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[ ¥3 H, yeah?" $
“Oh, decidedly yes," re-
plied Mr, Burton, gently.
“You think you are very hard-boiled
and ultra-modern, now that you are
& pretty young miss of twenty-one
years, But don't for heaven's sake
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et so cynical that you don't believe
Fn any Christmas spirit.”

*Christmas spirit be hanged,” snap-
ped Dot, the pretty young daughter,
“All everybody does at Christmas 1s
buy a whole lot of things for their
friends just because they know their
friends are going to buy something
for them. And everybody lives in|
agony for fear they have forgotten
to send somebody a Christmas card,
I say Christmas is the bunk—it's just

6¢ ADDY, who is Santa Claus?"*
What a simple question!
But how difficult to-answer!
It 15 a question that has been asked
by chiliren—and not a few grown-
ups—for more than fifteen hundred
years.
Think ot 1t! Fifteen hundred years
old, and still a new question! -
And why?

a

; im Wise Men

another holids

. S50 cfectly Because Santa Claus is the most
} T SIPRose avaUd he  TRE Bl famous, the most widely known and
happy if none of your fllv!}ds or the most beloved of all legendary
uny“(lwr (h;-‘ L«n:(:llvlet;w;r“"-ne“l)(r:: 2. characters the world over, = We in!
anything his wristmas? as ey totheral
brother Bill from the other side of Cottls g:l:m:lﬂmc‘;'l:. hJ{ITcsolu:uogl?l:r..oNoel,.

the. table

or Kriss Kringle. They all mean the
same.

Do you know who he is? Can you
answer this childish question?

Suppose w. try.

In the first place, it must be made
clear that Santa Claus, or St.
Nicholas, cannot be assoclated with

{988 AUty I VIES that bind Scots to thelr | Christianity just because he hap-
its 80 | pens to pay us a visit on the day we
said Bill

y 1f 1 could be .
eren’'t giving me |
wuldn’t bother. |
;New Year
|
|

clk his chair and pre-
Oh, Bill," he called |

BRLT e s e el brate the birth of Christ. Strange
AlosBIv. dFasy v celebrate the birth ot Christ. ang
g1opely d“,“" tcgel}'ler a8 as it seems, Christmas and the Santa
the anunual festical of New Year, Clausian festival, now so inseparable,
For generations the celebration of |are nevertheless quite unrelated,1
to ! Christmas Scotla yas  prac- Christmas, as the very name im-
(M| t,h“ PRa “? ,bcob mdtl‘ihl 1p o plies, is distinctly a Christian rite,

lly ignored, 2 R R although a similar day, under a dif-
ignored, but this is

s to
wat his

NO | ferent name was celebrated long be-
the ‘recogriition "of | fore the birth of Christ. The ancient
,f | Druids in England, long before the
conquering hordes of Romans and
Norse, held feasts and festivals at
about the same time of the year that
we look for the appearance of Santa
Claus.

ically.
r true

Sure, ,but don’t rope
I don’t think that way. {
“Don't get excited, son, What I+
ealled you here for was to devise
some . scheme whereby we could 'season is tending rapidly through-
knock a bit of that eynicism from her out Scotland,  Yet it is still true to
head.  It's becoming a little too!say that in most homes the New Year
strong in one 50 young.” 4 ations hoid-the favorite place, In other countries too—in Greece,
(e); hat's different,” sald Bill ese begin on New Year's' Eve or in Rome, In Egypt, as early as his-
ed; {Hogmanay, as it is called. ~Every tory records, the winter solstice was
son tallked in the lib- | h hold lays in the fullest stores the occasion for revelry and festivity.
ninutes, dn subdued [of meat, and all manner of cakes and All of which doesn't tell us much
confections it can.afford, as well as about Santa Claus.
supplies of whiskey and port wine, Suppose, for a while, we change
can look :(f(l'll“,« becially for those who “don’t taste ‘his name to St. Nicholas.
gements and ¢ pt at New Year''! Every exile £} £
1s he crossed | from the family circle is present if Patron Saint of Russia
{at all ble, as family reunions Some time in the fourth century
Jur- are the special feature of the occa. | (the actual date is not known), there
ful how | sior lived in Lycia the Archbishop of
2 somebody Myra. So great-hearted a man was
| he that he became the patron Saint
of 'both Russia and Italy, z
This man was of huge proportions
He was beloved because he protectca
the wealk against the strong; the poor
good agains.

