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MY POOR WIFE.

BY J. P. SMITH. ,
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CHAPTER XIII,

It was dawn—na cold, misty dawn--
#a I stepped, with a mufMed tread, to
my dressing room. 1 stopped and
looked at my sleoping wife, and, as |1
looked, the ghastly idea struck ma that
I was not looking Into the features of
a sleeping, but a dead woman, ‘The
stony rigld repose, tha waxen color of
the skin, the fixed look of pain about
the drawn mouth, all secmed Lo con-
firm my- fear, untll, leaning closer, &
faint breath fanned my cheek and she
monned feebly. 1 stole away, swal-
lowed a glass of brandy, threw mysell

upon a couch In my dressing room and
soon sank into an uneasy dose. Hel-
en's sleeplng face hsunted mo, |

dreamt that ghe was lylng dead on Lhe
eliff whera we had so often sat togeth-
er, and thet when I stooped to 1ift her
Lody In my arms a pair of bony hands
closed flercely round my throat, stran-
gling my erles for mercy, dragged meo
to the edge of the cliff, where I flerce-
Iy wtruggled for my 1ife. Theo hands
{ knew belonged to old Molly Grifiin;
but the face glowerlng over me was
young William Hernshaw's, distorted
with passion. At last, with n violent
wrench, I freed one arm, and sclzing
the hand pressing my throat, awoke
to find Helen leaning over me, drog-
¢/ng her wrist from my clutch,

I looked at her stupldly for a sec-
snd,

“I—I am dolng you no harm,” she
wld, her eyes flickering and glaring at
wme glealthlly, *I came to see why—
why—you had not come to bed. Let
we go, let meo go, 1 gay—you hurt me.”

1 at once dropped her band, and she
ran quickly sway to her own room.

I did not seo her again until break-
tant, when she appeared In a lively,
talkative mood and elvilly disposed
towards both Edith and me, though ghe
pever once looked us In the face, but
kept her eyes almost closed or fasten-
od to her plute. After giving some
household crders she went out, and,
standing by the window of my study,
{ watched her for some time pacing a
retired corner of the kltchen garden
with a swift, monotoncus stride; at
fast the movement became s0 repug-
pant to me that, scarcely heeding what
! waa doing, I threw open the window
end called out to her:

“Helen, I'm going to the club thla
morning; haven't you any shopping to
do? The dog cart will be round in
tulf an hour,

“No, none,” ghe answered, after a
moment’s pause, “Desgldes, I have an
engagement this afternoon, Ask Miss
Stopford; she Is sure to have some
ghopping to do."

Bhe had, and we started presently,
returning very hot and dusty late In
the afternocon to find that Helen had
falled to keep her engagement, which
Edith casually Informed me was a
drive to the Flower Show at Briers-
wood with Sir Willlam Hernshaw,

“It was 8o hot, I felt too lazy to
firesi; 1 hope you had a pleasant
drive,” she sald drowaily, her eyelashes

“Almost unbearable coming back,” 1
answered, throwing myself upon a
geat by the open window. “I am near-
iy choked with dust; I feel I could
swallow a quart of claret and soda."”

“I'll get some,” sald Helen, golng to-
wards the dining room, and presently
retorning with a cool, frothing tum-
bler, which ghe handed to me and
then stood behind my chair,

1 turned, Iald my hand on her arm,
and sald gently:

“Helen, tell me what Is the matter
with yon. Why will you not look at
me—wifa?"

fhe did not move or answer a word,
though I repeated my inquiry almost
coaxingly, as one would questiom a
pottish, wayward child,

{ withdrew my hand and lifted, sigh-
4ng wearily the glass, when suddenly,
with a loud cry, she dashed it from
my lips, the liquld squirting up Into
my face, flowing down my shirt and
eollar and streaming onto the carpet,
+where the glass lay broken,

Bwng to the quick by the Insulting
violence of the act, I sprang to my
feot, glaring spoechlessly at her until
13dith, whose presence I was not aware
of, ran eagerly towards me and passed
per handkerchief over my wet face and
neck.

“How dare you? 1 stammered
noarsely, “What do you mean? Are
you mad?”

Helen burst into a wild, loud Iaugh.

