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» O come ye,
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0 come, all ye faithful,
Joyful and triumphant,
O come ye to Bethle-

hem; .
come and behold Him
gorn the King of angels;

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

God of God,

Light of Light,

Lo! He abhors not the
womb;

Very God, 3

Begetten, not created;

O come, let us adore Him,

» Vlrgln'l

sing, cholrs of angels,*

sing in exultation,

sing, all ye citizens of heaven
aohve;

" Glory to God

In the highest;
© come, let us adore Him,

3ee how the shepherds,

gummoned to His cradle,

Leaving their flocks, draw nigh
with lowly fear;

We too will thither

. Bend our joyful footsteps;

i

o

O come, let us adore Him,

Yea, Lord we greet Thee,
Born this happy morning,
Jesu, to Thee by glory given;
Word of the Father,

Now in flesh appearing;

O come, let us adore Him,

0 little town of Bethlehem,
How still we see thee lie;
Above thy deep = and dreamless
sleep <

The silent stars go by:

Yet in thy dark streets shineth
The everlasting Light;

The hopes and fears of all

years
Are met in thee tonight.

For Ohrist 18 born of. Mary;

And gathered all above,

While mortals sleep, the angels
keep G 2

Their watch of wondering love.

O morning stars, together

Proclaim the holy birth,

And praises sing to God the King,

And peace to men on earth!

the

. How silently, how silently,

The wondrous gift is given!

S0 God imparts to human hearts
The blessing of his heaven.

No ear may hear his coming;

But in this world of sin,

Where meek souls will recqive him,

still
The dear Christ enters in.

© O Holy Child of Bethlethem,

4
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Descend to us, we pray;

Cast out our sin, and enter in;
Be born in us today.

We hear the heaveniy angels

* The great glad . tidings tell;

O come to us, abide with us,
Our Lord Emmanuel,

christmas Carol Favorites
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Hark! the herald angels sin
Gl to the new-born Klng,K
Peack on earth, and mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled.
Joyful, all ye nations, rise

Join the triumph of the skies;
With the angelic host proclaim
Christ is born in Bethlehem.

Hark! the herald angels sing
Glory to the new-born King.
Christ, by highest Heaven adored,

Christ, the everlasting Lord,

Late in time beheld him come,
Offspring of a Virgin's womb.
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see!
Hail, the Incarnate Diety!
Pleased as Man with man to dwell,
Jesus, our Emmanuel, g

Hark! the heaven-born Prince of
Peace!

Hail, the son of righteousness!
Light and life to all he brings,
Risen with healing in his wings.
Mild he lays his glory by,

Born that man no more may die,
Born to raise vhe sons of earth;
Born to give them second birth.

Hark! the herald angels sing.

It came upon the midnight clear,
That glorious song of old,
From angels bending near the

earth
To touch their harps of gold:
Peace on the earth, good-will to
men
From Heaven'’s, all-gracious King:
The world in solemn stillness lay—
To hear the angels sing.

Still through the cloven skies they
come

With peaceful wings unfurled;

And still their heavenly music
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O'er all the weary world;

Above its sad and lowly plains

They bend on hovering wing,

And ever o'er its Babel sounds

The blessed angels sing.

Yet with the woes of
strife

The world has suffered long;

Beneath the angel-strain

sin and

have

i rolled
Two thousand years of wrong;

And man at war with man hears

not
The words of peace they bring:—
O listen now, ye men of strife,
And hear thae angels sing,

And 3{9. dbeneath life’s

oa

Whose forms are bending low, ’

Who toil along the climbing way

With painful steps and slow:

Look now, for glad and golden
hours

Come swiftly on the wing:

O rest beside the weary road,

And hear the angels sing

For lo, the days are hastening on,

By prophets seen of old,

When with the ever-circling years

Shall come the time foretold,

When the new heaven and earch
shall own

The Prince of Peace their King,

And the whole world send back

crushing

the song
Which now the angels sing.