and
y and the holding
s and festivitles at this

he'll get wises I'll

“First-Footing""

As New ve wears on, par-

from all parts of the town or
> make for the square, town

narket cross, whichever is
ular rallving’ ground There
1ughing group:
nd the New
teclamation and
hanged between

1 a few weel

Wrong

* | against the rich, the
| the evil.
All through the land he went leav-/
ing happiness in his wake, where

Thristmas

pood wish

istress and misery had been before.

But on December 6, 842, so history
vecords, he died—in the flesh, but
not in the spirit.

For many years after, great feasts
were held in his honor on this date,
and the spirit of Saint Nicholas was
supposed to return and leave gifts on

fore children wore stockings, they

‘| would place their “‘sabots' or wooden
shoes by the fireplace for 8t.
Nicholas to fill. If they had been
good boys and girls throughout the
year, their shoes were stuffed with

4 pjaythings and nuts and candy; if
they were naughty children, a small
rod was placed beside the shoe as a
lesson to the child.

HAT night a strdy . nbeam
found its wn{ throug! 0 trees
and cast its light upon the little

cottage In the clearing, making {t
bright and cheertul in the lllmlll’lglll.
gloom of the forest, ¥

Inside the cottage all was bright
and cosy. The flames and sparks.
danced and crackled merrily in the
| fireplace, shedding a soft, shadowy
Blow about the room,

Seated in front of the fireplace, ag
old man sat renulnf. On er knee
sat twq small children, ‘.tholr eyes
bright . with

listengd ‘to the age-old
Nicholas, : B SV ke B
“The old man stopped reading and

raised his head to listen.

Strange how' we, a supj y
highly civilized people, still celebrate
occasions as old as time itself, St,
Valentine’'s Day, Hallowe'en,
Thanksgiving Day and Christmas, all
were ‘‘holidays' when men clad in
skins roamed the woods in search

of food,
Santa's Wife i

But wait. We've forgotten some-
thing.

Who was Santa's wife?

Now there is a poser?

In Italy, the childrén, while they
believed Saint Nicholas ‘'was their
patron saint, worsnipped his wife
instead. Rather a slap in the face
for good old Saint Nick.

Unfortunately, her story is con-
siderably more legendary than the
story of Santa Claus. In her youth,
when told that the three wise men
were passing by her window, she
refused to look. Just why she re-
gretted this so much is not quite
clear, but at any rate, she tried to
atone for her mistake by making
the Italian children happy. And
contrary to most goddesses she was
reputed to be very ugly.

Rather than steal any of her Lus-
band's thunder, she holds her own
little celebration on the 6th of
January which was her birthday.
There is a Santa Claus
And here is a question for the
grown-ups,
Is the Clausian festival dying out?
Why should this race, with all its
culture and education and lack of
superstition, believe in Banta Claus?
Because industry won't let it.
Because children will always be-

But gradually th
celebration faded in favor of ti
festival at Christmas, He is no
known in this country, under h
German ‘‘nom de plume”, Sani
Claus, and his spitit returns o
Christmas day laden with gifts to
Many hundreds of years ago, be-

such occaslons.

lieve in the supernatural as long as
narents see fit to let them believe.
So every industry, whether. it be
1@ manufacture of railway engines
> the preparation of dill pickles, de-
'nds to a varying degree on the
iristmas festival. 4
Therefora we can’t let it dle,
All hail Santa Claus! There really
15 one!