*“Yes, yos, mad—mad as a March
pare—mad—mad—the maddest wife
ever & true husband had. Oh, “my
poor head—my poor head—It aches—
it aches! A breath of sea alr would
do It good—a breath of sea alr!" ghe
moaned, Natlessly moving away,

1 went too, for evern Edle's soft
touch and pitying eyes were more than
1 could bear. Ordering my horse, 1|
gave him his head, rode aéroes country
as If following the swiftest hounds that
ever ran & fox to earth. [ knew not
whither or how far I went; It was
night when the poor brute, lame, foot-
gore, erawled up the avenue agaln,
Edith was waillng for me on the door-
wtep, and led me Into the dining-room,
whora a tempting supper waa lald,

“Eat, eat,” ghe eand; “you look thoy-

;ghly exhnusted, poor dsar.”

Lt “Bhe,” I bezan nervously.

sinee, locked up In her room. Don't
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right tomorrow, you'll find, Now, dear
boy, to supper, pleass,”

The next morning I was awaXkened
from a dreamless sleep by the house-
koeper, Mrs, Murray-—-a valoed and
trusted gervant who had served the
family for nearly forty years—rousing
ma violently,

“What ia 1t?" I asked, sitting up In
my bed with a vague feeling of appro-
henslon. “Has anything happencd?”
“Hueh, hush, master Paul," she sald
agltatedly, “we must keep It quiet as
long as we can, Something has hap-
pened. 8he has gone.”

“My wife?"

“Yes, when I went Inta her room this
morning I found [t empty and the bed
not glept In; gho s not In any part of
the house grounds, That Is all I cun
tell yon.”

Urging her to keep the other ser-
vauts {n Ignorance If possible, 1 dressed
hurrledly, and, my mind distrocted
with wrath, suaplelon, vague terror
and jealouey, sought in vain for any
traee of my unfortunate wife. She had
dizappeared completely, withont leav-
Ing a note or message; no ono hod seen
or heard her quit the house, and, after
a guarded [nquiry at the statlon, I as-
certalned that she had not been ob-
sorved by efther gnards or etation-
master taking any of the morining or
late night-trains, Towards mld-day,
feverieh with anxlety, entirely bafiled,
[ returned home, Calling Mre, Mur-
ray, 1 begged her to get by poriman-
teau ready, as I was leaving at once.
“Where to—what are youn going to
do—tell me, Master Paul?" she plead-
ed, with a shaking volce.

“I'm golng after him,” 1 answered
chokingly; “don’t bother me, wom-
an, but get my things—qulek!"
“Him—who's him7"

“Hernshuw; he loft the Grange last
night."”

“Well, well, glr you know your own
business hest; but I think you'ro go-
ing on a fool's errand after him, 1'd
look eclzewhere if I were you"

I golzed ker hands as a drowning
man would a straw,

“Elsewhera?" I repeated. “What do
vou mean? Murray, Murray, yon know,
you guess whera she Is. Oh, don't keep
mo in suspense! If you knew whal
horribla thoughts torture mel”

“I know o more than you, slr, whore
shia I8, sho Interrupted sadly, "By
elsewhers I think I meant somewhere
near the sea, For the last week ghe's
been talking about the sea, and sea-
gulls, and rocks and things o' the
kind, and eomplaining of a paln In her
hend and a mistiness over her oyea.”

“Of conrse, of course,” 1 broke In
eagerly. “What a short-sighted, dull
fool I've been! BShe's gone to Done-
gal! T11 start after her at once and
bring her home before the tules get
about, Murray, I rely on you—-"

“You may, sir; I'll do my best, never
fear,” she sald impressively, laying her
band on my arm to detain me., “But
—but, Master Paul, forgive me eaying
what I'm goilng to say. Having known
you from your cradle, and, as It ware,
playlng the part of mother to you
when your own was taken go young

“Fire ahead!” I burst In impatiently,
“Yon know you can say what you like
to me, Murray,”

“Then, Master Paul,”” sho whispered
hurrledly, “take my advice, and, before
you bring your wife home, send the
other away."

“Murray!" I stammered, releasing
myself, “What nonsense yon talk! It's
—{it's yon who are on the wrong track
now, Dd—Miza Stopford’s prosence
here has had nothing to do with the
unfortunate misunderstanding with my
poor wife—how could {t?"

The old woman laughed bitterly, and
moved away, shaking her head, 1 pur-
gued her uneasily,

“Listen to me, and I'll convinee you.
Helen mever knew, never even sus-
pected that I—I had once cared for
Miss Stopford, She beHeved I looked
upon her as a sister whom 1 Gas
brought up with; she never objected
to her staying here, indeed she went
at once to the General the moment the
visit was suggested; never showed the
faintest sign of—of dislike or jealousy.
Oh, do stop nodding that ridiculous
gray old head of yours!" 1 burst out
impatiently. “Say what wou mean and
bave dono with {t.”

