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) T HAPPENED
7 in'this way, and
all through
Joan's contrari-
ness. Joan s
my sister mv
only one, and
besides being
three  “years

younger than [ am, is completely spoiled,
Of conrse $he is my especial care; but no
watter hosv hard I try to reason with her
and tell her she should'nt have her own
way in everything, she gets it Jjust the
same. The consequence is that T am al-
ways blamed for what Joan does, because
Iam olderand ought to set her a better
cxample, mother says. I do'nt think
mother quite understands how hard
it is for me to make Joan profic by the
example Iset her, or she would make
more allowance for me when I fail so
often. ‘ -

Bub Aunt Edith understands,I am sure.
Aunt Edith is mother's youngest sister,
and has been wi.th us for a long time now
on a visit,and qui and I love her dearly,
Not quite as much as we love fuother, but,
most as mugh, No matter how bad weare
(and we are both naughty. sometimes, for
Joan provokes me often until I lose all
patience and shake her real hard and make
her cry) mptvhcg‘t‘lkes us along side of her
and talks to vs In that dear sweet way of
hers, and tells us how very wicked it is
for a little brother and sister to quarrel
and scold each oth&r; then she gives us a
kiss, and. makes us\kiss each other, and
sends us off to our play. But'Aunt Edith
comes and sits down with us in the old
nursery before the fire; tell us stories about
some other little boy and girl who squab-
bled like Joan and I do,\when one of them
died and went to Heaven, and the ‘nother
one never got over being sorry all the rest
of his life,

There's gne thing about ity perhaps if
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would get tired of finding little boys and
girls to tell us about who were tad to each
other sometimes but loved each other in
spite of it; and perhaps mother is busier
than Aunt, Edith and ca’'n take so much
tinie for us as she can. Aunt Edith kind of
takes usoff mother's hands, s he says, what-
cver that means, and is with us most of |
the time 'cept when some one calls for
her to-go driving or go to the opera of an
evening. ‘ .

The other night Aunt Edith was in the
nursery making something awful pretty
while she talked to us, w hen she was call-
ed away downstairs by somebody, and
she looked so prett as she said good night
to us, her eyes were so happ. like,and she
hugged us both so hard that Joan said
afler she had gone, “Guess that man who
takes Aunt Edith out driving and to the
Opera house evening's, down stairs,”

“Little girls shoul .'nt speak of a gent'e-
man like Mr. Dunbar is such a disrespect-
ful way Joan,” I said.

“Well, I do'nt care. He's & MAN, and
he takes Aunt Edith outand he leans over
her when she plays the piano just like—
like ="

“Little girls should mind their own bus-
iness und not talk about things which do
not concern them, mother says."”

“Boys tco” was Joan's saucy answer,
after which I felt that I had’'nt much more
to say just then. The next, day Aunt Edith
was with usafter lessons were over and
she brought a little book 1 used _often to
see her rending when she would be  sitt-
ing in herroom. I have heard her read
little bits out of it, some thing about
“wine, a loaf of bread, and I'HOU,” and
could’nt see just how it could make her so
happy looking; but perhaps I did’'nt quite
understand the meaning of it, and it
sounded different the way she read it to
what it does when I say it over. So when
Aunt Edith laid the little book down on
the table Tasked her the name of it and
she told me: -

“The Rubiayat.”

“That's o funny name, Aunt  Edith,”
I said. “Andthe book’s prettier than its
name.” s

‘“The name is very beautiful Froggie.™
she said. My name is Russel, but for
some reason I do'nt know, when mothe
wants-to be lovelier than ever, and Auny,
Edith wants to pet mne real good, they

sounds nice when they say it that way so
Ido'nt mind. Butas Joan calmly took
possession of the pretty book with such

and said:—"‘I musnt have my book
spoilei Joan. Some one whom I love
very dearly gave me that. I am going
out this afternoon, so I must go and put
it away now. I will tell you a story to-

she came to us she looked just,as pretty
as ever she could Jpok, and she sat
down in the big chair efore the fire,Joan
perched up on one arm of it, and me on
the other. She just seemed to talk straight
ahead that evening, without waiting to
think about anything. The story was all

once; went to her sister's home where
there were a little boy and girl whom she
loved very much, and then she met some
one else who was awful good to her, and
used to take her out places and send her
flowers and:—

“Lean over her when she played the
piano/like Mr. Dunbar does when you
play, Aunt Edith?” interrupted Joan.But
Aunt Edith did'nt get a bit cross, she just
hugged Joan close to her, kissed her curls
and went on: —