on shop-
or parcels

ging of ‘“‘Auld

everybody.
L

hen
friends. i s are well
plied with friendly offerings such
iwistmas Dot |as shortbread, cake, fruit, wine, and
the dinner oiten a piece of coal which is con-
{suh-:w d to bring good luck, Some
" she asked. |gift must be taken, however modest,
Christmas? [for to arrive without it would be sure
g ill-luck on the house visited,
vay ? | And it must be a dark person who
his throat ana  ac rst-foot,” for only such
1, who winked are r led as bringing good luck.
5 | The first-footers ave out for a night
my dear, I think we all have |of it and proceed from house to
10use, keep up their friendly
1ls until the carly hours of the
{morning, For those of more serious
outlook, there are w: teh-night ser-
8 in the chu but after the
service. the  worshippers generally
start their mission of fir
i

h

betore Cr
it at

room . . . .

held in the. churches for
lie ¢hildren, and a constant round of
iting g0es on among relations and

‘oothall matches and other
s are also on the day’s
Yy custom all works are
sod for a week, but for some years
e has heen an iner asing desire
o reduce the holiday period, ; PAr

TMAS IN JANUARY

is not recognized as
the 25th of December
races, such as
brate January ¢
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T
care what anybody says. I'll g0 coo-
€00 I stay ‘he !,

iden,” said
drive you
Le two of them left

" Were gone for about an hour,
Ling his own time about get-
and back,
Ot came from the front room
inkle \'._11 n they came around to the frent |
the, 0f  the .howse and . entey
thot d along the

t had the p

things yweve J a
than they should be, Sud-
1. Wwas passing the wide
ng into the front room,
on.  She jumped
simultaneously
s and laughter

HEY had forgotten!

All day the thought was tight-
ing its way to the surface of
John’s mind but for Anna's sake he
held it hidden: Now, out under the
stars, ot burst forth in all the tor-
ment of a disappointed heart,
Christmas Eve—and they had for-
gotten !

The words =tood out nakedly be-
fore his haunted eyes. It must be
faced. John could fight no longer.
He had come out. to the barn to
get away from the look “in Anna's

t looked in amazement, There
In the front room she gaw a huge
s tree, all decorated tvith

' ? crnaments and lights, with| eyes; Apna still bell ved in miracles,
i C 10w spread all around and She thdught they would come.

Vel 103 i With parcels wrapped in | Miracles !

e ; £0 o § o nd white tissue. The John's thin face quivered and his
J 1 nything, You ecan't the tree was littered mouth set in lines of bitterness, He

deny : Around the room sat
Dot Bit ner Sia i r stood a sente or. more~of her| ' A 1i ot happen in
SOt DIt het Uip, She knew she was |ifriehds ang A 3 miiielmms did no Pp!
hodrad. i they cried in High on the topmost bench ot a
i British Columbia valley John Morri-

passed a weary hand over his eyes.
the

W micht at ry Christmas,’

! ¢ ited I think

t Ly ¥ 14 t am up- g too stunne NEAn] ‘he | SOn bad located his farm, Crazy
i ) ) ;:.4 Ir ,;,;~ i 1’;,3;,‘:‘1;."‘ to speak. She they had called him when he had
friend I if struck hy an | i climbed so far up the hillside, crazy
n v MR i o cd at the last minute | ¢4 plant his trees so near the clouds.
A\ | “‘,”"' b & oto have a Christmas ccle- | 1o listened to no one. He wanted
t ( {bpasRAL a4 'opiter all. Would you eara to | rreadiom for his children * to grow,
t 1 v et i b '(‘ X “'f"""‘““:“‘:""" You | space to develop a farm to hand his

v 1 e I ha AR S0 ‘1'3""' l.l“‘“’ Wollt| son when the proper time came.

