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. 8% the window all about

Nowhere in all the world, perbaps
was there a leeener appreciation of
Ohristmas chee: than {n the heart
of winsome Ina Whalton, the afec-
tionate end resourceful younger

(: gister of Edith, just now recovering

from a long and desperate llness.

geventeen-year-old Ina, the only
tiving relative of the sick girl, had
goue down 1nto the valley of death
with her, suffering in mind and
spirit as severely almost as did
pdith, physically, But. now, Bdith
was 5o greatly improved as to be
able to sit up in bed for her break-
fast. Near her stood a small table on
which was a vase of red-and-white
roses, and dishes of very tempting
food. She took up the saucer con-
taining & half-orange and looked in
pewilderment at the well-buttered
toast, eggs and coffee.

] don't understand” she an-
nounced. “I simply can’t see how
you manage to do all this, Ina”
with a significant gesture toward
the table.

The sister smiled sweetly. “Don't
you know it is Christmas?” she
naively asked by way of reply.

“Oh, yes, of course. I know it is
Christmas, Ina dear, but the season
does not put anything into our
pockets, you know. We can't afford
it.” 0
“But I am quite sure we can. So
don't you worry.”

Edith did not seem satisfied. Her
expression of perplexity called for
further explanation and Ina con-
tinued: “I've been.a darling creat-
ure while you were fll. I'm quite
sure you'll not approve, even though
I did it for your sake; but it really
doesn't m\iter, now that you are
getting well. Nothing matters but
just that. Oh, Bdith! You are my
precious Christmag gift.”

“You've been so good to me, dear,”
quickly responded Bdith, ignoring
her sister's claim of daring, “but
you have not satisfled my curiosity.
How do you manage to spread such
sumptuous meals?”

“By my boldness.” Ina tossed her
head coquettishly and strode de-
flantly across the room, as if to
characterize her words. Then she
paused and leaned om the footboard
of the bed smiling teasingly. “I
know you would think it very dread-

ful. 1t is true, nevertheless. I had .

to do it.”

“Nonsense, Ina, Wou couldn't be
bold, even if you tried. You don't
know how.”

“I was though, very bold, I guess.
Listen. When I went to pay the gas
bill last week, I just told the clerk
it—your
ilness, my giving up my position to
be with you, our lack of funds and
Our very great need, and just as
800d a5 asked him for help.”

“Ial”  Bdith paused with the
p0on half-way to her mouth.

“Yes, I did just that pefore I real-
ized what I wag saying. I was des-

dur'ng the Yuletide originally
bad a purpose beyond that of
decoration. In olden days
each kind of evergreen was
belleved to confer special &
blessings on those who passed £
beneath its boughs. To pass &
under holly insured good for«
tune throughout the year, bay
meant victory, while laurel
was supposed to impart &
apirit of beauty and poetry.—
Missour{ Farmer. o
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§l% wao recently bought out our
old. friend does no c:edit business.
He refused to let me have med.cine
without the money; you had to have
medicine.”

“But, Ina, think of a Walton
begging! What you did was actual
begging,” and the proud girl's face
yegistered her humiliation.

“But the flowers?” pdith question-
ed “Why the flowers? You surely do
not consider them a grave Y.

.
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AUTOCRAT OF THE LIVERY STABLE

(By Wes e Holbro'k, in the New
York Hera'd Tritune Mag:zine.)

Toere is an Old World legend
thit dumb an'mals becoxe articu-
late on Ch istmas Eve: for a few
mome ts ju t before the morning
of the festve day they enjoy the
priviege of expressirg their
thoughts n w.rds— releving in
one burst ¢f garruity the pent-up
emot ons of ¢n e.tire year,

But most of the dumb cn'mals in
this count y have never reard of
the e end. In the r ignora ce they
as:ume that the night of December
24 is Lk2 any other night, and they
m ke no attempt to exert their la-
tent powers of speech. T.us they
g0 from the cradle to the g'ue fac-
tory as mute as Vice-Prasid ntial
candidates-

If the doctor had not ordered
Mr:. Humberton Smith-Smythe to
take up riding, the.e might have
been not ing but somno’ent &ilence
in the Bast Teabon' 'livery stable
on Christmas Eve- Retumng from

For reply Ina walked around to
the table on which the tall vase
stood and burled her face in the
roses. “But they are so lovely,” she
said, “and I just adore flowers!”

