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The HOUSEWIFE and
HER ACTIVITIES

% Christmas ever will be the Com-
oration of the spirit of a little
[d who came to earth many
nturies ago and received homage
\nd gifts from wise men. For the

exities of life are dropped as i1
ey were the old coats of olc
years, and all of us stand shining
and glad and young in the pre-
sence of g New Year .JFor this seu-
gon we join therefore, in the spirit
of children, if we are wise, and
. ghare with them the simple joys of
gifts and give the homage that is
* due to their young purity.

SILENT NIGHT

Silent night! Holy nighi

All is calm, all is bright

Round yon Virgin Mother and
Child!

Holy infant, so tender and mild,

Bleep in heavenly peace. '

Bleep in heavenly peace.

Bilent ..ight; Holy. night!
Shepherds quake at the night,
Glories stream from heaven afar
Heaveny host sing Allaluia,
Christ the Saviotir is born.
Christ the Saviour is borp

Silent night! Holy night,

Son of God, love's pure light

Radiant beams from Thy holy
face

With the dawn of redéeming grace,

Jesus, Lord at Thy birth. -

Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth.

TABLOID
If beef dripplng or mutton drip-
ping is beaten to a cream and a
few drops of lemon juice and a lit-
tle carbonate of soda added, it will
serve as shortening in making dark
cakes,

When using a can opener grasp
the can near the bettom with the
Ji.other hand, so if the can . opener
. #lips, your hand will nét be there

« - 40 recelve an ugly gash.
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Easl'y Replaced

Buy the same style pearl button
for all of sonny’s little wash suits,
then when he loses one or two they
are easily replaced. Buttons may
also be removed from worn suits
and sewn on the new ones, thus
saying many pennies.

Not Meant for Clothing
Articles of clothing, no, matter
how old, should never be hung on
nails. Even if the nall does not
rust the material, it is bound to
pull it out of shape and then cause
a nasty hole If you haven't a
regular clotheas hook, place an
empty spool over the nail so the
clothing has some sort of protec~
tion. . :
The Bathroom Walls

If you are including
houseclcaning a washing
bathroom walls, before you start
the job fill the bathtub with
streaming hot water and go out
and shut the door for a half hour.
Then wash down with soapy water
and see how much easier your job
is than usual. The steam from the
hot water will loosen the dirt and
“eause it to wash off more quickly.

——
BYRONIC BOB

The “Byronic Bob,” named after
the author of “Don Juan,” is the
latest thing in English women’s
hair styles.

# A modified version of the “Eton
“erop,” it features a long, luxuriant
lock at the front which is wavad to
fall negligently across the brow at
the side and over the crown in a
manner which the Nineteenth
Century girls found irresistible in
Tord Byron.

Although the hair is still shorn
elose at the back of the head and

in your
of the

the nape of the neck, it is no longer
the

considered stylish to carry
shorn effect to the sides of the
head. The whole style is more girl-
Ish in that the wavy lock prevents
the hard appearance which the
"Eton crop” gave to even pretty
faces.

Women are taking to the new
ent because it 1s adaptable to al-
most every hat style. Hairdressers
favor it because it requires even
more frequent trimming than the
| lordinary shingle.

3 The “Byronic Bob” Is particularly

pecommended for women with a

«#lender neck and  well-formed
head It is particularly prohibited
Jmfor fullfaced girls.

ason the complexities and per- |

PLEATED SKIRTS

Accordion- pleating is used
skirts s well as panels. .
to whom the day belongs because
it is the festival of the Holy Child.
‘The sky close behind the depart-
ing angels, and the sheperds hasten
into Bethlehem. The star shines
above the Wise Men on their way,
and leads them into Bethle-
hem. And the purpose of their
search, whether they be shepherds
or sages, is to find the young con-
cerning whom the heavens have so
marvellously spoken. And the sight
of Him canctifies ' all childhood.
When He sald, “Inasmuch as ye
have done it unto one of the least
of these, ye have done it unto
Me.” Christ is present in the child,
and all the love and care of fath-
ers and mothers and nurses and
teachers may be a ministry to Him.
The Wise Men brought their gifts
and offered them te Him—thus
we bring our gifts on Christmas
Day. We do'it to make children
happy. It is the purast and sweet-
est thing in life, And we are re-
paid a thousand-fold, for we have
the happiness of making others
happy.