Lh itest flame | vited to sit tn ery LUt you-dre in- | “ihe time had.coma and passed,

3 D Wt 111 Moe s in and watch, Farm and trees were still there,
I te 500 Dot recovered her voice, “"Merry | but the childrcn were, gone. Gone,
{Christmas all” she cried, “Hello, | because they did not like the loneli-
rlw‘ Harry, haven't scen you since you |ness of clouds and hiliside, because

1. | BOt t.  Hello, Mary. this | they could not play with stars.

a4 surprise, all right,” John'’s heart ached with memories

Tell' h are, that She
Wi istmas pres. stop studdenly and looked at hep|of them,

ents t e was sarcastle agiin, her eyes blazing. “pyt A soft thud and the sohbing sigh
HRov S far be it from me to sit around and | of a cow in the stable brushed across

spoil  your his thoughts,

t me tell'y this A
ou this '“;}f h bresentations I'n

I've

and boug t

Hnow ' Ohel },,‘],u"‘, ,.n', rotire and-let you enjoy yourselves,” | Christmas’ Eve! ;

golng to gibe. ewve thom | HOT eyes were misty with teaps, Anna believed in miracles  but
aw: too.  1'll > them to some Mrs. Burton spoke up. “Now, Daq, | ABna was wrong. They had for-
charitable organization, And you,” |l think wwe've carried this thing too gotten. 2

glie finished, turning to her father, |12f. Dot,” she sald, turning to her Trdln Comes and Goes

“will have to pay for them. too |9aughter, “all the Christmas boxoes Far down the valley a faint clear
Serves you right for not letting me | that you were 80 ansious to give| whistle sounded. The night train!
in on your BIG secret.” She turneq | AWay were not ven away nat gl), |Jo'n stitfened. The snorting and
and ran out of the room. Mr. Burton |They will be delivered hnck here fn | PU ‘ing of the {ron monster came

ly tuo nis ears but the whistle
. it thundered

a few minutes. You can

Join in the|lo
same as the rest,

smiled.
It was all a big diu not sound again

Quiet Evening at Home

Christma Ay HPritiec { Joke. Your father ney il a on His fiyure sagged and the light
m "‘”,II,‘,”: ‘fl“l:"'} ,';‘,',:"gn‘ ?l';(.l"‘:"”_‘t’:“r'l [that we svere not givip ,-.r_‘,.,?!]; faled from his eyes, 5
home. But of the whole day the even. | (118, ¥ear. The cards he sent were It was pertect Christmas weather.

was the worst for Dot, Invitations to this paity, Some snow had fallen but now the

Phe four of then were sitting tn| But Mr.  Burton ety persisteq, | 51118 shone bright and close, Over

Larch Hill a moon etched the truhks

the den.  Not a sound ecame from | 'Well, if ehe comes In here, she's bold bright

wny of them, got to vsvrlously admit that there is
Sln.'Mn-nI{v Dot Jumpea up from her |something to Christmag after all.”
shair and threw her book on the ‘'Oh, T do!" cried Do, b
table, laughter and tears, b & rea'llve(::;"e?
"‘l can't stand this Rny1 longer," [ never realized unt|| 1 thought | ‘wns
she said in desperation, “'I'm j0ing | going to miss it I'm terrib)
to deliver those Christmas presents [ I think the Christmas :plrlt yu!::;:: .';2,,1',?:,,':“",'1,'.,1"; r":u:d ;;utmln \oh
to the rellef headquarters, I don't|derfull” Bhe was & big raw-boned womasn

of the silver birch in
lines. John's heavy footste
erunched wearily on the froZen
ground as he started down to the
house,

Anna was decorating a tree . oA

Jhe Christmas Miracle

Over the air came a Christmas
Carol trilling sofily into the

with strong brown hands and quick’
heavy movements. Her grey halr
was drawn tightly buck from a plain
brown face, wrinkled in a fine n.t-
work--a heritage of years lived in
the crisp outdoors. :

When John came in she smiled.

Anna's smile had brought him by
many and varied milestones.  Still,
when he saw it something stirred
deep down in John's being and he
silently worshipped.

Now he shut the door carefully
| and sat down with a low sigh,
| “Lovely night, mother,
Christmas weather."

She turned ‘back to her tree and
he could not know that the smile
{had vanished and that her lips
quivered.

Mother Saves Trinkets

“‘I'm glad, John, for it the children
are comin’ it will be easier for them
than if it was deep snow."”

John looked at her, wonder in his
tired eyes, '

‘‘Anna, you aren't still expectin'
them?" ¢

She turned sharply, both hands
hard down on the table behind her.