“So do I, dearie, but you should
be more prudent with our scant
means. Did they cost much?” !

“Much?” Ina hesitated. “Yes, they
really were very expensivé.”

Edith was growing extremely an-
noyed. “You extravagant little imp!
How much?”

“No,” blandly acquiesced Ina.

Bdith looked really trou:led. “Ina,
you are too provoking for anything
this morning. I never knew you to
behave quite so foolishly.”

Ina made a grimace at her and
drawled, “Oh—about three dolla s

“Three doliars!” echoed Fdith with
8 frown. “Why, we didn't have more
than three times three dollars the
last time I saw you count the
money.”

“Foolish, am I?” crooned Ina, dive
ing for her sister, and Kkissing her
on both cheeks. “Am I foolish for
loving you? Suppose I had held on
to my Walton pride and refused all

Took From a Messenger Boy a Large
Well-Filled Baskes

help. You could not have had what
your condition required, and I should
not have—" Ina stopped abruptly,
clapping both hands over her mouth
while her neck and face went scar-
Jet.

*“What?” Edith waited, but her
gister only burst into a confused
laugh. Then, “Sh-sh-gh—" she
whispered, laying a finger on her
lips. “Some one is at the door.”
Tripping across the roam, Ina op-
eped with an expectang air and
took from a messenger boy a large
well-filled basket, which she carried
straight to the bed and sat down
by Edith. “There,” she said, ‘It is
all for you.”

“Oh, dear!” exclaimed the won-
dering gir], shaking her head. “You
puzzle me sorely. Flowers again!”

“It is not all flowers, I'm sure,”
answered radiant Ina with a prov-
oking little toss of her head. “Let
me see” With this she lifted the
covering of carnations, laid them
lovingly in Edith’s lap, and delved
into the basket's remaining contents.
“Look! Here is a young chicken, a

Bdith, it 1s all s0 lovely!”
“But where do all these lovely
things come form? We haven't so0

a broad, Mrs. 8nith-
Sm the had brought back .n Eng-
lish :addle horse.

It w s this same charger that
int od ced his stable mat:s to the
pleasures 0: ora’ exp e'sion. He
had been pa k d in the East Tea-
bo-e livery st be for the winter,
along w'th a fat gr:y mare named
Bessie tnd Junior M lfret’s Shet-
land pony. And when, shortly be-
foe mdnight on Christ:a Eve,
he suddenly looked over his shoul-
der end exoa'med, “Me ry Christ-
mas!”"—there was a violent stam-
pede iri the st ble. The Shetland
pony squealed and the gray mare
reared b>ckward, coming down
w'th b.th forefeet In he fecd box.

“Sorry,” :a'd the Eng’ sh saddle-

horse. “I re lize th't we haven't
besn {ntroduced forma ly, but un-
der the circumstances I thought
you w uldn't mi-d.”
o “I-I ddn't know we were on
speaking terms,” cried the gray
mare increivlouly, She turned to
the Shetl nd pony. ‘Can ycu talk,
too?”

“Nct ve y well,” the pony admit-
ted doubtfuly. “I'm just a little
hoarse-”

“Of oourse, oonvessaticn isn't

obligatory,” sad the sadde-hcrse,
“put I th'nk it’s rathe. nice to ob-
serve these old Yuletide customs,
don't you?”

“Indeed I do,” agreed te gray
mare. ‘I n't sclence wonder ul?”

“Ths isn't sclence, my dear”
said th> sadd e-horse, “It's super-
stition.”

“I feel as !f T ought to say some-
thing dreadfully 'mport nt now
that I've got the cha ce,” the gray
ma e s'ghed, “but I can't think of
a thing.”