“Blind, blind, blind!" she repeated,
looking at me with pltying reproach,
“Your wife knew you loved Miss Edith
the first day you met her here, and,
though she has been fighting agalnst
the knowledge—trying to decelve her-
golf—it has been of no use; day after
day the truth has been burning into
her poor heart, turning her very brain
—untll she could bear it no longer, and
now she has fled from her pain.”

“If this be true,” 1 muttered hoarse-
ly, “as snro as there la a Heaven above
I had rot the faintest—aut least not a
reasonable or tangible—susplcion of
such a thlug belng tho case? How—
bow should 1?7 HBhe—#he never com-
plalned—never repronched me-—"

“put she loved you, Maaler Paul—
loved you as few men are loved by
women—oven by the truest or best of
them, You had no reasonable sus-
plelon of thal, had you? Ah, no, ao!
And, loving you as ghe did, how conlid
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avery visitor who cama to the house
gvery sorvant about the place, saw and
commented on?"

“What did they  seo—confound
them?®" 1 hlugtered wrathiully.

“Saw that you wers keeping @
gweatheart and a wife undor ona roof,”
the old servant retorted bluntly; “saw
your face brighten when you looked
ut the one, heard your volee soften
when you spoke to har; saw you pass-
Ing notes to one another, riding to-
gether, sllpping away together ten
timea a day; mecting after dark, whis-
perlng together, Ah, Master Paul,
Master Paul, does not your consclence
this moment tell you what they saw
and what brings the color Into your
face so cruel hot this minute? There

1

I've #ald too much I dare say; but I
couldn't help it. Send me about my
business, I yon like.
it; It was wrong-wrong!"™

CITAI'TER XI1V.
Without vouchenflug & reply, I selzed
my porimanteau, and flung It Into the
dog-cart walting to take me to the
station.
The next evening, worn out with
suspenso and anxiety, 1 slghted the old
farm-house on the hill,
Mrs, Casey was i1l in bed, Mike In-
formed me, and conld not soe any oneo,
po matter how urgent or lmportant
thelr business, Shs knew nothing
whatever of my wife, or heard from
her sines she took my name, or heard
from her wiihin the last thresa months,
She bhegred me to go away and let her
leave thls world in peace. She wished
to be tronbled no more with the af-
talrs of this world, and, if T Insisted
on forcing mysell Into her presence,
would refuse to glve me speech,
1 walked slowly away and &tood on
thie edge of the cllf staring out to sea,
wondering whither to turn, what to do
next, whon old Molly touched my el-
bow, and, turning to her, hope and re-
lief lightened me In n flash,
“Molly, you bring me news. She ls
with you,” I began cagerly, nnd then
stopped short as she mournfully shook
ber head,
“No,” she #ald, taking the pipe from
ber moutl, “I Lriog yo no news, I
only heard half an hour ago what had
bappencd, And the 'ould wan woulda't

goa yo, wouldn't she? 1 was aflter
thinkin' ste wouldn't.,”
“You krow npothingz; you cannot

help me?™ I repeated blankly. “Oh, |
don't say that!”

“Nothing, my Iad—nothing. 8he
hasn't been here, an’ I don't think
she'll come now, poor little thing: ye
began to il-uso her soon enocugh,
Heaven knows! Well, well, I'm not
surprived, 1 thought it would all end
that way; but not so soon—oh, not so
eruel scon!® ghe repeated, with a harsh
laugh, “Ye might have spared her for
wna year ut the lalst, for she loved
yo trune”

“pMolly,” I erled vehemently, “you—

you don't understand, Llsten *- "'(.1! |
I—1 teil you I wonld give every Yt the

ing 1 possess, my lifo itself, to find her
now safe and well and—and teach her
to forgive me! Do not judge mo 80
harshly; but help me, help me, for
there's not a moment to be lost!"