‘'Hxpectin’ them? Of course I am,
John, It's Christmas. They won't
The night train s just in;
they might have been on that."
stirred uneasily. Anna

Real

laughed.

“If they were, likely they got oft
at Salmon Arm to get Laura. Yon
know Jim would have to bring
Laura, They might all come bust-
lin® in tha* door . , .

ER eyes were bright, John could
not know she was praying the
door would open. He leaned forward
in his chair and his worn hands hung
hopelessly hetween his knces

‘'They’'ve forgotten. Anna. 1 didn't
think they could, but I'm afraid
they have. - What do you and 1
matter now? They're on their feet.”

He stood up and looked at the
little tree.

“You fixIn' all this for ‘em,

other. Hven savin all these pret-
&-. It fsn't fair.''

His eyes misted as he fingered a
little tinseled star hanging at the
top of the tree. It was battered and

.
“Gosh, I remember when we got

this dinkus. For Hileen's first tree,
weren't jt?"’

Anna smiled shakily.

*‘Yes, John, and do you remembe:
how she wanted the pretty star tha:
had fallen off the top of the hill,
Eileen was the clever one,*

She laughed proudly. John's smile |
was bitter. |
‘‘Clever, yes, and we scrimped and
saved to send her to school,, When
she's finished she goes off to the

city, because its lonely here,'"

Anna came around the table and
put her hand through his arm

‘‘But it is lonely here, John, and
Eileen is so young.”

She fingered the star.

He flung away from the table and
out to the kitchen,

‘‘Look, it's eleven o'clock; soon be
Christmas Day, Do you think we
wouldn't know by now if they were
comin'?’*

His voice was gruff and angry.

“I'm goin’ to bed. Come, Anna, 1t
ain’t no use.”

Anna stood rigid by the little tree.

‘‘John !"

She sounded small and frightened.

‘“Walit until midnight. Oh, John,
1 can't bear it, I can’t.”

Great dry sobs shook her frame,

her hands moved in little questing
circles before her. £
“Don't, Anna, don't.”. He was

leading her to a chair. *'It won't
help any . . "

She rocked back and forth as she
held his hands.

‘'It's Jim, Oh,
where he was."”

Jim!

John's thoughts rushed back to
that early spring day when he and
the boy stood in the orchard.

“You are twenty-one to-day, Jim,"
he had sald, and 1t's all yours."

Jim sald “No{"

John &till writhed at the pitter
words clashing and meeting between
them, still flinched as he remember-
ed Jim's fipal,

“I'm going!"

Pride kept him from calling the
boy back. Pride still kept the smile
on his lips even as deep within fear
coursed through his veins, for he,
too, wondered about Jim.

He put a gentle hand on Anna's
shouider,

“Jim's all right, Anna, wherever

e is."

it I only knew

A Knock on the Door
Anna stralghtened ang wiped her
eyes.

“Laura knows where he is,

%, DETTYLAMONT

She'll come with them to-night,

Yu!etic!c

By A FAMOUS CHEF

T Christmas time, more than
any other in the year, tradi-
tional English dishes come into
our 1931

Ythc!t' own, Consequently,

| Christmas fare will not be so very |

different from that our forefathers
enjoyed,

No matter how good its ingredients,
a Christmas dinner can be rulned
through insufficient attention being
paid to details. I have prepared
many hundreds of them, so perhaps
some hints I have found useful may
be worth passing on.

You cannot do better: than start
your dinner with a good soup. Here
is the recipe for hare soup, a favor-
ite of the great Charles Dickens:

Roast a hare and then pound it in
a mortar. Fry some carrots, onion,
celery, raw ham, thyme and parsley
with butter. Add more butter to the
pounded mixture, Cook over a slow
fire.

An alternative Christmas soup ‘s
cockle leekie, made' with the neck,
feet and giblets of our friend the
turkey, boiled with’ leeks, carrots,
turnips and celery.

A#8 to the turkey itself, bear these
points  in mind when choosing the
bird: j

A cock turkey is better than a hen.

