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_ Children, -Christmas eve

, right now.
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BETTY’S CHRISTMAS
EVE

“Mother's coming Chri'slm:xs“ said
Gertrude entering her circle her cir-
cle in the great department store.
“Pine” sald Mina replenishing spool
casas. “I'm going out to Uncle Matt's
—can taste turkey and mince pie
"-“Bill and I are Invited
to Charlie’s. They're having'a swell

party,” said Hattie sorting dress
shields.
Petty ran the comb through the

wavy hair of the dummy
fully and applied a hair-curler. Reso-
Rtaly she snapped the rubber band
into place. Betty was & stranger.
Her room was comfi ble, her sal-
ary sufficient, but companionship she
had not found. Holiday planning
was entirely apart from her. She de-
cided with the snap of that rubber
band that there would be a place in
the Christmas cheer—somewhere—
for her.

Gertrude noticed 'the change in
Betty. “She's getting human,” she
whispered, then *“What's his name,
Sunshine?” she teased, approaching
that familiarity which appertains to
those they like. “You'd be surprised,”
Detty laughed.

On the street car she
gpiration. “Masquerade Ice Carnival,”
the® handbill read, “North River gt
Beaver Bend, Benefit for Crippled
at 8 p. m.”
Eetty's fingers-wefe busy every night
with her costume. While fur trimmed

found her in-

the - bri: 1 jersey. Giolden-haired
Betty knew what to we!

Christmas eve found hLer radiant
and happy, enjoying her favorite
sport. Masked, she did not seem
alone, Suddenly they began changing
partners. Beatty found herself skat-

ing first with one nun, then another.
They enjoyed her easy glide and
graceful turns. A Kkiltie-clad Scotch-
man seemed always ready to take her
hand when another let it go. “Aren't
you tired?” he - asked, “lét's have
lunch.” It had no ‘ed to her
to ba tired—her s
ella slippers, The

was like the mis
stranger must nc
alene and to

would be to inv.te
find my f
skating
ed her w;
found a ” i
a pumpiin
over the ¢

Betty chid
for her unfi
den dismis
ing partnar;

bear to have him know I came
alone.” Happy reflections filled her
Christmas day.

Next morning in the, store girls
wrere relating experiences while put-
ting thelr stock in order. “Well,
Sunshine, did he come?” asked Ger-
trude folding the covercloth. “Of
courze he did,” said Betty caressing
the ‘dummy’'s hair. Her happy face
made her words ring true.

Across the asile stood the depart.
ment manager curiously studying the
group. As he approached the coun-
ter each girl busily sought her own
section, He chipped a flake of wax
from the dummy's = ear and said,
“Miss Betty, I think there's a better
head in the stockroom. Come, let us
see.”

Betty followed him down long
aisles between -rows and rows of
boxes, silently. She trembled. On a
table were heads—brown, blonde,
red, black, Betty studied them crit-
ically.

“Why did you run away last
night?” The voice sounded strange
and uncanny as the dummies looked,
Betly started, “Oh, I—what do you
mean?”  “Just that,” he said: *“I
don't believe you knew I was the
Scotchman.”

“Why, I never dreamed
laughed.

“Then wen't you go with me to the
ice rink tonight? I love to skate with
you, Beity. I do enjoy skating. Then
perhaps you'll htell me why you ran
away."

Betty
1sed.

Back to the main floor they went,
1l of the badly necded head.
“Whero's the new doll, Sunshine?”
Hattie. “There wasn't - any—
—that would do.” Betty was
z mcre cof skating . than of
d dummiss that day and
“ther girl had the demon-

it,” she

laughed happily and prom-

said
that
think

1

stration,

The girls in the cricle did not
w what keeams of B:tty until one
he camie down the aisle chatting

with her husband the depart-
meny manager.,

ki

Little Anne reccived threa dolls a-
her Christmas gifts.. Her a.
wnt supply caused her to become
1tly careless. One day an arm fell
I ene d-ll, exposing the sawdust
“\e'l, you dear obedient
e exclaimed.

“I knew I b
foord fine, but
would chew it sa
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and s.xm\ \\me\\
That befronts a toyshop plce,
an interesting study, M
[t vou watch a little buddy S8
As he p:'cs*:c'»;\clow his fiaces;

5 ‘m'l things lh TG
Id ‘nm lh<'(- !h'- live:
“mm wishing, m"r la hoping;
Bat it's in the dark he's groping. o, !