“I'll holp yo as well as 1 can,” she
gald, after 0 gearching glance, “for 1
seo ye'rs sorry, but I'm feard my help
won't go far. 8It down beside me, an'
I'll tell ye her mother's story to begln
with, If ye haven't heerd it alroady be-
lke,”

“Her mother died when she was an
infant, she told me

“Ay. When she was four days old
her mother stole out o' the bed one
wild night in November, an' flung her-
gelf from the stone on which yer sit-
tin' down to the beach below. Bhe
was pleked up in the bay next morn-
in' by the boys comin' home from the
fishin’, every bone In her body broke
to bite—as cruel a sight as iver me
ould eves fell on, I couldn’t get it out
o' me sight for months after.,”

(To be Contlnued.)

Javenlle Jokes,

THE RED CLOUD

DLAYING SANTA CLAUS!

ently, “but they were all marked one
dollar wnd a ball, and 1 have only

I've spoken out as you bade me, and | €,

fore his mother rattling the colns In
1 couldn't help | the small tin box,

pleces,” viid his mothersmiling, “how
much will you have then?”

lova them so."

down the road toward Mr, Dunkirk's
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OTHER, will 8anta
Claus Lring me A
sleigh tomorrow? |
would rather have
A slelgh than any-
thing elve In the
world,

"When 1 pasesd
Mr, Dunkirk’s gtore
fust wnipght It wae
‘ull  of  slelgha”
yuld  Archle pres-

wenty five cent pleces In my bank,"”

“Itrlng me the bank,” sald hils woth-
opening her pocketbook,
In nnother moment Archie stood be-

“If 1 ghve you ten more flve-cent

“One hundred and fAfty cents,” eried

“Yes,” sald his mother, “but I want |

soma of those lovely red berrles | saw
In the wood yesterday.
look s0 nice among the

They would
evergroens,
And besldes, granding and your auuts

“I'l bring you a lot,” sald Archle.
In o few moments he was running

slore,

As ho paszed n tiny cottage on the
way a very gmall boy pushed open the
window and shouted:

“Sania Claus Is golng to bring me &
slelgh tenight.”

“How do you know, Diek?" nsked
Archie,
“Ellen told me sn,” sald Dick,

Archle had never scen the litle fol-

Then, when I heard be w
lowed and looked for hi
have searched all night. .
do envugh for him. He ‘[d
est, bost little fellow I "}
sad, turning, she hurrlé.

The next moruing when Archie
rushed luto the room where the Christ-
mas tree stood londed down with glfts,
Le found beneath It an expross wagon,
and on the wagon was a beautifnl red
nnd green wlelgh, exactly like the one
bo had given to Diek,

Well, Archle was very happy that
day, but he often thought of Hllen
aud poor little Dick, and when the
odor of roasted turkey and mince ples
erept through the house he wondered
It they would have any Christmas din-
ner,

ie asked hig molher ahout ft as ahe
wis broshing bis halr, #he only klss-
ed him for reply, but in the dining-
room, where all the fomily from [ar
and near were assembled around the
table heaped with all manner of good
things, she mald:

Archle, coms here

[ 1

.

and wolcome

Archle, laughing aloud. “May 1 go and | your guests,” and he found himself
buy the slelgh now?™ |

sonted belween o pretty young glrl
dressed In white and a yery small boy
in a new sult of clothes, 1t was Ellen
and her brother Dick.

Chelstmas —The Littls Chlldren.

We love little children, They are
the future. No period of lfe Is more
full of Interest than that of childhood,
We watel the expanding mind of n
flne boy as we do the unfolding of o
flower. Childhood In the primrose sen-
gon of life; and when we see n clus-
ter of little Ipnocent urchins around
the hearth, If our winhes could be re-
allged all thelr ufter days should he
thore of sunshine and happinoss. We
ke children and sympathize In all
thels lttle griefs and share (o all thelp

low's face look so bright and happy.
He knew that Dick lved aloae with
hia slster, who, though only 15 yoaré
old, wbrked hard all day long In the
big slik factory to support herself and
her brother, And as Archle walked
toward Mr, Dunkirk's store he thought
a great deal of Diek's happy face,
Archio took a long time choosing his
elelgh, g0 when his wselection was
made and he started off pennlliess but
happy, dragging a wonderful red and
green sleigh after him, It was almoest
dark.

As he turned a corner suddenly ho
ran against o girl standlog In the rond,
It was Dick's slster, and she was cry-
ing,

“What 1s the matter?” asked Archle,
“Why don't you go home?”

“J—1 can't bear to see Dick, I prom-
{sed him a sleigh and I gpoiled a lot
of gllk today and have been dismissed
from tho works without my week's
pa}'."

