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fer Christmas Joy

& (3 (By J. L.
It won't be a very merry Christ-
mas to me, this year,” said Miss

Ellen FitzHugh to herself, a little
sadly, but bravely too, as one
quietly accepting the inevitable.
“It's not to he expected,” she went
on, moving gently about her little
parlor and setting it to rights.

'Iv. was quite neat already,but she

put away a stray magazine, and
‘I dusted the table with her hand-

Be prepared for the greatest
winter  sport — choose your

skates today while our stock is
complete.
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“Demon” unplated $1.70 per pr.
«yemon” plated ... $1.90 per pr.
$2.00 per pr.

SKATES

e $8.60 per pr.
Glacier . . $3.50 per pr.
{ No. 7% Unlon $3.76 per pr.
l Regal Featherweight $56.00 per pr
| Velox ... $6.50 per pr.
We guarantee “Starr” make
of skates not to break.

AUTOMOBILE SKATES
.. $1.90 per pr.

Climax
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Ladies’ Auto .. . $3.60 per pr.
Men's Auto .......... $3.60 per pr.
Auto B. ... .. $6.60 per pr.
Auto T, $6.00 per pr.
Auto C. .. $6.60 per pr.
Auto D. ...... $7.60 per pr.
Bob Skates . .90 per pr.

NO LUXURY TAX
Hoekey Sticks from 20c to $1.35
Pucks ........ s ihuaiens’ 800

The Rogerz Hardware
Co. Ld

Queen Street Grafton Street

kerchief, and then went to the
: mantel ‘and rearranged the group
tot photographs In neat little ten-
| cent-store frames, gazing lovingly
; at the young faces as she did so.
4 They were the pictures of a hand- |
| some, sturdy lad, and two pretty, .
i fluffy-haired girls. The bright faces
smiled at her, and she returned
the smiles tenderly,
| “Who would ever have thought
they would turn out so well—my
dear children!” she mused. “*When
my poor Mary died a widow, and
left me . her three little ones to
bring up, it seemed at first, as 1f
I could not do it—not at my age.
But I couldn’t bear to separate the
little things and putsthem in orp-
hanges—though some of them are
nice places I don’t deny. But they'd
have grown up strangers to each
other, and it seemed lonely for
them, and I thought I'd try to keep’
theny together, if the Lord would
help me. And He did. I never
could have done it without His ald.
| Tt was wonderful how I managed to
get work, one way and another,
! and to keep those children warm
and well and fat. And it wasn't
‘|ull they were all through school
!and old enough to work that my
strength gave out, and I had to sell
my own little home and take this
room in the O1d Ladies’ Home, and
I'm sure it's been a comfortable
place to me, with the children all |
doing so well,and paying my board |
and coming in every week to see
me. I can’t believe it's my Violet
and Mabel that have those fine
positions down town, and Bob
studylng law, and so clever. I
know the Lord helped me. I never
could have raised such clever chil-
dren alone.” .
She had made the round of the
room. It was perfectly tidy,in case
one of the old ladies should “take
a notion to drop in.”” She sat down
before her tiny stove, and poured
out her cup of tea, dreaming still
" in the warm twilight.
“I wish they could bave seen
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1 Car Middiings.
1 Car Cornmeal and Craok-
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W Corn,

1 Car “Robin Hood”
and Rolled Oate

1 Car “Gold Medal” Flour
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‘lnd Feed.

Schumacker Feed, Pure }
Linseed Meal,

Calf Meal, Chi%k Feed,
Bone Meal.

. Crushed  Oyster  Ghells,

Poultry Grit, eto.

~Selling at lowest prices,
Wholesale and Resall,

Carter & Co. Ltd.

their way to come to see me this
Christmas—but there! [ know
they would have loved - to come,
but Violet said in her note that
{ they were going to such a nice
i liouse party for Christmas and how
i could I be so selfish as to expect
| them to give up such a pleasure,
just for me! I haven't room for
them all here anyway, at once.
They'll come one at a time to see
| me, after Christmas. Bless them!
! they won't forget their old Auntie!
But it's funny Rob hasn't sent me
his usual cheque. He mnever for-
gets it. There I am again! Of
course he needs all his money Just
now, and he'll send it later. 1t will
do just as well, and he knew 1
would understand.. There’s the
postman—maybe it's come!”

| But the postman brought her[
only u greeting card from one of |
the old ladies in the Home. She
swallowed ber disappointment,and