* . That's a little poor Rid’s vy

% I i ey don't 1ot him louch thgm;
nd loohi—I1 guess that's all. \
* None lo give, nor none to loan them; \
as though he’ll never own lh"m \
D'u-w { seem quile fair, at ail. . \
N

of Christmas & pll‘l!
all? 1s that quite lluc. .,
7 Well, it can Le if we'll make it. 4
 Brighten up a heart—or break it;=
\ll depends on what we dol

Lel's remember all these kiddies;
+ - Nol forget that they are hereld +
- Make some poor tot glad he's h\’mg 7
\ ou can do your share by gn'mg
. Be a Santa-Pal ﬂus )ear.
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Discreet behind its varied curtains
the village was all one curious eye,
and that, directed on the cottage
garden, where the mighty red-berried
holly trees grew, beyond the stumpy
inn. The landlord of the Three
Cranes whistled in his porch that
Christmas Eve. It would be as .well,
thought he, to advise the relict of
Josiah Begg that he in his grandeur
was abroad. Not for him, with his
immense prerogatives as gossip-mon=
ger in chief to Charlton Brough, the
idling slinkiness of his inferiors. No
—miné host was out in the open to
do battle . . . for battle it assured-
ly was, that grim assault upon the
newly made widow's privacy.

It had gone around the village of
Charlton that Mrs. Bagg was leaving
its: bounds. Not to hide her grief in
decency in the village was in itself
a heinous crime against their vaunt-
ed ordinances. But, to leave the vil-
lage—to go abroad: to go to foreign
shores—if Charlton Brough could be
one eye it -ached to be one hoot.

The villagers seethed. Old Josiah
Begg hardly in his grave, and she
not ordered his head-stone even; nor
had she dropped one flower on his
mound. . . and going abroad! Mine
host, well learned man, had but the
night before talked wisely, and pro-
poundly in cynicism, of modern wo-
man. He had also mention:d where
the ducking stool used to stand be-
side the pond. His customers and
cronies had shaken their heads and
repeated all this delicatz allusion to
their spouses, but starkly. For wo-
men's tongues want sharpening, even
though for. agreement. A truc: was
in the village. No household quar-
relled; tme passetl along the cnor-
mous ways of speculation and con-
tempt that the relict of Josiah Eegg
had opened.

A dozen gawkish men had shavad
each day from the time when oli
Begg's illness began. Two had been
loudly acclaimed to have adjured
drink for ever. Throe had affected
collars for their every cvening wear
and one had bought a bicycle; two
gave great atiention to their hands
and nails. For was it not accepted
that old Josiah B:gg had wealth un-
told. Despite the fact that he had
lived in tke old ‘botlom-street’ cot-
tage and follcwed desultorily the
craft of dry-set stone wall builder,
upon the moorland pasturas, nd man
had heard him complain of poverty
ner had any weman's searching eye
Getacted one trace cf it upcn  the
well kept househscld gosds of thes:
two, man and wife. . .Now she was
a widow she was a priz>, Joyce Hay-
ward, as she had ke2n, was far too
comely and gently nurturel to have
endured marriege with cld  Joziah
Berg, had ke not money. And naw,
a dozen men softly cursad theinsclves
fer disapponted fools, the attyactve
widew was to go her ways, desplzing

their causes, as she deapizcd Lhelr
unwritten laws of conduct.
Josiall Bagzg, the womu:n sneared

now, had been old enough to be her
father. Then, havitg sneered their
fill, they thought. Had anyone ‘ev.r
noticed hetween the Eeggs any out-
ward signs cf conjugality? They can-
vasasd this point, avidly. . .No--no
cne had! Vhere had anyone notic2d
a trux hushandly or wifely affection
ketween them? Nowheve. . . ¢

Were they man and wife, (he
shirews all asied. And that a ques-
tion = left unesked for nin: 1ng
years! Since first Josiah Beay
krought His grave young wife -to the
village np one hdad thought oh that
phase, Ncw he had gone his eternal
wey and had left har, their only
hepe of efficient contumely aganst
her lay by way of this sudden sug-
gestion, They had snecred, they had
thought—now was the finality in ac-
tion of such narrow thought process-
es mad> manifest. Each unit in that
grezt village eye sew with a bitterer
light. In one hout they had con-
vinced themselves of her infamiy.
She had not, sald they, been old
Begg's wife.