“Perhaps so Joan.And one day he made
her very, very happy, for e told her that
he loved her so well that he wanted her to
be with him always and to live with him
‘in his own home forever.” 3

looking than ever when she said that it
was time for us to go bed, and then went
down stairs to see Mr. Dunbar. The next
day she went out, foradrive with him,and
that was the beginning of it. Joan's one
glimpse of her pretty bookmade her want
to see it again. Soin she went to Aunt
Edith’s roomand got it from where it laid
on her little table. And she brought it in-
to the old nusery; or playroom, for wé are
too old to have a nursery, Joan is eight
and [am eleven. Then sheand I read it all
through. But we liked the outside of it
best. It was the prettiest, soft white
leather with big gold letters on it, andthe
name we made it out to be was “The
Rubiayat of Omar Khyam,"

It was the/ silliest - thing 1 ever
read, but perhaps we thought so hecause
we did'nt know what it meant. And all
over it there were little pencil marks
which I suppose Aunt Edith put there,
and on the white edge of oneor two of
the leaves there was a date written, One
of them was only a few days ago. Joan
made some remarks that T thought did
not sound very respectful to Aunt Edith
and I took her to task about it, so from
one thing to another it went on, until I
slapped Joan's cars and made her put the
book away before anything wou'dhappen
to it. Things went on very well fara week
or two after that,and one evening mother
told us that if we would be gqod, she
would allow us to-.go down inthe draw-
ing room after dinner, as it was Aunt
Edith’s birthday. So. we promised and
crossed our hearts to make mother sure
that,we meant what we said, and when
the time came we went down. We had
lots of goods things that night, and Mr.
Dunbar said how much Joan looked like
Aunt Edith. I said that she was'nt half

call me Ifroggie, so I suppose it's a pet

Aunt Edi - were here all the time, sh'c

name, even if it is'nt very pretty: 'I?J\_}r

89 pretty; and helaughed and told Auntie
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JOAN IS MY SISTER

that‘‘children always told the truth,” Then
she asked him to sing something, and he
sangthe prettiest song, while she played for
him. Iremember someofit,it was somuch
more easy to remember than that business
about the “Bough, and THou" that I heard
Aunt Edith read. Did'nt Mr. Dunbar sing
that song just great? I could'nt help won-
dering if Aunt Edith had'nt told us that
story wrong, and that he was lonely instead
of the girl. For he sang like as if he was
Jjust so awful lonely he wanted her and no
one else in the world.
“Love, I am lonely, years are so long,
I want you only, you and your song;
Dark is life’s shore love, night is so deep,
Leave me no more love, sing me to
sleep.”
About a month after Aunt Edith's birth-
day she came into thenurseryoneevening,
and her eyes were réd and she cried when
Joan put her arms around her neck, and
Auntie hugged me so close 1 almost cried.
And she told us an awful sad story, about
how the little girl was never going to
the nice man’s house after all, that the
n'ce man had changed his mind, and that
they had a quarrel over something, und
neither one would be the first to say they
were sorry, and then Aunt Edith cried
harder than ever. I could'nt say a word,
I just hummed softly,
“Sing me to sleép love, you alone,
Of all the world seem all mine own;
Nothing is faithful, nothing true,
In Heaven and earth but tGod and you.”
I don't know wha. made me do that,
but Aunt Edith put her arms around we,
Jand szid something after she felt better
‘that soundeéd like:— .
“But he says I'm NOT true, Froggie.
And I do love him well enoagh- to die for
him.  And-—he's wrong Froggie, and he's
going away.”
Very soon she went away for a day or
two, and Mr. Dunbar never came near the
house.  But she had left her pretty book
on the table, and just because I told Joan
that she must’'nt touch it, she went and
got it, laid it down on the floorto read it
hefore-the fire; and with her face between
her hands and her heels kicking up in the
air, took possesssion of the hearth rug, I
don’t exactly know how the rest happened
but before many minutes there was
ablot of ink ever so big on one of the
pretty pages, and Joan began to yell at
the top of her lungs. ’ ¢
[ ‘““There now” she screnmed “You've
spoiled it, and I'll tell Aunt Edith thdt
you did it." '
““‘And I'll tell her that you stole it," I re-
plied, but Ireally felt sorry for the poor
kid, for I knew that she was crying more
from fear than anything else. So I said:,
i “Never mind Joan. We'll fix it. Well
blot it up and then we'll scrape it off. It1l
never show,” ,
C“Wont it?" asked Joan. between her
sobs. “‘Not a bit" bravely answered I,
a though I did’'nt believe it really.
© Well, we laid it on the table, and then
‘we blotted it first and scraped it after and
it did'nt look so very bad. But I kind of

Just as we were going to put it away
sJoan reached out her hand for something,
and over went the whole bottle of ink on
the pretty pages, over the coverandevery-
ring and Joan just howled. I waspretty
rightened myself, so I said;—

“Wel hide it Joan, and we'll buy her
another for a Christmas present. And
perhaps she wo'nt miss it till then.”