GOLDEN. SURPRISE PUDDING

Put a layer of “left-over” crusts
of bread into a basin, cover with
milk and leave to soak.

Beat to a pulp, then, add two
well-whisked eggs, together with
two dessertspoons brown sugar, &
large cooking apple which has been
chopped small after peeling and
coring, a handful each of currants
and sultanas, and about 2 table-
spoons butter.

Btir a:l well together and pour
into a buttered pledish, Grate: nut-
meg liberally over the top and bake
in a slow oven for about 3-4 of an
hour. :

Serve hot with whipped cream.

DON'T ATTEMPT TO CONCOCT
CREAMS AND LOTIONS AT
HOME

Nowadays a beauty-minded wo-
men doesn’t have to mortgaga the
family silver to obtain an -adequ-
ate supply of cosmetic prepara-
tlons. It is possible to own enough
really good beauty aids to keep
hair healthy, skin clear and hands
smooth without overstepping, the
budget.

Remember of course, that it Is a
poor idea indeed to - buy cheap
grade preparations. A small amount
of reliable cream, used = regularly
night after night, will be-infinitely
more beneficial to your skin than a
mediocre one, smeared on lavishly.

Don’t try to concoct creams and
lotions at home. You'll spend more
than you think on the ingredients
and it’s probable that the result
will be just about as successful as
an attempt to make bars of cooking.
chocolate from raw cocoa  beans.
You haven't the right mixture and
sifting facilities and since you own
no testing equipment, you won't be
able to tell whether or flot the fin-
ished product is right or wrong.

You can, of course, use inexpen-
sive olive oil as a softaner for hands
and elbows as well as a treatment
for your scalp. Plain witch hazel
is a nice mild skin tonic. A stick of
camphor ice is a good pomade for
dry or chapped lips.

The juice of fresh lemons, dilut-
ed with water, makes a rinse for
your hair, bleach for your arms
and hands, and a pick-me-up health
drink before breakfast.

Egg and oatmeal masks cost
practically nothing, yet they tight-
e]m and clarify the skin satisfactori-

y.

There are many more kitchen shelf
preparations, of course, and a good
idea it is to make use of them, too,
When it comes to creams, powder,
Touge and lipstick, however, batter
buy them ready made from a
manufacturer who has a reputd-
tion for reliability.

ot el i
KING OF THE AIR

The golden eagle is to birds what
the lion is to beasts—king by
virture of his size and prowers,

Undoubtedly golden eagles are
often  credited with greater
temerity than the average of the

pecies, and quently there are
remarkable -reports of the courage
and ferocity shown by individual.
birds. A naturalist trying to train
a yound golden eagle was sud-
denly attacked by his pupil and had
his face badly injuried. In a deer
forest in Rose-shire bl

!
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Woman’s Realm - Social and Personal -:- Fashions -:- Literatare

| Dorothy Dix’s Letter Bbx ,

Aged Mothers Become Problems and the Ut-
most Tact is Necessary to Bring About
the Solution of Their Care

Dear Miss Dix—TI am a woman of 37 with two children, 12 and 13
years of age. My marriage is fairly happy—or would be, except for the
problem of my mother, She is 60 years old, a widow, and beginning to
fail in health., When I, was married she
was financially independent, but, due to fool-
ish investment and general mismanagement
she has lost every penny, Now I am living in
luxury, My husband is very well off. but he
absolutely refuses to help my mother, I have
charge accounts everywhere, but I never have
any money of my own, so the most I can give
my mother is a few dollars a month, say $10,
and her clothes,

I can’t endure seeing my mother in dire
need while I live in a beautiful home with
servants and cars. Once I tried bringing my
mother to my home, but we were all miser-
able because my husband treated her so in-
sultingly. I have wondered if it is my duty
to try to get a job of some kind, although I

am completely without training, in order to give money to: my mother.
This would wreck my married life because my husband would never for-

give me. He would divorce me and take the children. But what else
can In:io? A HEARTBROKEN WIFE,
Answer:

Fhe only solution that I see to your problem is for you to put your
mother in some semicharitable institution where the cost of her main-
tenance would be 50 smail that your husband would be willing to pay it
to save further family arguments. Perhaps your mother will object to
this arrangement, but it wiil hurt her pride less to be in a home for old
ladies than- it will be to be in your home knowing that her presence there
is resented.