SEE’W?rda “Waes Hael,”

Cluislmas fare has always occu-
Pled a big part in Yuletide cele-
bration. Our Anglo-Saxon forefath-
ers were excellent trencher-men,
and eating and drinking were a ne-

© cessary part of every gala day.

Stuffzd boars heads, peacocks, geese,
Cipons, pheasants, mince  pié,
plum pudding —these decked the
board, The turkey was . unknown.
That_excellent fowl did not_enter

Into the bill of fare until the dis-
covery of the New world. Of course,
there was drink aplenty. Punch was
the customary wassail bowl. This
bowl takes its name from the Saxon
words, “waes hael,” meaning “be in
health.” It was a great bowl of
punch into which baked apples were
thrown to enhance its flavor. Mince
pie originated in 1596. It first was
made from mutton, The Puritans
condemned it as an ungodly dish,
and the Quakers would have none
of if:

SANTA SAYS: Give

Cosy Ski Suits .

values for the

# 152 Queen St.
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Christmas,. . Give them the Smart Sturdy

Fashi | nt!
o - real. y ‘r\'dorable Dresses in Taf-

fetas, Crepes, Wool Tartans
Materials for all ages . .
Sweaters, Ski Caps and Parkas. We have them
all, and more! Remember

;  CHRISTMAS SEASON
THE MISSES

HOLMES AND BRADLEY

Them Wearables This
Warm Coats . . .

and Plain Wool.
. Skating Skirts,

we're packed with
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Ronnie caught the burglar ab-
solutely red-handed.

That he was a burglar, there
could not be the slightest doubt.
When Ronnie— having discovered
1 at, as usual, he had left his nive
in the kitchen, left Madge ard
returned to the house, he enterved
through the open french-windows
of the sitting-room, and, as he was
wearing tennis-shoes, he made no
noise. And there was the burglar,
with the pantry door open, and one
hand actually groping within.

“He who steals trash! But he who
pinches my Christmas dinner . . . | 4
said Ronnie —and, simultaneously
he took a flying leap onto the bur-
glar's broad back. A

The fight that ensued was a brief
one. They rolled over and over on
the floor, like a couple of fighting
cats, at first —then broke away,
got onto their feet, and exchanged
some real punches. Ronnie's final
caught the burglar on the point of
the jaw, and knocked him slap into
the Wincsor arm-chair, where he
remained seated, After a moment
he waved a hand feebly:

“All right!” he said. “I give you

best! T've had enough!”
“Good!” said Reonnie, who was
also panting —only not so badly —
as he dropped into the other Wind-
sor chair,

He looked at his capture. The
fellow was roughly dressed, but his
tweeds looked good. For the rest
his hair was rum;:led, his lip cut,
and one eye rapidly oclosing, but
he had a rather distinguished face.
Clean-cut and bronzed—the face of
& traveller rather tnan a criminal.

It was he who broke the silence:

‘It's age that beats us all, young
man!” he observed. “Had I been
just ten years younger . . . - R

“Age or luck!” responded Ron-
nie, with that rather infectious grin
of his “Had I been just ten years
older . . ... 0"

“Quite!” said the burglar. “But,
things being as they are, what's the
next move?”

“The conventional one, I suppose
—send for th police!”

“Hump! You don’t look con=
ventional, either! And would you
like to eat your Christmas dinner
in goal?”

«I should not! But that's why I
don't burgle places!”

“Perhaps so —very sound logic.
But —have you ever been really
hungry?” I

Ronnie laughed. :

“1 should say so—I'm an artist!”

“Then you should know that hun-
ger, like other forms of necessity,
is the mother of more things that
invention!”

“You mean—you were hungry?”

«I still am —owing to the fact
that you didn't play the game.

“I beg your pardon?” ;

“So you should! Who the deuce
would expect a man to be walking
about in tennis shoes at Christmas
time?”

Ronnie laughed again,

“Sorry! But the fact is my only
other pair are at the menders!”