Glover)
fell to musing again,

I thought perhaps Mabel would
sand me a pair of worsted slippers
—she always does! But of course
sh@ knows the last pair can’t be
worn out yet. I'm very easy on

slippers, and ghe needed the
mony. They. have so many
frienkls, and they have to give |

some, presents. No, I'm not com-l
plnln‘]g a bit; I'm only so glad

they are visiting, and - have so
many things to' do and you'll find
they haven't forgotten you. They'll
just spread out the Christmas hap-
piness that’s alll”

She wrapped her new shawl’
about her, put on the pink slippers,
and with the box of candy in her
lap, sat down by the window to
watch the pleasant stir of Christ-
mas in the streets. A big automo-
bile slid up to the gate of the Old

s
.Some Xmas Traditions
Continued from Page One.
on their shoulders, ready to receive
the “Calenigs,” which are usually
a piece of cheese, some oatcakes
and a penny. There was an old syp-
estition that if a loaf were left on
the table on Christmas Eve there

would be no lack of bread in the
house during the coming year,

Ladies’ Home, and stopped.

“It’s old Mrs. Lynwood’s srand-l

children; they always come to see

her,” thought Miss Ellen, watching

with interest from her window.
Two girlish figures, wrapped in

{they remembered she was In the ng and being scattered, and hav-

| whose bright eyes gazed entranced | And Rob managed to find the dear-

:; l‘::l gt\‘;te ;u::le lgx:l;: cl:ldre{.\, and | furs—a  broad-shouldered young
5 g l‘k"«& Bood‘tellow in a big overcoat, helping |

me af that house party. They'them out. It looked like—but no, |
deserve\it; and they knew I'd un- it couldn’t be— ¢
(lel:stund" But it was. Up the stairs light !

She sd¢ on, fancying how lovely | feet were springing; young voices |
Violet amil Mabel would look in the  whispered and laughed outside her
heautiful ‘dresses their own lhard-|door. A tap— then, before she |
earned moyney had bought and how | could say “Come in!” they were all 3
handsome her boy Rob would be in ! around her, the girls’ arms about
evening di‘ess, bending over some her neck, the boy hugging her from
pretty girl, at the party that night. behind—all crying at once.

“They are young things, and gay, . “Merry Christmas! - Auntie! Oh,
and they wdut to be happy,” she Merry Christmas, and lots of
excused themy, tenderly, to herself, .them! In our own home, Auntie!
“I'd be a selfigh old woman to mind Hurry and get your things on. 1|
their not comfng, or writing. They | can’t wait!” I
didh’t mean amything unkind.” “My dear children!” Miss Ellen,

So, with = wnselfish, trustiug bewildered with joy, trled to catch
thoughts of ‘haer “chldren,” she her breath, which had been squeez-
went to bed on ghat Christmas eve, ed out of her by their vehement
happlly not heaving the indignant hugs. “I don't understand. How
comments of some of the old lad-icoum you get here? I thought]
fes: | | you were at the party!”

“It’s a shame, B say! She is so| “Tell her, Violet, while I get her
patient, and those selfish children cloak and things?” ordered Mabel;
not caring a thing' about her, after and Violet and Rob together tried
she ‘slaved hersed to death: for|to tell the story coherently.
them, all their lives! And now they | «“you see, Auntie, darling, we
are independent of her, not even!were talking it over one day, and
gend a Christmas card, to show | we found we were tired of board-

world!” ing you vegetating here by your:

But Miss Ellen, sweetly asleep, gelf. And so we just thought
was dreaming that she was telling . we'd try to get a home together
the Christmas story to two Tosy once more—a home' with you in
little girls and a curly-haired boy, | the middle to make it a real one.