So—pooh—a drab: why not hoot?
Or, failing such why not probe in on
her life as a lance upon living bone?
They had hurt in their souls, lain
there by hef umnheeding touch, Tir-
‘ribly they longeéd to hutt her in re-
turn. . .

Ah, the Vicar stout and childishly
rosy, had nodded to mine host and
had stopped at het door! Now we
shall se», they crowed,

But the Vicar was not admittad.

A slim tall form in black drew

ack the olden door. Thie Viear swepl
)it his hat 4nd tack a step forward,
smiling as bofiited the mood and
graced the state. /

fut. . .the villags almost howled
fn evgry wonder. . .thae relict \of

Jesiah Bozz did not cffor har haud —Tin Hovey Div's. Esen piosn tham for svsh direifvion,
in welcems,”bet, raised it ‘n half- : A cl:ée couple, if ever thera was ena,
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weary protest. Upon her lips they
saw an icy smile that not one of
them could have achieved; it was
the smile of them who once had
smiled on crowds from hurrying
tumbrils, The village saw her shake
her graceful head before an expostu-
lation of the priest; saw her hand,
suddenly a-tremble, touch at her
throat; saw her face whiten and her
eyes go large. . .She had recovered
herself and the door was closing—

. closing!

The haxridan the shamclcss har-

fidanl. . . .The Viear replac
hat and blankly gazed at the win-
dows. Then he stubbed his stick on
the path and, waliked away. His face
was purple for hz knew the villoge
eye, and dreaded all it saw.

For upwa»ds of an hour the villag-
ers talked this episode over. By this
they, were boldly whipping eaproas
over arms gnd entsaring oze anothel's
houses. That,"thelr sole tepie of dis-
cuszicn was the relict of Josiah Bexy
thu 1ady was left in n) dsuit. She
that delly. impeoial
smil2 as ~h~ chanced, fiegiy her win-
dou to e groups of childien stand-

cors gazing enll ca
€5 would they
2 eldevs telicd
hind thom, nel realizing how their
laves were thus, innocent-

Ten ¢'eloek, . , .aind there a:
the auttisheor from the ne
2o there—would you Lo-
llmf\ itl—thot won was goiny to
‘sell-up’ her he AEERRD (o] dai )
muza as a que: hed gh? mzled
cf vilage ca the advisabil-
peanilexs—hby his  womenfolk - with

ed

To tae (,nrlqt-(,mld

Dear Baby Christ within
manser hay,

I'd like to ccme to you on
Christmas Day.

I'm just a little girl, bub mnybe
slze

Won't mattet by yolir = cradle.
Aie yout eyes

Quite Blue like mine, of are tHey
déep dark brown?

And would you wink them when
my head stooped down,

And duoBle up yeur little fisis
and smille?

Pérhaps thiy'd 16t me
little wiiile;

I would be very still}
you warm,

And ghiard ycu till you
safe fiem all harm=—

(If 1 were 'way cut there in
Retl'ekom)

While your methér Mary talked
to them—

Those three Wise Men—the wiy
I do at heme

With Jit'le brethér whe
celiors come.

the

watch a
I'd kecep

slept,

n ogrown

ity of undertaking su’ch a moment-
ous thing! All on her own had she
made decision. . .Again swiftly ac-
rid outbursts and a hissing accom-
paniment of ejaculations; a porten-
tous, amazing and sidling shaking of
heads.

Ton-thirty. . .The Three Oranes
opened its doors. The auctioneer left
Mrs. Begg and walked straight to the
inn, all decked out with its rude
Christmas decorations. And there was
not a man at home in tha village
but who was lurn.shcd feverishly—if

Away to the Three “Cranses
n all;!