Your position is a peculiarly cruel one because you are torn between
two duties.  Your duty to your mother makes you want to fly to her side
and sacritice everything in order to take care of her in her old age, but
you have your duty also to your husband and children, and this nails you
te your post.

Your plan of going out into the world to work in order to support
your mother is a beautiful gesture of filial devotion. It does honor to
your heart, but your head must tell you that it is impracticable, You
are middle-aged. You are utterly untrained for any career and you coulq
not in all proBability get a job at all.  You could not compete with the
smart young girls wno are just out of business colleges, and there is not a
chance thag you could make enough to support your seif, to say nothing
of your mother. So that plan is scrapped.

On the other hand, you have your duty to your children, which is

greater than that to your mother. You wil wreck their lives Af you
break up their home and deprive ..2m 0f a mother’s love and guidance.
Your mother's life is nearly over. ..eirs is just beginning and they need
you now in their tormative years more than they will ever need you again,
So your duty is clear- It is to carry on, no matter at what cost to your
self,
But what a cruel thing it is in a husband, what an unjust and das-
tardly thing it is in him to refuse to let his wife help her old mother, and
how little ne must value his wife's love and respect when he does the
thing to her that makes her see him as a selfish, gringing tyrant with no
thought for her happiness and no pity for helpless age.

The woman who has borne a man children; who has made him a
comfortable home; who has been a good wife and mother, is his partner
and entitled: to some of the money she has earned by doing the work of
half-a-dozen servants. If she were working in any office or store in-
stead of in her home, she would have her weekly pay envelope out of
which she could support her old mother. And so the wife whose hus-
band denies her a few dollars with which to help her family when they
need it is justified in feeling that he is cheating her out of what is her
own, and that he has no afiection or tenderness for her:

Let us hope that something will soften your husband’s hard heart and
turn him from the error of his ways. ¥ DIX.

* % % * % . -

Dear Miss Dix—I am a young girl engaged to a boy whom I love dear-
ly and he loves me, but we are both afflicted with jealousy, nWhen ho
even se much as talks to another girl I go wild and say hateful, catty
things which makes us both miserable, He does the'same way with me,
though in a milder form. Is there any way to overcome jealousy?

8. AND J.
Answer: !

I'see by the newspapers that scientists in Viennt claims he has found
a cure for jealousy. It consists in going on some pecultar diet, but what the
diet consists of is not revealed, Maybe it is gall and wormwood. Or per-
haps it is one of these starvation.diets that keeps you so concerned with
the gnawings in your stomach you forget all about the pangs in your
heart.

I think the only cure for -jealousy is large doses of common sense re-
peated as often as hecessary, but there is no use in prescribing that for
the victim of this dread disease because no one will ever try it. Per-
haps they can’t, because they haven't got i, for no sane and reasonable
person ever suffers from the green-eyed monster, .

Consider your own case. You say you grow wild with jealousy if your
sweetheart even so much as talks with another girl, = Why, You say he
loves you. Then why isn't it safe for him to talk to any girl or all the
girls in the world if you are sure he prefers you to any one of them? Do
you think he is a liar and a cheat? Do you think you can’t trust him?
Do you think he is so weak that any girl could take him away from you?
Do you think that you are so much inferior in attractions to other girls
that you cannot bear comparison with them? If you think your sweet-

heart is a cad and a philanderer who has to be watched every moment, | jn

why do you want him? If you think he is a fine honorable man, what are
you afraid of?