into hers; and she smiled in her | ot 1ittle house, just big enough to
dream. hold the four of us; and a stove;
Christmas morning came, brlghtlnnd {Hat's our Christmas gift to
and sparkling and crisp. Through ' gyrselvs and to you, Auntle, and
streets “dumb. with snow,” people | we are going to eat our Christmas
hurried with bright Christmas fac-| qinner this very day in our own
es and hands filled with holly-deck- jjttle home. There! what do you
od parcels. A group of girls came think of our Christmas surprse?”
to the Old Ladies’ Home, bringing | «phink!"” Miss Ellen gasped.“Oh,
gifts for every one of the old lad-'ymy garlings, to think T could ever
jes, and went merrily abhout the pave doubted you for one single
house, delivering them | instant, or fancy that it was poss-
. “Thank you, dearle,” said Miss | gple you could forget me on Christ-
Ellen, smiling gratefully, over her | mas!
lapful ‘of gifts—a soft grey shawl, «Forget! oh, Aunte!” Mabel was
a pair of pink worsted slippers, 2o her knees beside her, the tears
box of mints,prettily tied up. “HOW i yo11ing down her face. “Violet!
kind, it was of you to remember gop1 told you we ought not to
me,” she said, putting down in the jeceive her, even for a minute!
bottom of her heart, out of sight, That we let her think we forgot
the little sore feeling that her OWn | pory» 2
girls were not among this party of «Dearest!” pleaded Violet, “it
joy bringers—that they had not gaq only for a Christmas surprise.
remembered her mneed cf shawls i yo. didn’t really think so?”
aud slippers and m nts. «No—no! 1 trusted you all
The postman would bring £ome fyyoygh” sobbed Miss Ellen. “But
tchen of remewmbranc from them: .y .u¢ the house party? How could
she felt sure he would; and she you get aways so soon?” :
watched eagerly from the window «It was our own house party,”
as be came down the street vre: y,,0pned Mabel. We spent yester-
sently, laden as a Christmas post dsy fixing up the house, and to-
man should be. day the party comes off—our very
But none of hie many packager gegt in eur own house, Auntie.
was for her. She bad expected jiervthing is ready. Here's your
something then, and her  eves| 4 . and bonmet. Come on, We
dimmed in spite of her courage | ...¢ wait another minute!”
The next instant she was upbraid And presently the big automo-
ing herself: bile' was geliding smoothly over
“Ellen FitzHugh, you are a selllypg gnow with its load of Christ
seeking old woman! Expecting .,c nappiness, and Miss Ellen
the children to have time to send o, saving jovonsly to herself.
things by mail. when you know #A foms with tho children
again! it seems almost too good
“ to be true, except that it's Christ-
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J. & T. Morris,

mas, and nothing s too good to be
true, then. And they did not for-
get me, and that is the best of all,

for

wwith all the joys of Christmas
blest !
To be remembered is the best.”

—American Messenger.”

Small \Edgar had accompanied
his mother to church and on the

The “Yule Doughs” or “Dows”
of by-gone days were often made
! merely of white flour, perhaps of
slightly finer quality than usual,
| with the addition of sugar and cur-
rants.  These anclent “Yule
Doughs,’ ’often known as ‘“Baby
Cakes,” were formed in the shape
of little images 'of the Madonna
and Holy Child, or were of a round
form, with a rough representation
of the Nativity stamped upon them
hence the Puritan dislike of the
Christmas cakes.

§ing Ho, a Xmas Garol

'
By Marjorie Howe Dixon

Grandmother was humming a
faintly familiar old tune la t!
night, as she sat in her favorite
rocking chalr, Lnitting a fascinat-
or with long wooden needles. My,
what Grandmother does not know
about knitting! Here it is just be-
fore Christmas, and look at the mit-
tens and scarfs, as well as a life-
size sweater, she has alieady to
send!

Grandmother was never so hap-
py as when knitting and humming
to herself, but last night she sang
|a different tune from any I had ev-
er heard before.

“Where did you learn that song,
Grandmother?” I asked.

“Oh, sonny, I've sort of always
known that. It's an old, ol1 English
carol which my grandfather taught
me. My how the years have flown.
I can remember clearly his telling
of the country Christmas celebra-
tion in England. In those days
pleasures were simple. The Squire
of the Manor threw open his doors
for his tenants and poor relations
and the whole community ga e it-
self up to the grandest and hap-
piest holidays of the year. Young
and old joined in the games, danc-
es, feasts, governed by the jolly
“Lord of Misrule.” Music and cai-
ols were on every tongue, from the
little children who wakened the
whole household with (heir shrill
voice, to the family singing around
the fireplace, with the wmother
sometimes leading with her Kkuit-
ting needle, or in the real old days
they gathered before th> burning
Yule log.

Grandmother paused to complete
an intricate stitch in her knitting.

“My grandfather,” she went on,
“always spoke of the no-oturnal
serenades, ‘the Calling of the
Waits,’ which kept up even in his;
time in rural England. For se-en
successive nights singers and play-
ers paraded before every large
home and chanted Christmas songs
and carols.

“How awfully interesting, Graudi-
mama,” I siid. “Won’t you sing me
a carol?” !

“I'm afraid I've forgotten most
all I've learned, but I'll try. This
one 1 believe is called ‘Master's in
the Hall."”

