day in the morning!

And all the hells on earth shall ring
On Christmas Day, on C‘zrlstqmﬂ

Day;
Ana all the hells on earth shall ring
‘On Christmas Day in the morning!

And all the angels in heaven shall
sing, y
On Christmas Day, on Christmas
Day;
And all the angels {n heaven shall
sing 3
On Christmas Day in the morning!

And all the souls on earth shall sing
On Christmas Day, on Christmas

ay;
And all the souls on earth shall sing

On Christmds Day in the morning!

Then let us all N]olcé amain,
On Christmas Day,on Christmas

ay;
Then let us ‘alil _rejoice amain

On Christmas Day in the morning!

AN OLD ENGLISH CAROL

“Tell us, thou clear and heavenly
tongue,

Where is the Babe that
sprung? :

Lies he in lily-banks among?

lately

Or say, if this new Birth of curs

Sleeps, laid within some ark of
flowers,

Spangled with dew-light;
canst clear

All doubts, and manifest the where.

it

thou

Declare to us, bright star, we

shall seek

in the 'morning's

cheek,

Or search the
through

Him blushing

beds of spices

-
To find Him out?”

——
O MASTER, LET ME

WALK WITH THEE
O Master, let me walk with Thee
In lowly paths of service free,
Tell me Thy secret, help me bear
The strain of toil, the fret of care.

Help/me the slow of heart to move

By some clear winning word of love,

Teach me the wayward feet to stay

And guide them in the homeward
wAay.

Teach me Thy patience still with
Thee

Tn ‘closer, dearer company,

In work that keeps faith sweet and
stroung

In trust that triumphsover wrong.

In hope that sends a shining ray

Far down the future's breadening
way;

In peace that only Thou canst give,

With Thee, O Master, let me live!

—Stebbins.
i g @ i

OH, TO HAVE DWELT
IN BETHLEHEM!
Oh, to have dwelt in Bethlehem,
. When the star ot the Lord shone
bright;
have sheltered
derers
On that blessed Christmas night;
To have kissed the tender, way-
worn feet
Of the mother undefiled,
And with reverent wonder
deap delight
To have tended the Holy Child!

Ta tha holy wan-

and

Hush! Such a glory was not for
thee,
But that care may still be thine,
For are there mnot little ones still
to ald
For the sake of the child divine?
Are there no wandering pilgrims
now
To thy heart and thy home
take? 3
And are there no mothers
weary hearts
You can comfort for Jesus' sake?

to

whose

-—Adelaide Procter.
SECC RN G RS

A CHRISTMAS HYMN

Sleep Holy Babe, upon Thy Moth-
er's breast:

Great lord ot earth and sea and
sky,

How sweet it is to see Thee lie

In such a place of rest.

Sleep, Holy Babe!" Thine angels
watch arcund.

All bending low with folded wings,

Before the Incarnate King of Kings,

In reverent awe profound.

Steep Holy Babe, while I with-Mary
Taze

Ta joy upon that face awhlle,

Upon the loving Infant smile,

Which there divinely plays.

Sldep Holy Rabe, ah! take
brief repose;

Moo quickly will
break,

And Thou
awake A

That deata alone shall cloge.

- -

Thy
Thy slumbers

to lengthened pains

ANOTMER POINT OF VIEW

New York Life.

Hail, Christmas, joyous season of
the year,

Of all the holtdays you come most
dear!

On every corner Sarnta begd an alm,

There’s itching of the janitorial
palm.

The elevator men bedeck the 1ift.

And pldce a slotted box for every

" shife.

Mhe ash-removing Eentleman
here,

The garbage ditto doth appéar,

And in the street the raggea chil-
dren, too,

Hold out their beggjng caps with
fingers bhue, i 3

But merchants, wfh 1ofia joyolis
whoons and hollers,

Will bahk ahout a thousand million
dollars.

is

Sensational Evidence at Trial
Samuel Sparrew.

mouse Ducked.—Dramatic

_ ment by Queen of Hearts.—Lord very edge of the ink-pot!

Owl €lears the Court.

Everyone Sentenced.
Extra Bedtime Special

As they passed the wood on their
their home,
Freddy teld his little sister Betty
that he did not like the big trees.
Red

way from school to

“They just look as though
Riding Hood's wolf could hide be-
hind them,” he said.

Betty told him that he was a
naughty, horrid boy and that he
was just trying to frighten her.
But she wouldn't be frightened —
not even by the bad old wolf.

w(Oourse the good fairies always
look after little girls and boys,™”
she remarked.

“§illy-—-there aren't any fairles
loft,” Kreddy was not pleased. “You
are a silly girl, If'I saw any fairies
though, I'd catch them and put them
in a box and keep them like 1 do
my caterpillars—so there!"”

“Ont Oh! You nasty cruel hu-
man - boy!” Such a tiny volce was
this. - “So that's what.  you'd do
with us, would you? Yery well,
, I'll loek you up!”

The funniest wee fellow y5u ever
saw standing on a stone by the
wood side.

And there was the funniest wee
fellow you ev
stone by the
tiny helmet an
shiny bright
big boots.

“Oh—and who are you
stuck out his chest and
frighttully fierce.

“I—I am a fairy policeman, and
I'm going to take you to the lock-
up, you bad boy!”