Jealousy is the manifestation of an inferiority complex and it is also
the sign of a mean and suspicious disposition, Think better of yourself and
have faith in the one you love. There can be no happiness in a mar-
riage in which there is not trust between a husband and wife,

i DOROTHY DIX.,

Dear Miss Dix—How is a girl to know what is love? Two years ago 1
was madly in love with & man, but I was jealous of him, restless and de-
manding all of his time. On the heights when with him. Down in the
depths when away from him., We broke up. Now a man wants to marry
me. Heis a grand person, safe and dependable and very good to me, I
am fond of him, but in a calm, peaceful sort of way, not demanding his
time, not even jealous. Do not feel like shouting it to the world as I felt
about the other one. Am I in love, or must there be all of those symp-
toms I had for my former friend? PUZZLED,
Answer: !

Most people only experience the hysteria of love once. It is only in
our first love affair that we see the glory and the circling wings; when we
behold some commonplace man or woman as & god or goddess and think
that we will die if we are parted even for a day from the beloved one.

After that we can love just as truly but more calmly, The fireworks
are over but the fire burns with a steady flame on the altar, and e see
men and women for what they are—no creatures of romance, but just
faulty human beings who, somehow, are the ones for us’ I should say that
you spent your ernotionalism on the first man, but you are giving your real
heart to the second, DOROTHY DIX,

ago,
was walking up a hill-

For Quick Cough
' Relief, Mix This
Remedy at Home

NoCooking! NoWork! Real Saving!
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nter cough can until

results,
': no ‘tdrgnblo at all Yo
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side “rith his.dog when a golden
eagle suddenly swooped down and
attacked him savagely. Three times
it returned to its attack in spite of
tffn: efforts of the kaeper to beat 1t
o

Yet there are moments ‘when
golden eagles are surprisingly cow-
ard'y. They have been known to
flee from the onslaughts of smaller
birds than themselves. Recently a
golden eagle was chased to its eyrie
by a small merlin. :

recogni

ers of its head, neck, and
though these are sometimes so
as to look Alufn:tt black. The

er a pity to have so many foreign-
ers on it!”

THIS WONDERFUL LANGUAGE

Yet another example of English
as she may be spoken comes from
Staffordshire. ‘The Lond and
the Staffordshire man were- walking
along a country road. Said the
former, scanning the sky, “I think
it's going to rain.”

“Dost?” said the laconic Staffy,

“No, you clown, water.”

A Morning Smile

THE POOR OLD LEAGUE

The old lady was talking over
matters with her Stock Exchange
broker and expressed her approval
of the League of Nations.

“I ‘think,” said she, “it is a very
good thing, but it seems to me rath-

Mother Not to Blame
For the Children’s Colds

Dospite all the mothers can do tho kiddies wil
run out of doors not properly mpé)ed up; have
too much elothing on; get overheated and cool oft
too suddenly; get their feet wet; kick off the bed:
clothes, and do a dozen things the mother cannot

DTS the battle in dostoring children’s colds is
to give them something they will like; something
thay will take without any fuss, and this the
mo?hor will find in Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup,
It acts promptly and effectively,

Too Many Beaus . 1

By ALMA SIOUX SCARBERRY'

“Have you a room where Sugar
and I can visit a little while?”
Mother n‘llgddl:h asked them.

Eurasia em to the lbrary.

“¥o' all jes go right in heah.” She
opened the door, “I'se goin’ look out
mahself ses nobody don’ bother. Jes
make yo'selfs at home.” !

Torturously, Mother etold her

as the import of the old lady’s words
sank into her stunned brain, When
‘she had finished there was a long

1 Moth ited. Finally

Sugar spoke, lifelessly.

“My-rmother knows?”

The old maid nodded sadly.

“She does, dear, and her heart is
broken, You must try to love her.
Surely you must realize that she
has had a great cross to bear, all
her life, Her happiness was ruined
S0 young,” .

Sugar covered her face with her
hands. Mother thought she was cry-
ing but when she looked up she saw
her eyes were wide and dry.

“I—don’t believe she is my moth-
er,” she 'said in a low tortured
voice. “I would have known, no
there would have been some feeling
between us.” g

Mother stood up and held out her

arms,
“Come dear, leave it all to our
Heavenly Father now. He will show
us the way. You must go to your
mother now.” j

Sugar walked up the well rem-
embered shiny stairs, When Mother
opened the door, Jane Lee did not
look as though she had moved from
among her pillows, But she found
the strength to hold out her army,

With a strangled moan Sugar ran
and fell by the bed, to bury her
face in the covers. Mother went ous
softly and closed the door.