She gave one look at Archie's new
slelgh and hid her face on the fonce

! rall,

The tears were in Archic's eyes as
Le wont on his way. When he reach-
ed the little cottage he stood etill be=
hind n great bush outslde of the gate.
Little Dick was stlll peeplug out. Ar-
chie watched the eager face for geveral
moments, then, when the child left the
window, he stole sofely through the
Httle garden and up the rickety steps.
Then, fostening the rope of his beautl-
ful new sleigh to the door knob, he
gavoe three loud raps and ran away.

He heard Dick open the door and
shout:

“Oh! oh! oh! Sce
Claus has brought mel™

Suddenly Archle remembered the
berrles he had prowlsed to bring hls
mother,

“It 1a not dark yet,” he sald, "and 1
know just where to find thew,” He
climbed the fence at-the slde of the
road and went toward a thick clump
of trees,

L ]

what Santa

o - .
It was elght o'clock on Christmns

| Eve and at Archie's house his mother

stood at the door looking white and
frightened. His father, with « lan-
tern ln hils hand, stood In the road,
Archle had not come home,

“l1 have been to Mr, Dunkirk's store,”
gnld Archie's fother. *“He left before
dark. Now I willl search the wood."

“Well, Johnnle," sald ilie minlster
to a little fellow, aged 6, “I hoar :mms
are going to school now." *Yes, sir,
was the reply. “And what part of it
do you like Lest?” asked the good man,
“Comin’ home,” was the progmpt and
truthful answer,

Harry, aged 5, had his plotograph
taken recently, and when the proof was
sent home his mamma sald he looked
too kolemn and asked him why he
dldn’t smile, *“I did smlils, mamms,"
replied the little fellow, but I guess
the man forgot to put it down.”

“Mamma,"” asked little Willle, “dld
Danlel Webster bulld the distionary?”
No, dear; it was Noah; but why do
you aek?' sald his mother, “Why,"
replied the youngater, “our teacher sald
that Noah bullt tho ark, atid I thought
he might have got Danlel to bulld the
dictlonary for him if he was busy.”

Tommy, aged 6, and his cousin Wil-
lie, nged 6, had several little alterca-
tlona, In which Tommy {nvariably got
the worst of It. One day hls mamma
eald to him: “Tommy, to-morrow 18
Wiille's birthday; wouldn't you like
to glve him something? “You just
better belleve [ would,” «as the reply;
“but, you ees, he's bigger than 1 am
and T can't.” .

Little G-yoar-old Clara’s papa had
been away on a protractad busineas trip
and her mamma was putting things in
order and making sundry preparations
for hla roturn, Clara watched her
closely for awhile and then observed;
“Mamma. you mike as much fuss as
old Mr. Prodigal” “What do you
mean, dear?™ psked her mother, 1
never hetrd of Mr, Prodigal.” *“Oh,
yvea, you dld, mamma,'" waa the reply.
“Don't vou know, the bible tells about
what a furs ho made wher his son

trouble aboul her now; she'll ke all

you ever expeclt her nol to gee what

came back?"

Some one ehouted, “Hello! hello!
hello!"

“There he (8 now!" crled Archie's
mother. “I nm so glad!" and she ron

down the road toward the voice,

The first perzon they met was Ellen,
pulling a beautiful new red and green
slelgh over the smooth snow, and on

MADE TWO HAPPY,
it was little Dick, and Archle with his
prms full of red Lerries,

“Oh, where have you been?" gald his
mether, ae he ran to meet her,

“I went to tha woods for some ber-
ries and my coat caught ln a branch
and 1 could not get It away, I it had
not heen for Ellen I might have been
havging theve yei"

“How can I ever thank yvan?' sald
Avchle's mother, turning to KEllen,

“I saw him pgo Into the wood* re-
plled Ellen, “after hie put thlg beautl-

ful alelgh ou our doorstep for Dick.

iilarious and bolgterous merriment. In
{ this season of festlvity thoy should
| gever be forgotten., Send them early
| to bed on Christmas eve,on good termas
| with themselves and all the rest of the
world, and then 1l thelr suspended
ptockingy for the bounties of 8t Nich-
olus with trinkets and toys, and glve
them good and useful arilcles of tho
peason,  Oh, the pleasures of thess of-
flees! Nonoe but a parent ever did or
ever can conceive them.  Look at thelr
bright and shining faces In the morn-
fpg and read your reward in their as-
tonishment and gratitude, Parenty,
neglect not your lttle folks at this
genson of the year. You purchase a
lnrge amount of happlness at o trifling
cost, Never be unmindful of your
duty In this respect,  Please your chil-
dren on proper occaslons und they will
please you In after lfe,

'

Presents Come Migh,
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“Winnle got a dinmond ring for her
Christmas.§

“How did she get 117"

“Hung up ber stocklogs.”