“There are several thing I'dlike
to say to that Mi'fret brat if he
were hece,” growl’d the ponv. “He
fed me salt-water taffy d y before

smiling roguistily at the elder’s dig-
nified disapproval. ‘I knew you
would think me dreadful, sad Ina
finally. “that is why I have kept it
from you until now. But lsten to
me, Edith, in all seriousness. I must
make you understand. When I left
you that day to pay the gas bill,
because to have falled would have
meant no heat, with the thermom-
eter standing at zero, and you with
pneumonia, I was nea:ly crazy. I
returned as soon as possibie and
found you unconsclous. The new
woman across the hall had already
called the doctor. He sa.d you could
not live unless there was a change
for the better by midnight, and I
am quite sure he did not expect
that change.

“Next morning, Mr. Clark, the
clerk of whom you say I begged,
came to sée If there was anything
he couid do for us.

“poor little sister,” from Edith.
Ina continued:

“He took in the situation at once
and sent his own physician, Doctor
Danks. It is to Doctor Denks that
we owe your life. Then Mr, Clark
sent everything that was needed for
your comfort and mine, too. No
doubt the doctor made out the list
for him. Nothing helpful wes omit-
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yest:rday and my teeth aren’t un-
stuck yet.” y

“He meant well, no doubt,” sald
the gay m re philosophically.
“Whatever else you may say
against humans, you must admit
that their ntenticns usually are
gocd”

“Just t-e same,” the sadd'e-
horse argued, “it'’s a good idea to
have an unde:standing with your
owner. He may not L'ke it, but he
will respect y.u for it, Al'hough
human beings ara sens'tive crea-
tu.es, : 11 their actions are based on
nstinet - rather than on reason.
Y.u can't teach them to thnk for
t:emselves, but you can teach
them to think that they ate think-
ing for thems:clves. They are nat-
ural imitators. If one human does
somethi g all the others around
him immed:tey do the same
taing. Thus you have sué¢h pheno-
me:a as books-cf-te-mo th, bull-
markets, week-end €xcu sions and
Democratic lardslides.”

“But ther instinct is rea’ly su-
perequne at t'mes” remarked the
gray mare. “I'll n~ver ferget how
one o th:m s ved my life. It was
back in 1918, wh n I  bel 1ged to
old ‘udge OC ndwck. He was
driving me rome late one Salur-
day night, after spending the
eve. ing at the Silver Dollar sa-
loon; it was rain’'ng hard and
ptch dark. As we approac ed th®
wooden br'dge cv:r Te2bne Creek
the Judge suddenly puled up and
tu.ned the bu:gy a.ouzd.

“!Come on, Besi ' he said,
‘we're gol g beck and have anoth-
er drink! Naturally, I didn’t want
to go. But he took the whip to me
—a~d back we went to the Silver
Doll'r, whers the Judge finally
fell a- eep under a table while I
dozed against a ritch ng post.

“In the morn'ng we lea ned that
t%e bridge over Te-boze Creek had
been wash d out during the n'ght!
But for the Judge's in-tinct— an
inst! ct ipherited from a long 'ine
of Southern ancestors— we both
m'ght hove plunged ‘nto a raging
torent a-d drowned. I'll never
forget that night—and neither
will the Jud_ e; h's wife w.n't let
him.”

“T will give human beings cre-
dit for cne thing,” the saddle-
horse co-ceded. “They are loyal
The man who own'd me in Eng-
land uted to follow me around by
the hour, lke a dog.”

“What for?® demanded the
Shet and po~y-

“He was tryng to put a halter
on me.”

“By the way,” sald the mare,
“do you shy?”

“Well,” repl'ed the saddle-horse
reflectively, “someimes I do and
sometires I den’t. I used to shy at
everyt ing, even at mere curates
on bicycl’s. But after I came over
to this country a d saw s0 many
horses rot :hy:ng, I rather got out
of the habit.”

“You'll find a few Middle-Wes-
ten horses who shy,” the gray
mare infoomed him. “But not
these sophct’cated c'ty nags. They
con ider it an a fectat'on, Person-
aly, I shy whenever I'm with
somé cne who appreci-tes it. After
al’, when you're tw nty-two, you
must do something to ie:p up an
appear n:e of cotishne s.”