CHAPTER 27
Miss Friddle was at a loss just
what to do next.
In the hall she met Eurasia,
“Yey’s a Mistah Flannigan on the
phone for yo' all, Miss Friddler.”
The old darky opened the library
door. “In heah,”
It was the detective who was
bringing Mrs. Simms be o Lorien
to tell the story of Su .r Friddle.
Mother decided the best course
quickly. She told the officer to bring
the nurse to the Le Masters house,
and sat down in the reception hall
to wait for them,
It was strange, she thought, how
all at once events were unfolding to
bring the melodrama to 'a close.
Sugar’s arrest had forced the issue.
Now Mrs. Simms was coming to
corroborate Jane Lee's father's
death-bed confession. They would
never have felt satisfled if they
hadn't found Sugar, she knew.
For a long time Sugar lay with
her face buried in the covers of her
one-time enemy’s bed. It was Jane
Lee who gently roused her.

“Dear—"she said brokenly. “My
poor little—girl.”

The face that raised from the bed

was so full of grief and bewilder-
ment that Jane Lee winced, and felt
& physical pain of pity through her
heart. Once she had 'been so sure
Jane Lee hated her.
“I—T'll make it all up to you,
dear.” A sob tore at the older
woman’s throat. “It——it’s unbeliev-
able now—that all this could have
happened. But—I'll never—Ilet you
suffer again. All my life I'll spend
trying to undo the great wrong my
father did, and the wicked way I've
treated you. Do you think you can
forgive me?”

“There's—-really nothing to for-
glve.” Sugar felt &tifled, She got up
and walked over to the window.
“You——didn’t know.”

Even in her bewilderment and
misery Sugar thought it strange
that her only reaction to the woman
the bed was of pity. Her heart
cried out that she must love her,
because she was her mother. But
Sugar thought, with a terrible fear,
that it would never be possible. _

Jane Lee must have caught the
drift of the girl’s thoughts for she
looked at her with an infinite sad-
ness in her eyes, and wanted more
than she had ever avanted in he:
life to be able to say something that
would help her child. If there were
only some way they might strike
the long lost chord that would bring
them together as mother and child.

Sugar was still standing stiffly by
the window when Mother Friddle
knocked at the door, At her side
stood a strange gray little woman,
in a stiff black“silk taffeta, high at
the neck,

"This is Mrs, Sims. ” Mother had
to take the little woman’s arm to
get her inside. “I guess you r

‘strange story. Sugar stared stonily

was more like a dreadful nightmare.

Perhaps she would wake up and

find it all a silly dream.
Mother turned

a lawyer might in a courtroom, “you

know the story as I have heard it,

o ?.!'lmninn tells me, Is that
)

The nurse nodded swiftly, and her
green eyes seemed to widen with an
even greater fear. Mother adjusted

placid. .

“You were present at the birth of
Mrs. Peters' child on June 17, 1917,
I believe, On that same night Mr,
Langworthy made his proposition
to you. For the sum of $5000, and
the cancelling of the mortgage on
your home that he held, you were
to enter into a conspiracy with him
to take the baby to the Lorien Or-
phanage. Is that right?” \

“We were 50 greatly in his debt,”
the old nurse quivered. “My hus-
band was crippled and we were pen-
niless, I had five children at home,
half starved. Mr. Le Masters was
ready to foreclose on our mortgage
and put us out.”

“I understand,” Mother sald
gravely. “Mrs, Le Masters'’ mother
was ill in bed and unable to get up.
At Mr, Langworthy's insistence you
went in and told her that henr little
granddaughter had been
dead.” 5

The nurse nodded dumbly,

“When did you take the child and
leave it on the steps of the orph-
anage?”

“On: the morning of June twenty-
fourth, before daylight.”

“That checks with my records.”
Mother turned to Jane Lee. “Where
did you hide the baby all that time,
Mrs. Simms?”