That kind of quieted Joan, and she went
and got her savings bank and mine, to see
how much money we had saved for
Christinas. We had two dollars between
us, and, ‘I guess’, said Joan, “we’ll get a
book like that for fifty cents.” We
did'nt get a chance to buy it before
Aunt  Edith came back, and of course
we thought she'd miss the book at once.

it until she was back - nearly a fortnight.
Then she asked mother at breakfast one
morning if she hud seen it, but mother
had'nt, and Joan and I looked so innocentl
I guess it never crossed Aunt Edith's
mind that we knew afything about it.
We did'nt hear any more pretty stories
after she came back; they were all as sad
as they could be, and she used words 1
did'nt quite understand about ‘‘hastily
judging others™ and “life long regrets”
that sounded very sweet and sad, and 'l
often caught her singing softly and in a
voice which sounded as if there were tears
in jiti—

“Love I am lonely, years are so long,

I want you only, you and your song;

PDark is life’s shore love, night is so deep
Leave me no more love, sing me' to sleep.”
Well one day Joan and I got a chance
to get out after thie book. Auut Edith
and mother were away to some Christmas

money and the old book so we would
know what kind to get exactly: We wenp
to ever so many stores but could not get
one, until at last it was getting dark and
thestreet lights were lit and we thought
we had bébter go home. We had only one

more place togo, and then we got what
we had been looking for, and it was Just
the same as the one that Aunt Edith had,
The same size, and same color, the same
everything, and Joan and [ felt awful
wlad thni, we found it. So we told the
clerk toputit up for us, but when we asked
her how mueh it was she told me that it
was five dollars. k 5
“It's a special edition of the Rubiayat,

-] ““Am I forgiven ?”

but if she did she never said a word abou {»

it all to her, *told her how we had spoiled
Aunt Edith's, and all ‘the rest of it; but
all ‘she said was that she was very sorry,
but we would have to give her the five
dollars before she could let us have it,

Joan cried great big tears, butshe did'm(
roar as she always does, and then a gentle-
man who had been standing down in the
store with his back to us, came up to the
counter where we were, and who was it
but Mr. Dunbar,

“What's the matter Froggie?' he asked
and then Joan and I told him all about it,
showed him Aunt Edith’s old book and
asked him  what we could do, He looked
the spoiled hook over and smiled a sad
kind of smile at the page that had written
on it “Lennox, Best Beloved.,” and the
date of that evening she went down
stairs so happy and smiling. Then he put
it in his pocket and told us to never mind;
that he would pay for the book, only we
must never tell Aunt Edith,

5 “But you mus'nt tell her either” said I,
*For we do'nt want her to know that this
is not her very own.”

“And could’'nt you put the little marks
on it, Mr. Dunbar?' Joan queried wist-
fully. Mr. Dunbar thought for a moment
and replied:—

“That'll be just the thing, you dear
children. But you'll have to leave it with
me until tomorrow.,”

“Tomorrow's Christmas Eve, Mr, Dun-
bar” said I.

‘That's all right Froggie. It} be in
good time.” And then he took us into
the nearest confectionery store and

bought us lots of good things. He said
he would see us safely home, and on the
way we told him all about Aunt Edith
and the stories she used to tell us, and
how sad they were now, and of how often
she sings that song he sang the night of

He did'nt say very much until we got
near home, and his voice sounded kind of
stern and firm as he said: —

“Now Froggie, do'nt you tell her you
saw me. Hush! Nou another word,” for
we were at our own doorstep and he had
left us. o

Mother and  Auntie were notin until
after we were, and  we never said a word
of anything tothem. But the next after-
noon when they went out again, Mr. Dun-
bar came and gave me the hook with thosc
queer little marks all over it, only the
writing on the pages did'nt look a bit like
hers. , And I saw in one place the words
I amsure those were
not in Aunt Edith’s book, but I did'ntcare
much just as long as she got it safely.

“Now if that bears the message I want

OVER WENT THE WHOLE BOTTLE

her birthday, and of how she hugs us I»oth

l '

Aunt

Edith.

A

t to safely, Froggice”said Mr., Dunbar
“vou and Joan can have anything in the
world that T can buy you. Letters have
failed.  Perhaps the old Omar will work
aspell.”