“Rea ly,” protested the saddle-
horse gallantl , “I wouldn't have
said you were a day ove  sxteen.”

“You cculdn't if you wanted to,
until ton’ ht” t-e Sh:tl nd pony
rem'nded h m.

“When I was six'een,” the gray
mare mused, ignoring the interrup-
tion, ‘my ta wa  so long that the
coachman c2uld sit oa t. I used to
pull the famiy ‘phaeton down
Man Street on Sunday afte.noon
and every body furned sround to
admire me. There was a big
blacgsmith shop on the corner
where the White F.ont fllling sta-
tion is today, and the shoemakers
were 1eal artists.  You remember
the old poem. ‘Under a sprezding
che:tnut tree, the village sm thy
stands for no nonsen-e.'”——

“Tact must have been a long
time ago,” the saddle-horse obser-
ved. “It's imposs'ble to get a com-
fortable thoe mowadays.”

“It was a long time ago,” she

m.t THE MISTLETOE
farlon—Jack is getting near-

doesn’t follow that

agre 4 coxipace-tly, *Why, I can
remember when Mrs, Humbe.ton
Smith-Smythe didn't have a hy-
phen to her name. SBhe was pain
Minnie Smit:, a fat little girl In
pnk calico kloomers and—"

“Don't . tell me,” groaned the
saddle-horse, wirc ng. “She’s bad
enough in her riding habit.”

“Habit, my eye!” the Shetland
pony put in. “That costume she
wears is a major vice.”

“M s. Smith-Smythe cen afford
to dress as she lkes” tie gray
mare explaired. “S8h: comes from
one o. East Tezbone's first fam'-
lles.”

“R.dculous!” the saddle horse
snorted. “She doesn't look to me
like a person who is sufferng from
b ue bl:cd pressure.

“‘Kird hea ts are more than
coronets”’, sald the gray mare.
“It's true of hoses as well as hu-
mans. Prob:bly I could trae my
genealogy clear back to the Little
Ex:iprus if I wrn'ed to. But what
of it? I.be’eve in l'ving in the
present. All I ask is a pall of wa-
ter, a ta e cf hay—."

“A=d who?” enquired the saddle
ho e provocatively.

“Not you, certanly” the
mare replied, edging away.

“But ttere must h-ve been
some one-some.ime,” he in-isted.

The gray m re blushed a del'cate
mauve “T ere w:2s,” she admite
ted at lenzth. “Hi name was Boli-
var. He was a big black Percheron
who stood sixteen hands high in
his ba.e hoofs. What g horse! He
pulled a brewery truck, and when
he went thu~d:ring ov r the cob-
blestones with the br:oss on his
harness jing'ig and h's muscles
riprlng in the sun hine—t was a
sight you coud never forget.

“Twelve ye:Ts ago he went away;
I have nev r seen him since. Yet I
still love him, and for me there
will never b> rnyo~e elie. S me-
times when I am h:lf asleep I
seem to see h'm—standing im-
pat'ently in front of Emil 8 hpe'-
der’s Samp’e Rcom. But,” tre mare
sighed, “'t is on'y a dream like the
bale of h-y at the end o’ t e rain-
bow. You can't eat y:ur wild oats
and h:vé’ them.———

“Hush!” c:1'd tke Sh t'ard pony
“There's someb dy at the door.”