“T see! Well, what about sending
for those police?”

Ronnie scratched a towsled head,
a trifle doubtfully:

“Well, the point is' —I don't quite
see how to do it. We're cut off the
phone, at the moment, and I don't
feel like lugging you out in the
street to find a copper —you'd pro-
bably bash me and hop it!”

(By DAVID SKENE)

“Naturally!” The burglar smiled

a slightly crooked smile, owing to
his. damaged lip. Reonnie gave a
sudden whoop:

“My word!” he cried. “A brain-
wave!l Say, stay where you are for
a second, there’s a good chap!”

He dashed out of the room and
up the stairs to his little studio,
where snatched up pencil and
sketch-book. It never occurred to
him, in his excitement, that the
burglar might make his getaway
.while he was gone —therefore hLe
was not in the least surprised ‘o
find him still in the same position
when he got ack.

«Just hold that position —there’s
a good chap!” he said, and dropping
into his chair once more, he com-
menced to sketch furiously, with
snvift. but sure strokes of his pen-
cil.

After a few minutes he sald:

“Now, get that smile again, will
you? Like you did just now . . .
OL, ﬂne!'“ﬂold it for a moment

The smile, as a matter of fact,
had not been due to Ronnie's
request so much as to the entrance
of a third party, to wit Madge, who
was Ronnie’'s wife, and who had
become tired of waiting for him
outside. She was a very personable
young woman, was Madge, and see-
ing what she imagined to be a vis-
itor, had mechanically smiled that
sunny smile of hers which so few
p~ le could resist. Naturally en-
ough the Burglar had answered it
—and given Ronnie what he want-

Now, the rough sketch finished,
he sprang to his feet:

“Here, Madzkins!” he crled, ex-
citedly —“Look at this! Can't you
see it, when I've done it in colour?
That damaged face, with the wist-
ful sort of twisted smile? I shall
call it: . . . .But Unbowed . , .!
—after the song, you know!

Madge glanced at the study, and
then at the subject of it —and
gave a little cry of concern:

“But Ronnie, dear —your friend
is hurt!”

Ronnie, coming back to earth
with a bang, scratched at his
towsled head.

“Well, I—er—as a matter of fact,
the gentlemen is not exactly a
friend of mine —and —er—I'm a-
fraid that I hurt him! He happens
to be a burglar! I caught him red-
handed . . . .!"

Madge sniffed scornfully.

“That’s no reason why you should
have been a brute over it, anyway!”
she snapped. “Now you run out and
get a plece of raw steak, while I
get some hot water!”

“Don't be silly, dear —it's police-
man we want! Will you . LA b

“No, T won't” interrupted Madge,
in an awful voice. “Kindly do as I
ask you, Ronnie!”

Ronnie looked at the Burglar,
who smiled faintly but sympa-
theticaly, and shrugged. Then he
turned to the door —but turned
back immediately.

“But, I say —you know our ered-
it's bust at the butcher's!”

“Very well, then —pay for it!
We den't need much!”

Rovrie siche?, and went out. Th's
time he was quite sure that dur-

g his absence the burglar would

take himself off, so he didn't get
the steak. He just went as far as
the shop and then back again—
to find the burglar sitting like a
lamb while Madge bafhed. his
wounds! %

Ronnie cursed, and went back to
the butcher's for the steak. .

Madge had a definite passion for
nursing and coddling all sorts of
waifs and strays, and, usually hav-
ing to be content with dogs or cats,
thoroughly enjoyed herself with a
real, he-man patient. But, evgntu-
ally, she left the burglar with a
quarter-of-a-pound of rumpsteax
bandaged to his blackened' eye, a
patch of sticking- plaster on his

cut lip, his head resting on the.

best silk cushion, and his feet up
on a chair, Ronnie tackled her,
somewhat indignantly.

“Really, kid, the way you look
after a burglar —well, it makes me
wish, I was one, that’s all!”