To Bethlehem did they go,
shepherds three— \

To Bethlehen did they go to see
whe'e it were so or no !

Whether Christ were born or no|

To set them free. |

Master’s in the Hall,

Hear ye news to-day,

Brought over sea,

Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! Nowell!

Sing we clear!

Holpen are all folk on earth,

Born is God’s son so dear.

“Why, what a queer song that is,
Grandmamma,” I exclaimed. I
like the tune but what does ‘Now-
¢ll' mean and ‘holpen? ”

I could see Grandmother was
somewhat shocked at my calling|

the
{

way home, he sald: “Mamma, why
do they call the minister ‘Never-
ron
“He is called ‘reverend, My
dear; mot ‘neverend,” explained
the mother.
«well,” replied [Edgar, “1
~{hought he would never end to-
day."”

the cm se), by all Grocers, Confectioners,

her song a “queer” one, but my|
request for definitions disarmed
her.

“ Nowel' is a word we do not use
nowadays, but it was "a joyous,
shout at the Birth of the Savior, |
and ‘holpen’ means helped.”

' @Grandmother again picked up her

ugnnm “l"o{ér’iéis”‘ ﬁdverages :

S

BEAVER FLOUR is a great saver! When it is

used the waste

AVES shortening and produces bread, pies, cake
and pastry like mother used to make.

of unappetizing bakings is eliminated.

It saves shortening because it is a blended flour con-
taining all the most desirable qualities of the finest

pastry flour.

BEAVER FLOUR is made from the finest of Ontario
Winter Wheat combined with Western Hard Wheat.
The richness and goodness of the former is scienti-
fically supplemented by the strength and body of the
latter, in just the right proportion to give a flour
that is ideal for all baking purposes.

Don’t imagine that BEAVER FLOUR is an un-
tried, new brand. For 50 Years this Flour has been
the “old reliable,” used in thousands of Canadian
households—and the standard of perfection set by

it is still unrivalled.

Try BEAVER FLOUR in your next baking and
obtain bread with that appetizing, delicious, nutlike
taste—pies, cakes and pastry of light, even texture
and delicate, flaky, crispy crusts.

BEAVER FLOUR is sold by

The T. H. TAYLOR CO
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fascinator. “My favorite carol is

“GGod Rest You,Merry Gentlemen,’”

she went on, “and if you will bo

quiet and not make any more

‘cueer’ remarks, I'll sing it to you.”
“I'n promise if I don't forget.”

She sang:

God rest you merry gentlemen,

Let nothing you dismay,

For Jesus Christ, our Savior,

Was born upon this day.

To Save us all from Satan's power

When we wera gone asiray,

Oh, tidings of comfort and joy

For Jesus Christ, our Savior,

Was born on Christmas Day.
“That's a lovely carol,” 1 ex-

claimed, “and I just want to tell

you I have thought of a brand new

idea for a Christmas present for

you. Let's go over to the phono-

graph shop and pick out all the

carols they have.”

TRON

“That would make me very hap-
py,” said Grandmother.  “How I
ehall love to hear them sung again.
We'll have a real old-fashioned
Christmas this year. When the fam-
ily all get here, we'll get a log to
burn in the fireplace, and after
some games, we'll play the rec- 1
ords. You youngsters need to learn| g
the good old Christmas carols,
“As Joseph was a walkin'

He heard an angel sing,
This night shall be the birthnight
Ol Christ our heavenly King."

AGENTS WANTED

Men and women, not tn CANVASS,

Take Your Order
For Printing
—TO—

: The Central |
¢ Job Printery ,4

176 KENT STREET
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» CHARLOTTETOWN,

GRAPE SQUASH
LEMON SQUASH
APPLE NECTAR
CREAM SODA

SARSAPARILLA

BELFAST GINGER ALE

1f not advise DeBLOIS BROS., Ltd., Chatlottétown, P. E, I, and they will seeyou aré supplied.
Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island

but to travel and appoint local rep-
resentatives, $1,0 and expenses |l
guaranteed first year, w h
.chance to make $2,600 and cxpens-|d
es, State age and qualifications.
Txperience unnecessary. Winston
Co., Dept. G., Toronto.

THLEIPHONE 420-L

ORANGE SQUASH

For The Holidays

What i8 more suitable than
serving your guests with one
of the delicious “Peerless” ,Bev-
erages?

TONIC

Keep a case or two in the
tiouse at all times for unexpect:
ed guests,
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