Heads should be red, and eyes
bright,

Feet should be supple, and legs
black and smooth to the touch.
Breasts should be firm and skin
unbroken,

Bread crumbs and sausage meat
are the best stuffing for turkey, and
I think the ideal accompaniments are
roast potatoes, green salad and bread
sauce, 8

Roast beef is the alternative to tur-
key, and it is certainly more tradi-
tionally English. To go with it pro-

you'll see.’””

*‘To-night!"

John was losing patience,

‘‘Anna, the night is nearly over,
See—a quarter to twelve, They
aren’t coming.'

Heavy crunching footsteps sound-
ed on the snowy ground. A knock
sounded. Anna flung up her head.

“John!" Her eyes shone, *John
+ » « Open the door.”

John stumbled forward,

“on 1"

John hung weakly to the door, A
long sigh escaped "Anna's lips, but
her. smile choked it back as she
-came toward the man.

“Why, Mr. Brakes, what you doin’

way up here on a night like this?

erry Christmas!”

‘Telegram came over from Salmon

‘m fer you, John, and a speclal

livery letter., My missus allowed
¢ might be from the kids, &0 she
nur,rled me right off to bring it to
ye.'

He fumbled in the folds of his
heavy mackinaw,

‘“Here she be.”

Anna :hd John looked at each
other.

“Telegram? It's
from Jim.”

John's fingers trembled as he tore
it open.

“I can't see. Where
glasses, Anna?”

“Here, John, here."

Together, they trembled over the

p of yellow paper.

‘‘Merry Christmas, Mother and
Dad. Listen in over CKWX at
midnight sharp if you want a
surprise, Love.  Eileen and
Jim,”

The Christmas Mirncle

Anna was weeping and lnughlng.

‘'John, they didn't forget. ee
they didn't forget . . . and Jim's at
Vancouver with Eileen. Come in,
Mr. Brakes, we forgot you for a
minute. You forgive us, don't you?
Oh, John, John."

She crumbled into a chair, flung
her apron over her head and sobbed.

John's eyes were shining as he
read the telegram again.

You were right, Anna, they didn't
forget.” 3

He flung up his thead.

“‘Anna . . . the radio . .
to listen in . . .»

The chimes of the old clock in the
kitchen broke in.

‘‘Midnight! Listen, Anna {91y KSR
a surprise . . . what would it be,
now?" d

E flung the telegram on the table

and rushed to the radlo. His gray

hair fell over his forehead and his
%zmy eyes shone in his thin, brown
ace.

John, open it

are my

. they say

Over the air came a Christmas
carol, trilling softly into the room,
filling the corners with a sweet rush

of melody, . . . “Silent night, holy
night.”
Anna lay back in her chair. She

had won . . . her bables had remem-
bered. A sob welled up in her
throat. John put out his hand and
touched hers in a firm grip of un-
derstanding.

“This s CKWX . . .»

Anna sat forward. Words poured
into the room, announcing an un-
usual event . someone senaing
greetings . , , then flung out over
the sudden silence . . Eileen's voice
+ . . Eileen's fresh young laugh,

*‘Dad . ., Mother . ., it's Bileen.
She laughed a low, loving chuckle.
‘‘How 1 wish I were there with you
two old dears. Mother, if 1 could
only hedr you speak." Her volce
broke, ‘‘I've got a Christmas pres-
ent for you both and I'm giving it
to you over the radio. I'm loving
ou ... hard. Here's your present.

ood-by. .. ."

“Efleen . ., . walt . ., wait!"

They

always stuck two

close, thoge

Anna was on her knees agajnst
the radio as though by the force of
her will she could drag Eileen into
the room. Nothing answered but
the sputter and crackle of static,

‘‘Oh, my dear, I want you so,"

Bhe'sank with a moan against the

table,
“Hullo, tolks, here's Hileen's

vide horse-radish sauce, roast pota=
toes, brussels-sprouts and, of course,
Yorkshire pudding.