“Juck, of course? DBut how did Jack
got 1

“Hung up his watch.”

CHRISTMAS CAROL,

Hark! those stralos, so sweetly falllng,
On that festal morn!

To our hearts are they recalling,
Christ, our King, was born.

He has come to give a blessing
To the poor, the sad;

He hns come with kind caressing,
Maklog children glad,

Chorus:

Hark! those slrains 20 sweetly falllng,
On that festal morn;

To our heart they are rocalliog,
Chrlst, our Kiug, was born,

Hle we to the lowly manger,
At the village Inn;

Let us greet the wondrous stranger
Saving all from gln; .

Let us Lring a royal treasure,
Like the wise of old;

Love slncere npd without measurey
Better far thao gold.

Clorus,—Hark, etc.

.v
What though wintry winds are blow-
ing

Leaves from oftf the tree;

Aud no more the flocks ure lowing,
On the upland lea;

Christ each little lamub {8 tending,
Folding it with care;

From the storms of life defending,
From its chililng alr,

Chorus.—Hark, ele.

May those angels, at the dawning,
Singing In the sky,
Ever with a kindly warulng
Bid the tempter Ny,
When no more on earth Is glven
Joy like this today,
May such messengers of heaven
Bear our souls away,
Chorus.—Hark, ele,

A Phenomenou.
When Chrlatmag comey with
pace
The wmall boy ls a peach;
His gtomach la the restiog place

\
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HREAR the winds
that aweep the
moor, 1 know the
waves are high,

And far above the
stormy coast doth
bend an inky
eky;

I'm waiting still to
groot my boy who
promised he
would come

I've longed and walted many Years

I've walched tha speothless sea,

Dut somewhere in the distance salle

the Seagull far from me; i
Bach Christmastide 1 set his chalr be-

fore the chestnut fire,

And walt for footsteps at the door te
bLring me my desire,

The rore has faded on the mead, and
winter erowns the wold,

And in the village Christmas bells
riug out the story old,

But dear to nll the world, how In the
soft nnd scented hay,

In Judah's land beloved by all, the
gentle Christ-child lay.

1 stly the firo and walt for Joe, for
something unexpressed

Tells me thut 1 shall feel again the
hand so often blessed,

That from the tropics far away,
from the lands of snow

The missing shlp will briug the boy
who left me long ago.

The gulls are sercaming where the
waves In fury lash the shors,
And Christmas finds me all alone with
sorrow at my door,

Yet In my heart there blooms a fow's
both delicats and falr—

The rope of Hope which angel banda
have sweetly planted there,

Was that the storm king at my dooe?

Or 414 1T hear a hand?

Who comes to wish ma well today o'er

sanowy sea and land?

This Chrisimas I would walt alone
within my Ilittle homa

For Joe, who told me with a kiss that
gome day he would come, :

It was a knock, T cpe the door, What
stranger guest is thia?

Unlike the tall and gallant youth
whose cherished volce 1 miss,

What! back at last? it canoot be, yet

‘tis hls smile, I know, '
And Christmas brings my darling
home despite the awirling anow,

Aye, thro' the tempest and the sed
he comes to keep his word,

And now I know that far above the
widow's prayer was heard;

There steals into my little room a light
ltke that which fell

Upon the plains of Bethlehem whea
watched the shepherds well,

I place him at the table and I look ia- =

to his face, B
The while the village bells ring out
their hymns of peace and grace; %
And Joe gives back the same old smile ’
so full of love and joy, o' !
The smile that made me happy

he, was a little boy. "Q: -.

I read of Christmastides within the ¥
palaces of old, -

Where kings and princes merry make
beneath a cloth of gold;

But 1 would rather sit today within
our little home,

And bless the God who brought me Joe

across the crested foam,

—T, C. Harbaugh, j'_

'

. Joy and Kxpoense. 3
“Uncle Theodore, what Is the Christ-
mus spirit?” - “‘
“It is that genial joy "-7; \ .
you discover that yough i
enough to go round.”
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