“We want Aunt Edith to tell us pretry
stories again. and her eyes to sparkle like
they used to, before—"

“The bad man made herunhappy. was
it Froggie "

“Yes indeed Mr.
love Aunt Edith-"

Dunbar. We just

“There are niore *han youlove her Frog. !

But I'must go. Now do'nt forget where
to put thut book™ and then he was gon

So Joan and I took it and put it where
the old one used to be, and we hid in the
shadows of the hall when she came and
we heand her say as if she was speaking
Lo some one:—

“Why there's my Rubiayat!
it come from

Where did

Then she sat down in her cute little
rocking chair, and after she opened the
book her checks got a rosy red, and she
turned the pages over and over, her eyes
looking like they used to, and the happy
look bidck in her face again. After she
fixed her hair which wasall touzzeled
with the wind she said right out loud:—

“The Rubiayat brought him to me, and
has brought him backagain.” I do'ntknow
what she meant by that but Joan and I
made up our minds that we would get,
Mr. Dunbar to tell her the truth about
the book, since she did'nt seem to be a ljt’

cross about it.  Aunt Edith was as lmppy‘ﬂ

as the next one that evening at dinner
time, and her face flushed rosier than,

b
ever when the door bell rang. Mother

hustled Joan and I oft to the nursery, and

said she would be up in a little while to
help us hang upour stockings, and it
seemed to me that it was hours and hours
afterwards that Aunt Edith came into-my
room, leaned over me in the bed, and
kissed me over and over again, while!l
heard her say: - H

“Dear, dear old Froggie. You and Joan
have made me very happy,” and I think [
felt a tear fall on my face, but if Aunt
Edith was crying it was a happy cry, nat
asad one.

I guess there's not much more to tell.
1 Christmas Day Mr Dunbar hai dinner
with usin the evening, and when the
I gifts from the tree were given away I got
i the beautifulest gold watch ever a hoy
| could have, and a little ecard was with §t
| that read: —

| “For.Froggie boy, with the complimetits
'of Omar Khyaam." 7

| Joan got agirl's watch with her own
name and the same words, and when Mr.
Dunbar saw them he said:—‘Long live
Omar and the Rubiayat.” Fria s

Aunt Edith lookedsweetly pretty as sl;:c
leaned on his arm and smiled like her
very own self at him as he asked her: -

“You will echo my —ish dearest, will
you not?" and her reply was: —

“With all my heart Lennox. 1 shall
not soon forget the lesson I so bitterly
learned.  Oh! my beloved, but for those
two children—" t .

“We might have been separated for-
ever, dear heart. But Ishall not soon
forget my lesson either—"he said, and
then I do believe he kissed her; and T ain
positively certain that in the maftter ‘of
the watches, Mr. Dunbar and nobody else
was Omar Khyam.
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The average woman finds it hard to decide just what to “‘give that,
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le strap $106.00.

5 cents to $1.80, 14 to 24 incaes.

Men'’s all-wool Sweatets 75¢, $1.00, 1.25, 1.50, 2.00, 2 490, 2.35.
are of heavy fine wool, in cardinal, navy and white. Also in the favorlte
club colors, such as Abegweits and Victorias and in Gymnasium colors as

How about a Gladstone bag in imitation Alligator leather, with brass
mountings for $3 95. Smaller size 3 55. These are 20 and 22 inch bags.
Or a suit case in imitation lcather, 22 inches $2. 40,

inches $2 Go.

Another do .ble strapped %4 25, these in olive and russet leather.
A handsome one in olive or russet solid leather, brass mounted steel

leather lined throughout,

And we have club bags, in russet leather from %2.20 up.
14 inch, $3 10; 16 inch, $3 50 ; large shepe 16 inch, $4 Ho.
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Aund we have an elegant Sweater, especially made for the young ladies’
in 3 sizes, color cream and special mease $1.15 any size..
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Always a welcome gift and perhaps you can afford to pay a little
more for them “just at Christmas.”
Boys’ Flannelette and Zephyr, Shirts, some with collars, some with- .
out, 35¢, 50¢, 750, 85 cents. {
Good warm wonl Shirts soc and S5c.
Men’s Shirts in fancy Zephyr and percales, either soft or stiffi bosoms,
special patterns for Xmas 85 cts,$1.00, 1.15, 1.35.
Best line of White Shirts for 65 cts up to $1.55.
Heuvy woolea or Wnitted Shirts 50 cts, $1.95.
’ v
MEN AND BOYS' CAPS
In all the new shapes and styles 5oc. 75¢, goc. §1.15, 1,25, 1.50.
Fur Caps, $2 95, 3.98, 4.76 8.25, Thesé are of Astrachan and Persian dtri
Lamb, \ ' !
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