Vs, Beza, notieing the auc-
s. n‘avcmenw and the almost

7alke, smiled yet again—
tais tm* h"' weatily, half-bity:ng-
smiles down cn a tiresome-

that
‘nwny the lact nine years

" she snid.

cel cesd caze che
1 whet tomeinad of a pil: of
3. This she Iocked, and seere' -
23k ‘. hor bosom; it
caold upon its thin

Cha thouskt of

=
=
> 3
2o

hall dicmantled house
ef the deed box had
cculd not o it She
uldars, loo''ed  at the
12e more, and he' 1 her head
hich £3 she mada ker voy upstairs,

Cne roor had been ! s,

[2}e%:) lao"ed nroun:l 1t an:i cluyad

3 l~ otx'\r room
Ml bean lvirs, B/ e side  of its
trim lilkle bed she 'nelt and prayed
—hrayed eand ealle ! aingd moaned &as
if her very heart was torn; cried
and shuddered an | basought her Ged
.for heppine:

Ard there mrsh

in the tiny h

have come with~
zc A whispering  of
poace for, ab twelve o'cloek, seren?
and - b2autiful of eye, the relict of
Jesiah Begg, 1ips parted predtily and
n all aflame, sat at her win-
hidd:n; weiting. . . waiting.

2 village had lsarnod that the
and ils contents were to be
the money 55 chtained giv-
cn to charity. This point they de-
bobid with a wonder that in some
way dulled their previcus © sullen
anger,

Now they recalled—nct to Murs.
Deg3—a thousand thoughtful moods
of he who had died. Why, with his
aimogt cultured voice, had he had
such horny hands? Why, with his
certain intellzct and undounléd edu-
cation, had he choseh of all things
to work his days through in chipping
shaping and setting stones, out on
the desclate mcois? Why had he al-
ways helped the under-deg? Why
had he always gripped his hands
anhd looked llke deéath the moment
after he Had shown any form of
ahger?, . .Why?

Then, whete did he eome from to
Charllon Brough? And whére hul
she come from, this graceful quiet
yourg wife of his? In all thess years
they had never theuzht to question
on these snbiests—then, with recur-
tent gusis of Bffrohtedly ansty prds,
resallzd thot nover had dpportun’t es

HNE NSEHEENEERESN

t2d rush, of custom that .

EEMNEENES

THE OLD TO Y-MAKER»T.

AMCNG the many interesting hab-

itant characters that until quite
recently were to be found around
the Bonsecours Marketl in Montreal,
was Jean de Laroche, the old toy-
maker. He occupied a small shop in
the market for many years, where
his quaint, bright-colored, hand-made
toys attracted considerable attention.
They were in steady demand, more
particularly during the Christmas
season. They also found a ready sale,
during the summer, among fourists in
search of *local color,” who were, no
doubt, attracted by the character and

° originality of the products, espécial-

ly the quaint little horse-and-cart toy,
which has bgen used by Paul Caron,
artist, of Montreal, as the cover mo.
uf of this issue of “Canadaink.”

The old toy-maker {5 now in his
cighties and thé business is being
curried on at present by one of his
jons. “Bonhomme"” Laroche has carv-
'l toys and religious subjects for
nany years, as did his father, his
grandfather, ¢2d his great grand-
father for the generations that have
gone.

Wood carving has been carriecy on
in Quebec for nearly 250 years, lor
o trade and arts school was estab.
lished by Bishop Laval at St, Joachin
in 1§88. This painstaking atteinpt to
found e school of art in Canada in
tho\e days was a wonderful achieye-
ment, eSpeclally wheh we- consider
that almost entirely the northern

part of America was a savage wilg-

erness,

St. Joachim fs a small village loc.
ated a few miles down the 8t. Law-
rencé River below Ste. Anhe da
Baupre, where the famous shrine of
Ste. Anne¢ is located, and which i3
visited yearly by thousands of pil-
grims from all ci3r Candda and the
United Btates. Here, until a few years
ago lived old Louis Jobin, with the
gentle face and flowing beard oi
biblical saint, . who carved Virgins,
Ste. Annes and Jostphs from logs
of wood for the parish churches, m
many places In rural Quebec are
still to be found sacred figures from
the hands of long-dead craftsmen
that reflect thelr inSpired genius.

they sagely.told each othdr.

Ah well—nothing more remainad,
but to watch. When was the woman
going?. . .There was one thin,,'; to
her credit, she had besn dressed de-
cently in black, when the Viear call-
ed.

.At one o'clock a superb limou-
sine ran into the village, curved
gracefully and pointed its bonnat in
the direction whence it had come,
and stopped before the cottage that
held a women; relict of Josiah Begg.