“Oh, you!” said Madge, with
melancholy scorn. “You're never ill
—in fact you're the most obscene-
ly healthy person I ever knew!”

“Huh!” grunted Ronnie. Then:
“Well, I suppose I'd better go and
get that policeman, since you
won't!”

“Policeman?” Madge stared at
him. “What for?”

‘Didn’t I tell you that fellow is a
burglar —that T caught him red-
handed?”

‘Don’t be a frabjous ass, Ronnie!
Why, he’s a most charming man!
Besides, what on earth would a
burglar want in this house, any-
way? We've got nothing worth
stealing!”

“Oh, yes we have! There’s the
Christmas dinner in the larder. and
that's what he was after! After
all the trouble we’'ve had in getting
it, too!”

“Christmas dinnor? He was after
food then? Which means that ‘he
poor fellow’s hungry! Ronnie, if you
dare to go within ten yards ol a
policeman —TI'll never speak to you
again.”

Ronnie gasped —then sighed. The
Burglar (who, in the next room,
could hear every word) smiled that
twisted smile again.

Madge swept in to him,

“You know,” she said, gently and
persuasively, “I'm afraid you
won't be well enough to go home,
after the-shaking-up you've had —
so I'm just going to make the spare-
room up for you, and I'm afraid
you'll have to spend Christmas
with us, if you don’t mind?”

“Mind? My dear lady, I shall be
delighted! As a matter of fact, T
have nowhere to go, and, until af-
ter Boxing Day no money. And so

“Why, that's splendid!” cried
Madge. Then, realizing that her
speech sounded a little unsym-
pathetic, corrected herself hastily.
“What I mean, of course, is that
it's all fixed up, then!”

As a matter of fact the little
Christmas Party of three was an
uncomenonly i v one. It seemed
that the Burglar had once been on
the stage; and he could do all sorts
of things —play the piano, sing,
tell funny storles and what-not
He was, in fact, literally the life
and soul of the party.

On the morning after Boxing
Day he asked if he could return
and have dinner with them that
night, Madge said he might, and
Ronnie, who had taken a great
fancy to the fellow was en-
thusiastic in his agreement,

It was only after he had gone
that the young pair realized they
had no food left in the house, and
no money!

Ronnie went o' 4e ‘ry and raise
some, He tried all . but the day
after Boxiug Day 2 good one
on which to raise loans from iii-
digent authors amd artists. At six
o'clock he returned tired and dis-
heantened.

And then, before he had time to
explain his lack of success to Madge,
a large van pulled up at the door,
and in came hampers containing a
magnificent cold collation ~—im-
cluding a dozen bottles of expensive
champagne!

“What the deuce! gaspe Romnie.

“Not at all!” said Madge. “It's
the Burglar —I told you he wasn't
one, didn't 1?”

And when the Burglar himself
arrived back, he did not deny that
he was the author of the feast.
They did it full  justice, with
laughter and song, and when at
last, the Burglar rose to go, he
made a little s 2

“You young people thought you
were entertaining a Burglar —and
very nicely you did it, too! But
actually, 'twas an angel you were
feasting, unawares! Ronnie —for-
give the apparent familiarity, which
is excusable when I tell you that
I am actually your Uncle Georze
from Australia —your father's er-
rant brother —black-sheep of the
family! Ronnie, you said the oth-
er day if you only had five hund-
red pounds capital you could make
good, didn't you? Well, in that
envelope is five hundred pounds—
get on with it! For me, I'm off;
now, back to —Australial And so
—good-bye, children, and, even
you never see or hear from me a-

gain, don't forget your old Uncle
Christmas!” £
He was gone before thev could

CHRISTMAS GREENS

The cus of hanging
evergreens in the house dur-
ing the Yuletide originally
had a Enrpoee beyond that of
decoration. In olden days
each kind of evergreen was
believed to confer special
blessings on those who pass-
ed beneath its boughs. To
pass under holly insured good
fortune throughout the year,
bay meant victory, while
laurel was supposed to im-
part a spirit of beauty and
poetry.—Missouri Farmer.