Yorkshire Pudding

The Yorkshire pudding should be
half an inch thick and made of an
equal number of eggs and tablespoon-
fuls of sifted flour, new milk being
added to make a batter the consist-
ency of cream, It should stay in the
oven 20 to 25 minutes.

The most successful Christmas pud-
ding 1s not a result of using the most
expensive fruits; balance—the exact
proportions of this and that—is quite
as important.

Here is.a full recipe:

Mix three-quarters of a pound of
grated bread crumbs with half a
pound of best suet chopped very fine,
In another bowl mix three-quarters
of a pound of sceded and chopped
raisins, three-quarters of a pound of
currants, six ounces of chopped can-
died orange and lemon peel, two
ounces of chopped almonds; add all-
spice, mace, cinnamon, Jamaica’ gin-
ger, powdered cloves, and a little
cayenne pepper. Mix these ingred-
lents thoroughly and add-the bread
crumbs  and . chopped. suet. When
thoroughly mixed add six eggs well
beaten with half a pint of brandy and

milk in equal quantities with six
ounces of sugar.
Mix very, very thoroughly, then

pack the pudding mixture into greas-
ed moulds and boil for six hours at
the time of making and six hours be-
fore they are wanted for the table.
When you put the puddings away
after the first boiling see that cloths
are tied over them' tightly so as to
make the puddings air-tight, and put
them in a dry place.

Serve the pudding very, very hot,
and if you care to sprinkle it with
rum or brandy, be sure not to light
it till the very last moment. I think
custard or brandy sauce are the best
accompaniments.

 Lastly, one or two words about
mince pies. If you make your own
mince-meat, the mixed ingredients
ghould bs kept in. a hermetically
sealed jar for at least a month, being
stirred each week. The right propor-
tions for filling the tartlet moulds
are three-quarters puff pastry to one-
quarter mince-ment. Mince pies
should be scrved very hot, and
brandy sauce makes an excellent ac-
companiment,

I hope that these few hints of mine
will help you to enjoy your Christ-
mas dinner—-to-my mind the most
important meal of the year,

MISTLETOE
Mistletoe: is a small parasitic
growth which appears on certain

types of trees. In ancient times it
was thought to have great magical
properties and it was always in evi-
dence during the holiday season.

*“What's that?” he asked.

From outside the cottage there
came a faint cry, In a few moments
it became louder—now unmistakably
the cry of a child,

The children dashed across
|| foom and opened the door,

“Why'it’'s a little boy,” cried one
f then.

The men brought with him a glows

the

Ing tarch from the fire,

*'Yes, it's a little bo , all right,”
he sald. “But how ony earth guuld
héﬁ Ave wandered so far?"

® picked the' little lad up in his
arms End placed him in the ghnlr by
the fireside. 4

The boy was poorly clad, but his.
face, lighted by the.Zort glow lron:
| the fireplace, was aimost angelic as
he slept the tired sleep of exhaustion
and hunger,

“He must be starved,” said one of
the children. ‘‘Let’s get him gome
broth.” And with that they dashed
out into the tiny kitchen,

No sooner had they retugned when
the little boy awole, rubbed his eyes
and looked about him,

“Where am 12" he asked, wearily.

“Don’t worry, 1ad, you'll be all
right in a minute, ere do you

live?”

“I don't live anywhere,” said the
boy. “I was lost in the woods and
I saw the light from your window,
4nd 'I was awfully tired.”

‘Here have some of this," And
the two. children: offered him the
breug and broth which they had pre-
pared.

When he had finished, the old
mn& spok?ﬂ;ﬂdgnln.

‘‘Now, cl Ten, you must get awa,
to bed, if you axpect Saint Nlc}oluz
to visit to-night.”

“‘But where's he golng to sleept's
asked one of them pointing to
boy in the chalir,

‘I guess you'll have to make

in your bed for him," replied. the
man. “‘There's no place

¥ 0;1: that'll be greatw .