“In the attic.” The woman's ex-
pression did not change, “Mr. Lang-
worthy made me do all the work so
that nobody would find out abouu
the baby, I kept it up there in case
anyone came, Mrs, Le Masters was
downstairs. She couldn’t hear it
crying.”

A dry sob broke from Jane Lee's
throat, She buried her face in her
hands to shut out the picture.
“Oh, how could you?” she shud-
dered. “How could you be so cruel
to my little baby?” x

Sugar looked at her pityingly.
Then she got up and walked over
to the bed. {

“You mustn't——" she said ten-
derly, “It——it's all right now.”
Suddenly the old nurse rose from
her chair. Her eyes were wild as she
backed away toward the window.
Mother Friddle had a horrible pre-
monition that Mrs. Simms was
going to try to jump out. Put the
woman waved her back and flatten-
ed her body rigidly against the wall,
“Don’t touch. me,” she said hol-
lowly: “Don’t touch me! You'll hate
me even worse when you hear what
I have to say.”

Mother's heart was pounding
painfully, but she replied quite
evenly, “Tell the truth, Mrs. Simms,
Are you holding something back?”
The old nurse's legs seemed to
buckle under her. S8he sank to the
floor and covered her face with her
hands. For a moment she rocked
back and forth helplessly,

Mother Friddle was afraid the
woman was going insane. Or that
she might become hopelessly hys=
terical. She brought a glass of wat-
er from the bathroom and sald
placatingly: {

“Here, dear. Now you just drink
this and pull yourself together, No
one is going to harm you. Just tell
us all you know.”

The nurse drank the water thirst-
ily. And it seemed to give her
strength. Mother helped her to her
feet, and back to her chair. The
woman made a supreme effort to
pull herself together. And suddenly
she began to talk.

“I—1lied,” she droned miser-
ably, “This girl is not the Peters
child. TY—led. But at the time it
seemed the thing to do, I—I thought
it was God’s plan.” i
‘There was deathly silence in the
room, Even the hands of the little
clock seemed to stand still, waiting
for her next words.

(To Be Continued.)
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ber her.”

“Yes,” Jane Lee nodded. “Won't
youAslg dtgwn?"

“An is 1s—the 1, “Mother
Friddle motioned to Bﬁlgrar.

Mrs, Simms stood
ﬂoo’;. ¢

“You —— mean,” there was a
strange look of terror in the . old
woman's eyes, “this is the girl from
the orphan asylum?”

it gently. “Sit down, Mrs. Simms,
You've nothing to fear.”

She attributed the nurse's strange
reaction at seeing’ Sugar to the
memory of her wicked deed. But she
was unnerved at the stunned way
Mrs. Simms sat on the edge of her
chair and stared at Sugar as though

‘| she were a spirlt from another

world.

Sugar clutched the ourtain for
support, and looked back at her.The
old maid moved a chair to the win-
dow and told Sugar to sit down.
Then she got a chair for herself and
sank into it s

“Now, let's just talk this over, sen-
sibly,” she took command of ' the
situation. “There’s no need for hys-
terles. What has been done has
been done, I want to ask a few

uestions.”

q.hnebq closed her eyes and
wdm.mrrueqpmmmm
chair gripped her ice-cold
nkou“a “m;'um.f
mmmmn It

s s ot 4 S

rooted to the | jul

“Yes.” Mother pulled a chair up| thre
to the visitor and pushed her lntg k¥

3 raisins
% 1b, currants
% 1b, silvered candied citron
. % 1b. each of silvered lemon and
orange peels
% cup white grapefrult or cherry
ce

1 1b, buljer
1 1b, fine granulated sugar
9 eggs (eggs should weigh 1

)
4 cups sifted pastry flour, sifted
e times
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SMART CLOTHES FOR

so smart and J

The original model in lovely rich
shade purple novelty weave crepe
silk, had smart contrast in match-
ing lustrous satin crepe rever, belt
and sleeve cuffs. Buttons covered
with the satin adorn the bodice.
' QCopy it exactly at & big saving
cost, Because of the raglan type
sleeves that cut in ‘one with the
shoulders, it's very easily fashioned,
even if it is your first attempt at
sewing.