The stable dcor slid open and
two men entered with a lantern.
“I'm posit've I heard voces,” sald
one, olding the lentern above his

gray

head. The fickering 1'ght reveal-

ed three hor es dozing pe:cefully
in their stalls,

“I hope not,” replied the other
man fervently. {By the w:y, I sold
that old crfay ma e in - the end
stal to Sc midt, the brew r yes-
terday. Of course, he’ll hav2 to use
trucks when his plant beg ns run-
ning at full capacity, but he wants
to have one hors:-drawn wagon,
for old times’ sa'e—so he's giing
to team her up wth a bg black
plug ramed Bo'ivar.”
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Peacock Dinner English
Custom Many Years Ago

ONS in Christmas dinners
come and go. In olden days at
a Christmas feast in England, next
in importance to the boar’s head as
a Christmas dish was the peacock.
To prepare the bird for the table
was a task entail'ng no little trou-
ble. The skin was first carefully
stripped off with the plumage ad-
hering. The bird was then roasted;
when done, and partially cooled it
was sewed up again in its feathers,
its beak painted with giit and so
sent to the table. Some times the
whole body was covered with leaf
gold and a piece of cotton saturated
with spirits placed in its beak and
lighted befdre the carver commenc-
ed operations. This “food for lov-
ers and meat for lords” was stuffed
with spiccs and sweets, basted with
yolks of eggs and served with
plenty of gravy. N
The noble bird was not served by
common hands; that privilege was
reserved for the lady guests most
disting:shed by birth or beauty. One
of them carried it into the dining
hall to the sounds of music, the rest
of the lad'es following in due order.
The dish was set down before the
master of the house or his most
honored guest, The latest instance
of peacock eating recorded was at a
dinner given to Willlam IV, when
duke of Clarence, by the governor
of Grenada.
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One Way to Keep Warm

Terhaps the best of Al
ways to keep warm during $he Yulo
the

Great Yule Feast Given
By King Richard in 1399

Cmsrmmmmoreom
is an old feast day though the

Santa Claus and Christmas tree
traditions comg to us from another
source. Willlam E. Mead's “The
English Medieval Feast” (Hough
ton, Miflin) quotes, from Stow's
“Survey of London,” an account at
the great feast which King Richard
gave in Westminster Hall in the
year 139 . just after rebuilding the
hall of William Rufus:

“A most royal Christmas with
dally joustings and runnings at
tilt, where-unto resorted such a
number of people that there was
every day spent 28 or 26 oxen, and
300 sheep, besides fow] without
number; he caused a gown for him-
self to be made of gold, garnished
with pearl and precious stones, to
the value of 3000 marks; he was
guardsd by Cheshire men and had
about him commonly 13 bishops,
besides barons, knights, squires, and
others more than needed; insomuch
that to the household came every
day to mweet 10,000 people, as ap-
peareth by the messes told out from
the kitchen to 300 servitors.”

— 3 VSRS
Saxon Words “Waes Hael,”
Meaning “Be in Health”

c!m.IS'I‘M.As fare has always occu-
i

pled a big part in Yuletide cele-
bration. Our Anglo-Saxon fore-
fathers were excellent trencher-
men, and eating and drinking were
a necessary part of every gala day,
Stuffed boars heads, peacocks,
geese, capons, pheasants, mince ple,
plum pudding—these decked the
board. The turkey was unknown.
That excellent fowl did not enter
into the bill of fare until the dis-
covery of the New world. Of
cours’, there was drink aplenty.
Punch was the customary wassatf
bowl. This bow! takes its name
from the Saxon words, “waes hael,”
mean'ng “be in health.” It was a
great bow! of punch into which
baked apples were thrown to en-
hance its flavor. Mince ple origin-
ated in 1596. It first was made
from mutton. The Puritans con-
demned it as an ungodly dish, and
the Quakers would have none of
it,
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Ancients Gave Presents
as Most People Do Now

Tln custom of making presents at

Christmas is derived from very
anclent usage. It was a Teutonic
invention. In Latin countries gifts
were exchanged at New Year's,
writes James Waldo Fawcett in the
Washington (D.C.) Evening Star.

The decoration of churches with
mistletoe and holly is likewise a
pagan survival,

Nativity plays and pageants trace
back to a pre-Christian era. The
sports of the Lords of Misrule in
England are supposed to be an in-
heritance from the Saturnalia of
heathen Rome.