Jd ! o sald

Hildrén together; and " with 3'?.
8 the little strang ey,

()
arm
made for their S
OON all was quietness in the
house. The old man was aitting by,
the fire again, smoking his hugmi
pipe and dreaming of days gone A
and days to come.
Suddenly to his ‘ears came the
sound of musie,
1t grew louder and louder and a
could hear the soft, gentle strains of |
& harp and the melodious singing of

a choir,

The musie avinken_pd the
too, but to theirlgret' surprise’

they awoke they found that the little
stranger had gone.

‘‘Where could he he,” they asked
as they ran to. the window.

Outside the * little clearing was
bright and gay with silver-clad chils
dren. - Each was playing a golden
harp and their volces biended in
wondrous harmony . as they sang a
Christmas carol.

The man watched with a look of
amazement on his face. Surely he
was dreaming? And where had the
lost boy disappeared to?

There came a knock on the door
and when the children opened it
again, who should be standing be-
fore them but the stranger-child, now
richly clad in a silyer costume.

There was a strange radiance
about him as he spoke.

“I am the Christ-child. I spend
my life wandering throughout the
world bringing peace and happiness to
all good children. To-night when I
was lost, you took Me in. When I
was hungry, you ted Me, and when
I was tired you gave Me a place to
rest. I was a poor child, and now
you shall have your blessing.” .

From a nearby fir dree He broke
a twig and planted it in the ground.

‘“This twig," He sald, *‘shall soon
become a tree, and shall bring fortly
fruits and good things year by year
to all who are good and deserving,
for it has My blessing."”

With  that, He' and His men
troupe disappeared into the forest,
and their music gradually died away
until it could no longer ‘be heard.

That 1is the story of the first
Christmas tree, which has since be-
come a part of the Yuletide festival
in every country, '

ks

Jim . .. and I want to shake hands.

Honestly, I do.’
John gripped the top of the radto
« y hard. y 4 3
“Mother, what are you dafng?
Decorating the tree, and  smis
INE vt 8

John looked down. Anna olutched
him around the knees as she koelt,
and she smiled. i,

"Belleve me, mother, that &mile
has hélped me through the last few
months, I'm with Bileen now, and
I'm coming home as soon as 1 caa
get there. Time is about up, dad
« .. I've got to go. . . . Mother, we
would love to be with you to-morrow
« + 4+ just remember that.”

“CKWX signing off , , . Merry
Christmas, cverybudr."

Anna pulled herselt up and Inid a
gentle hand on the speaker.

‘'Isn't it wonderful, John? Out of
the air they came to us.”

Mr. Brakes was blowing hia rose
lustily as be stomped up and down_
theJorrh‘ i

“Mr. Brakes, come in, come ins

He wiped his frosty old eyes pé-
peatedly &

“1 was in but it was too hot,
mam," he sniffed~and blew agalg,

“L heard em, mam. Never heard
the like before, Fine kids, I ses,

hristmar pregent, Dad , , , it's

fine. « . . Mother and father, too,”

1

He wound his muffler securely
around his neck.

*Must go down and tell the missus
+ iy« never heard the like before.’
yJobn Etood by the radio, dreaming,
Jim  would be home in the spring
+ « to help seed . . . to fix the

o

"-Jox%‘i. look—~the letter. See, it's
f;_“’. ura.’t 3

Anna pulled ft from its envelope,

;"\Bqn; Mother and Dad Morrison,
I've ‘heard from Jim. - You have
\ He told me about the
radio surprise. I'm so happy. Nay,
I ecome to-morrow for Christmas dine
her. I do want to be with youy

Laura."
It was an hour past mmu.a:
fime

when John agaln climbed the
tq the stables. Such a short
béfore le had stood there sick at
heart, Now he was nnpiy. :
The moon was low in the aky afid
the .stars bent close in their own
brilliant light. Th& breathless hush
of & sleeping wild hung like a bless-
ng over everything, A restless thud
n the sheds” and the low murmue
of '8 stopped him short, A rustle
f Ray . . . & soft animal aigh, Az
John started forward, then stope

ed with a smlle, . Why should he
Eo.yﬂh Miracles did lup)’m: AL g‘
W that now, -

B

oW

happiness Vas t
P ¥ .tz‘
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