Peacock Dinner English
Custom Many Years Ago

Fashions in Christmas dinners
come and go. In olden days at
a Christmas feast in England, next
in importance to the boar’s head
as & Christmas dish was the pea-
cock. To prepare the bird for the
table was a task entailing no little
trouble. The skin was first care-
fully stripped off with the plumage
adhering. The bird was then roast-
ed; when done and partially cool-
ed it was sewed up again in its
feathers, its beak painted with gilt
and so sent to the table. Some
times the whole body was covered
with leaf gold and a piece of cot-
ton saturated with spirits placed in
its beak and lighted before the
carver commenced operations. This
“food for lovers and meat for
lords” was stuffed with spices and
sweets, basted with yolks of eggs
and served with plenty of gravy.

The noble bird was not served by
common hands; that privilege was
reserved for the lady guests most
distinguished by birth or beauty.
One of them carried it into the
dining hall to the sounds of music,
the rest of the ladies following in
due order. The dish was set down
pefore the master of the house or
his most honored guest. The latest
instance of peacock eating record-
ed was at a dinner given to Wil-
liam IV, when duke of Clarence
by the governor of Grenada.

Great Yule Feast Given
by King Richard in 1399

Christmas in England, of course,
is an old feast day, though the
Santa Claus and Christmas tree
traditions come to us from another
source. Willlam E. Mead’s “The
English Medieval Feast” (Hough~
ton, Miflin) quotes from Stow’s
“Survey of London,” an account of
the great feast which King Rich-
«:d gave in Westminster Hall in
the year 1399, just after rebuilding
the hall of William Rufus:

“A most royal Christmas, with
dally joustings amd runnings at tlt,
where unto resorted such a num-
ber of people that there was every
day spent 28 or 26 oxen, and 300
sheep, besides fowl without num-
ber; he caused a gown for himself
to be made of gold garnished with
pearl and precious stones, to the
value of 3,000 marks; he was guard-
ed by Cheshire men and had about
him commonly 12 bishops, besides
barons, knights, squires, and others
more than meeded; insomuch that
to the household came every day
to meet 10,000 people, as appeareth
by the messes told out from the
Kkitchen to 300 survitors.
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The gift every woman wants . Give them to your mother,

your sisters, your cousins and your aunts .

Attractvely

. stockings!

Gift Wrapped !

. give them to all the women
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on your gift list! Specially priced and gaily wrapped . . they're the

perfect answer to your gift problems!

3 -Thread LUXURY SHEERS

*1.15

FULL RANGE FASHIONABLE COLORS !

S. A. MacDONALD

I

Mirror-clear, lustrous sheers with hair-
Full-fashioned, with
forced heel, toe.

line seams!

Now.only, pair — — —

rein-

i
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A Christmas Tree Apiece

Why not let each per:on at your
house have a real Christmas tree,
all her own, this year?

Save the scraps of branches that
Dady cuts off when he boxes your
big Christmas tree.

Collect the empty

miniature!

Decolate the trees with the tini-
est of tinsel threads or sprinkle
over with fine, imitation snow. Be
careful not to have your trimings

Red a Cheery Color

Red is regarded as the most
cheerful of all colors. It 1s said
to react the most quickly on the
optic nerve. Decorations available
at the winter solstice include holly,
the berries of which are red.

w to be the custom to use holly
and berries of a similar nature in
preparing for the festival of Christ-
mas, By virtue of the association of
ideas red came to be connected with
the Christmas season.

recover from their astonishment.
Eventualy Madge recovered suf-
ficlently to sav, as she looked at the
pile of fivers on the table.
«Ronnie! It's just like a story out
of a book, isn't it? And you never
told me you had an uncle in Aus-

ralia!” i
“I didn’t think of it Ronnie
muttered, still a little dazed.