‘Woolens, velvet, rayon novelties,
etc., are other nice suitable med-

ums,

Style No, 1612 is * designed for
nmyw. 18 years 36, 38, 40 and 421
inches bust. ~Size 36 requires 8%
yards of 39-inch material with %

of 39-inch contrasting.
ya;?lce of PATTERN 15 cents in

stamps or coln (coin is preferred)
Wrap coin carefully,

-

No. 1612, Size
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Carrot Pudding

This name for a pudding has nev-
er seeemd to us to be particularly
fortunate., The carrof 8, after all,
rather a humble vegetable—and we
connect it more with the savory
than with the sweet foods. Just how
it 1s to go about making & good
pudding, might remain something
of a mystery to most people until
they had encountered the typical
fruitell pudding that has some such
raw vegetable or frult in it.

" THE HOME DRESSMAKER

e o
Lovely! Isn’'t it? Its lines are

This mixture is a good
enough for Christmas pudding hon-
ors—it could be made just a few
days before the day it is needed.
But it is a pudding that deserves to
be made frequently throughout the
Winter,

% cup flour

% teaspoon salt

14 teaspoon baking soda

14 teaspoon cinnamon

1% teaspoon each, nutmeg, cloves,
allspice and ginger

1 cup brown sugar

6 tablespoons suet; finely chopped
3% cup chopped seeded raisins

% cup washed, dried currants

2 tablespons finely-silvered cand-
ied peel

3% cup blanched, chopped al-
monds, if desired.

3% teaspoon grated lemon rind ,

1 tablespoon lemon juice

% cup each grated raw potato,
apple and carrot

8ift flour once, measure, re-sift
twice with soda, salt and spices,
Mix in sugar, suet, fruit and nuts.
Add .lemon juice and rind, then
grated apple and vegetables. Mix
very thoroughly, turn into greasea
mould. Cover closely, or tie down
with two layers of greased paper.
Steam for 3 hours, Serve with
brown sugar sauce, or a fruit sauce.

CONTACT WITH OTHERS

Most of us know the meaning of
this term with regard to aero-
planes, but I do not think we all
realise its importance in our every-
day lives, in our “contact” with
those around us.

Every single person we meet dur-
ing the day, or everyone who meets
us during the day, reacts to that

CATCHING
COLD?

At the first wamns
ing sneeze - quick
=a few drops up
each nostril, Its
timely use helps
prevent many colds.

Vicks VATRO-NOL

s
meeting in some way. It is as good
as a tonic to meet some people for
contact with them seems to give us
strength, renewad hope, a different '

tlook oun our b or ideas,
in short these people are invigorate
ing, let us hope that we have the
same effect upon them,

Now let us take the others with
whom we have to come in contact
now.and then; often enough and
almost unconsciously so, we do
our best to make those meetings as
few as possiblel Oontact with
these people tends to make us feel
miserable; somehow they seem to
sap our vitality, making us feel
unequal to the struggle for exis-
tence, They tisually have a knack
of making us- feel perfectly hope-
less and as if it is no use trying
for anything, as we shall never
suceed, These are the people with

‘whom, if we are wise, we avoid

contact if possible, for they do un-
told things to us mentally.

If every one of us made it a
point of honour with ourselves to
make contact with us beneficial to
others, T am sure it would do a
great deal of good. If we are to
come out on top in this world, we
have got to be cheerful, hopeful,
and ready to overcome obstacles in
our paths, just sitting down and

ing something will turn up,
does not work out, you have got
to be up and doing and do your

best to make things turn up.
HUNTER RECOVERS !
. FROM DUCK SHOOT

GUYSBORO, N. 8. Dec. 16.—
(CP) —Nothing better was handy.
when the flock of wild ducks set~
tled down along the shore in front
of Rollie Johnston's home, so he
took down his granfather’s old
muzzle-loader, Charging it liberally
with powder and shot, he crept up
on the ducks and drew a bead on
& plump bird near land.

He is able fo get around now,
with his broken arm in a sling. The
gun, though, is scattered around 50
yards or so of shore, The ducks aro
scattered too, but they were all in-
tact at last reports.

This Christmas

GIVE GOOD