“Pooh! you couldn'’t, you're far
too tiny! You're mo bigger than a
bee. It you don't go away I'll put
you in a box!”  Freddy was
naughty, °

The wee policeman grew very
red in the face and blew his whistle
-——such a small one—so hard that
all his buttons blew off! And be-
fors Betty and Freddy knew all
that was happening nearly fifty
little policemen ‘had appeared! He
falt the hand of one of them on
his shoulder—and to his surprise
tound that now he was not so big
as the pollcemen themselves; no
more was his baby sistar Betty!

“Ooh!” Freddy was sorry for
himself. “I've shrunk! I'm not 50
big as a fily now. Please, Mr, Fairy
Politeman, let us go. Il never
say horrid things about fairles
again.'

But the tiny policeman would
not listen. All they did was to
hustle Betty and Freddy to a big
rabbit . . and away down it all
of them had to go!
way td the lock-up, they safd.

At the end of the bunny's road
there was a big room. Actually it
was' very small, but bhecausa: the
ohildren were now so tiny it looked
—oh—enormous. It was fllled by
mrione ereatures and funny people,
The policeman (who was a merry
littla man now he was no longer
really angry) told them this was
the fairles’ police court. But they
had to be very quiet or they would
wake Lord Owl, the judge, and
Dormouse,, thn clerk!

Lord Owl lobked very wise and
gnored while everyone talked at
once. They were trying to find
out (g0 the policeman said) who
had killed Cock Robin. Such a lot
of fairy people were in that room,
whom the children knew! There
was Little Red Riding Hood her-
salf; she wag telling the  court
that she heard Sammy Sparrow -~
the prisoner—eay that he'd killed
Cock Robin with his how and ar-
row. And a maughty boy, mrowly
gort of yoice, eried: “Oh. you bad
girl—ne’d never say things Hke
that! TI'll pull your hair, nasty
thing!"” . Freddy knew who
thls wae: little Tomfy Thin, and
the policeman said that he hnd
hoen 16cked up for pushing Pussy
in the Well '

. He worea
lot ot

great

” Freddy

looked

ot
- Dilly Dor- and squeaked:
Stateé. and went to sleep again~on the

P

Dormouse; the clerk, woke up
“Silence in court!”

Red
Riding Hood said he was a lazy
little silly, and Sammy Sparrow
had said those words.

“I'll eat you all up! [I've got big
eyes the better to seé you all with
—I'll eat you aH up!” growled a
great big voice, and there, if you
please, was the bad old wolf! But
a ot of little policemen were sit-
ting on him, so he was safe enocugh.
“He'll be sent to prison, for sure”
said Betty, and folded her hands
and nodded her head—for sure!”

“—An I'll cut off everyone's
head!” screamed another voice—so
loudly that poor Dormouse squeak-
ed in alarm, woke up and fell
hackwards into the ink-pot!

“You're a very wicked Queenof
Hearts,” he chattered as he scram-
bled eut (he did look funny) “and
you'll be sent back to Wonderland
it you wake nie  up again 80

on, oh dear, wihat a acrumble
and what a noise there was! 'The
queer -old playing-card Queaen tried
to hit poor Dormons2 ‘with a cto-
quet mallet! Someone eisa got in
the. way and—bang'—-down came
th» mallet and down fell that poor
person! 1t was Aladdin ot all peo
ple. and his wonderful Lamp drop-
ped out of-hls hands, right among
the Worty eves, who immediate-
ly stole it! They had been locked
up for stealing Cinderella’s slipper,
and they were tied up together
with the Glant who fell off Jack's
Bean Stalk, alongside the bad ¢ld
wolf! Then Peter Piper said Jack
Horner had pushed over the pock
of pepper he had picked, and Jack
Horner snid that Peter Piper and
Tommy Tucker had stolen one of
his plums, so they all began te
fight—such naughty boys - they
were.

Then, it you please, a
little fellow in a big hat st
toll himsgelf what time 1t w
if it wasn't it ought to be; he was
the Mad Hatter.. And Mary, Mary,
being quite contrary, pulléd the tail

f the Cheshire Cat. It was 1 y

3 hed Little Miss Mauf
who oried and fell off her t
and even then the spider wou
down beside her!

The Be 3, who had come to
Town (and who had been ‘locked
up), started to . quarrel with the
dogs that harked. The Mouse ran
up the Clock, and Dick Wittington's
Cat ‘chased 1t, anc 1 all this up-

1der sat  ~down

1 yre cinders and the

ran away with the Spoon!

with the naughty Queen

“off with their heads,”

Hatter singing that

ywer that bloomed in

1-1a,” and ‘the Walrns

senter weeping, and

ton . shouting, “turn

agaln” to get hi

poor pussy out of the works of the
Lord Owl woke up!

yone ‘ten years in

oted, and then went

funny

o oson

clock
tGive

ont'" h

That wnas the

o St N

Lord Owl looked very wise and
snorfd _while everyone talked at
ofice!

You never saw such a running
and jumping and scrambling in all
your life! Everybody ran away
out of the rabbit hold as fast as
they could go! So Betty and Fred-
dy followed.

“That’'s just why we never can
find out who killed cock robin”
sald the little polfceman, mopping
his brow. “Old Lord Owl always
goes to sleep and wakes np in &
bad temper and sentences every
one to prison—and then we Trull
awayl"

They were outside now, in the
dark wood, among the big trees.
And, ‘Cheep-chirrupy cheep’ -cried
a 1ttls birdy's volee . . , thereon
a branch was Cock Rohin himself!
He had not heen killed after all!
¥reddy and Betty looked up and
sald he was a dear—but when they
fooke down again all  the fairy
people had disappeared!

Froddy wapldn't put one of them
ina hox now!
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