«But I said he wasn't a burglar,
didn’t 1?" Madge, woman-like,
getting in the last word. Eut it
would’t have been, if Ronnle had
had the pluck to tell her that' he
knew for certah‘;l th'at. his father
had been an orphan:

Later that evening the Burglar-
Australian-Uncle walked into an
underground drinking-dive in Lime-
house, and greeted a man with a
scarred face and a mouth like a
rat-trap. =

“Here 1 am, Boss!
«Back to the fold again.
for the five hundred

vanced!”
ad"’i“'h'an's all  right, Snitcher! T
always knew you wouldn't }(cep on
the straight long, though!”
Snitcher laughed.

“What's the Joke?” asked the

other.
“Oh, nothing

-

he announced.
Thanks
and fifty

much!” answered
Snitcher, “Only —have you ever
heard of a crook being sent back
off the straight-and-narrow because
of other folks goodness? If mnot I
reckon I'm the first!”

2 1bs. GRAPES — — —

3 cans MILK — — == — —

AT LOWEST PRICES.

ALBERT

1 dozen APPLES, McIntosh — — — = — — —
ORANGES, acct. 252, per 40T, = = = ———
Large fancy CAKES — — — = o= = == =— = —
MIXED CANDY, 21bd, o am as o go4 088 S0 0
3 1.2 1b. box CHOCOLATES (Moir’s) — —
2 1bs. SHORTENING — — — — — — — —
LARD, 5 1bS, — == = == == == o o o o = —
MOLASSES, per gal, — =— — = = — — —
SUGAR, 10 b8, — — == == = == o= o= — —

RED ROSE ’I"EA, per lb, = — — = = — — —
ALL KINDS OF CHRISTMAS CANDY, ETC,

Corner Richmond and Pownal

9 A0 L 280 LAt 250 2 81 A28
SPECIALS
35c
35¢
35¢
25¢
35¢
89¢c
25¢
50¢
60c
69¢
25¢
65¢
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spcols from
Mother’s sewing basket. They will
make lovely, little holders.

You can color the spools or you
can wrap them in a frill of crepe
paper, just as we do our big trees.
Then stick the end of your twig in
the hole of the spool, and there you
are! A potted Christmas tree in

heavier than your trees, for their
beauty is their fairy-like size.

From white drawing paper or
thin, white cardboard, cut three-
inch squares. Print the name of
each person who is to be at your
Christmas dinner, across the bot-
tom of a square.

Then with a drop of strong glue
fasten the spool with its little tree,
onto the cardboard, just back of the
printed name. After all of the
trees are ready, set them around
the table at the various places,

HARD TO ANSWER

Boy—Mamma!

Tired Mother—Well?

Boy—When Santa Claus was a
little boy, who filled his stocking?
—The Country Home.

Christmas and the Birds

It is said that no plasant in
Sweden will sit down with his child.
ren to Christmas dinner until he
has provided for the birds, The
farmers erect poles in their door-
yards to which sheafs of grain
are bound, to provide for biids
through the season when vegeta-
ltion is covered with snow and
ce.

ONE SAD THING ABOUT
CHRISTMAS

The saddest thing about Christ-
mas is that the good fellowship
the day inspires too often withers
with the Yule tree and is tossed
out of doors.
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pleases

lF YOU can dress Comfort
up in a pleasing gift, you'll
delight any person who re-
ceives it! We've dressed
these slippers up so they’ll
flatter the vanity of any wo-
man and crawl into the af-
feetions of any man. Chil-
dren love them too! Get
them for almost everyone on
your list!
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MINER RUBBERS

HNEEP THE FEET DRY

Your boys and
and “Guide
“‘Pictures on the soles'’.

girh want Miner ‘‘Scout'’
overshoes with the

Get them here

BRADY FOOTWEAR CO.

QUEEN STREET

Santa knows what

FOOTWEAR

._

e mem =Y

Everyone
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White or Smoked
Elk SKI BOOTS,
all wool lined to

toe. Hewetson’s
Best Quality.

CHARLOTTETOWN