The chauff=ur got down and swept
open the door. A tall fron-grey hair-
ed man, whose face appearcd radiant-
ly youthful, despite its lines and its
grave cool eyeés, stepped into the

streot. . .moved to the door.
It swung open. . .the relict of
Josiah Fegz, no lenger in black,

stood there. Whitz was she—all
white and soft of évery line as is
a btide. . .the village eye saw hor
hands outstretched; the village h:art
stood still before the glery of her
face.

“Darling—my darlng
1t is all over,” safdl he.

“And you still want me John? Still

! Thank God

vant me?”

“As always, .nd for ever, my wo-
man."

His tecrs cere withh hers as thoy
Linsud.

Son the village eye saw a man and
& Woman sweep away fromi thelr
ken for ever in thet car. The man
carricd. a big black deed box and
trod lilke a g3 Ths women trembled
and was as coral flushed as a girl
Lefore the altar.

So swept fyam the villzge's lite
one who had given all, and the deed
box .cotld have told how great that
all had bzen.

For in it lay the private papers
of ohe Joslah Trevéthe ahd Nis t'ok-
et-of-lsave. He, who had murdered
thirty yeats before, had szrved tten-
ty yéars of his life senténec and the
woman who hed den‘ed her lifn its
love for nine lohg years and more
went cut agdin into the world to en-
Joy both. . ,Treveshe's eldest daugh-
ter.

THE RABBIT DREAMS

(Continued from Page T)

Reger Bctcerldge ‘ttirred and spake
in his sleen.

For ths first time he taw her face.
It wons laughtes ladsn and very kin-,
The face of beauty yet very old—old
nct with years so much ds grave win=
dem; Behind the kindness ahd the
laughter lay a 1'ght that causad the
sleepmg prlnce o! guld to rﬂcau hls

ragged mother and her ook at him,
on his-rags when he was young. Her
face had shone out of tlie squalor of a
hot room In & foetid court on a gam-
in she had borne into penwry; the
woman in the pool much have seen
that smile of long ago, to remem-
ber. . ' e

A curlew went awailing over the
moorland and a grouse cocked and
chucked in the ling . . . And now the
sleeping brain of Betteridg» heard
grave mus'c. Gone was the pool and
the trees were pillars reared to a roof
that was laved by light from hidden
lamps. There daneced uvon the floor
whare the waters of the pool had
been as beautiful, -she of the dart of
black hair . . . . in & palace, of a
king, when earth was young.

The king siirred on the magic hill
and smiled.

Now went the palace all asailing,
and gretn flelds were near, And
she in a4 gown of flowerad dimiy,
moved Shyly past a water - which
walked at her side heard her nam>—
and it was . . . mystery . . . sh2
was gone.

The stn was dying and thy winds
grew cold. Roger Betterldge awcke
cn the hill and got to his feel. As a
man whose ways are well appointed,
he turhied to the higher ranges and
walked towards tham cerlainly.

82 in the gelden hush of a Decem-
ki: eve when the moon glowed wildly
he ceine upen a little  tarn whera
stood stralght trees and where th2 alr
was all a sweciness w'th wet eatth
and dead bracken, And from a. dis-
tance he saw, wi.thout fear and with-
ouy surprise, a tall white cclumn rise
oui from the water, tush and p is2
. . .and it was she of his dream.
ings. with her daik hair and her mu-
sic—and sHortly she was nct.

Ha did not move nor c¢ill. He sat
and waited untll the hight grew oll
and the Wildhess of {he moon had
gone into sobketie 1'ght. The walers
did noy stir agaii nor did the bird
cry . And high to midnight he
hoard her “sutitihots,

IIe arose and stretched his armi
and laughed to the surging lovas of
the world about him, cried to them
and wished thém all the joys he
knew , . . sang .
whish was mysbery, hung in his sing-
ing.

Tacn he walked forwdrd.

Lady Hbirh Hennaton's finiors
trembled as sha lay dowh the news-
paver, Her face was plhehed and
grey. lhie lcoked across. dt Young
Mazxwell , ; : She eould et cpeak.

“Secms gtrehge, Moira, dodsh't it—=
that you sHould have sott of proe
phesied . ?"

“THE MAZE PUZZLE "
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