Father Christmas or Santa Clsus
is ident'fled with St Nicholas or
Nicholas, and also with Knecht
Rupercht and Robin Goodfellow.
Grimm says that in some parts of
Germany Knpecht Nicolas is merely
an attendant on the real gift-giver,
who is sometimes the infant Christ
and sometimes Dame Bertha, but
who is also frequently conceived as

.an ugly dwarf, called Krampus.

Carol singing by walfs, strolling
street musicians, is an old Brit-
ish custom,

The first OChristmas cards date
from about 1846,

The setting up in Latin churches
of a Christmas creche is sald to
have been originated by St. Francis.

PN T g e R e

Selecting Christmas Cards

We unconsciously betray our true
selves when we select Christmas
cards. People who live in cify
apartments are apt to send draw-
ings of farmhouses that nestle cos-
ily tall trees; a lawyer's
ho.iday is likely to be sugary
with sefittment—Colller's Weekly,

only s two-dollar bill, and a few
stray coppers. This represented th-ee
months’ careful saving for Christ-
mas. The Gradys were poor and
there were seven of them. Pa Grady
was kiiled in an accident three years
ago, since when Ma Grady sand
Susie and Bill had worked ha d to
keep the family together. But all
the hardship in the world could
not dampen the spirits of that
fighting family.

Susie Grady was a plucky fifteen,
and got small jobs of looking after
the neghbors’ bables, or coming
in as a mother’s helper. Bill Grady
was twe.ve. He picked up odd
quarters in all sorts of clever ways.
Ma Grady, that rosy, smiling, bat~
tling woman had her big arms in
the suds fiom mornnig until night.
She did the washings of half the
town.

And so Christmas Eve came. And
Msa Grady stepped down to where
the stores were anc. expended her
two dollars and a few coppers on
gifts for her family. In the mean-
time Susie an Bill were busy about
a Christmas tree. Bill had bought
it at a great reduction because it
was s0 ugly.

Susie paused in draping a bit of
tinsel on a branch. “Don’t you hear
a crying?” she asked.

“Haven't got time to listen to
the wind,” growled Bill, who was
feeling too important to be bothered
with trifles.

Susie went on with her work.

Then—“But I do hear something,
sure as the worid!” she insisted. Bill
grunted and stood off to squint up
his eyes at some cotton he had just
arranged like snow.

*“It's a scratching sound and a
whine. I'm going to see,” Susie slip-
ped into the hall. 8he opened the
door. There, shivering on the sill,
was the coldest little dog she had
ever seen in her life. It had long,
silken ears and the biggest brown
eyes imaginable.

“Why, you poor little beastiel”
Susie gathered him up in her arms.
A grateful pink tongue lapped her
face. A cold little body pressed
against her warm neck. She hurried
beak to the Christmas tree.

“Look! Look what I've found!”

Bill came over to examine the dog.
“Cute little feller, ain’t he?” he
conceded. “Guess he's one of them
new fangled kind: a Chinese Peking-
ese. Wonder why he came to our
door.?”.

The children stood patting the
new treasure. And the wee dog made
tiny snortings of pleasure, wriggling
and squirming with delight. The
Christmas tree was forgotten.

“Don’t get him to barking or it
will wake up the other kids!” warn-
ed Susie. ’

For half an hour the two child-
ren played with the small stranger.
Bill and Susie had never seen such
a friendly little creature. They bee
gan to think of him as their own , .
as a Christmas gift come especially
for them.

A loud rapping on the door. A
rapping as of a cane knocked
smartly against the panels.

“Mercy!” said Susie. “Who's that?,,
And she flew to answer it.

“Have you seen?” asked a man's
volce, a deep businesslike volce, “a
small dog about here?”

“Why—" stammered Susle, “why
—eh—"

‘A sharp little bark
othe room.

‘“Ah,” said the stranger, “I pet-
ceive that you have. Allow me to
enter and retrieve my property.”

Before Susie could say a word the
big man had pushed by her and
was in the room where the Christ-
mas tiee stood.

Bill had the dog tight in his
Arms. There was an expression on
on the boy’s face of dogged deter-
m’nation. He looked as though noth-
ing in the world could separate hm
from this new-found .

Continued on page 4
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