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'very like disapproval lurked in the

WITHIN THEIR GATES
| Again without knowing just why,
John Henry's wife felt oddly asham-
BypNGRR AN e 'ed. She thought it was because sh?
down on the seat with a plump was neglecting her’ duties as hostess

§6%'M BRINGING the Turkey
1 with me,” wrote Aunt Serene
in her prim, quaint old-fashion-
ed script. “IL’s no more than fittinz
he should be spelled with a capital 1
—he’s that kind of a turkey, thirty
pounds without a stitch on! H’uu:ll
have to invite all your neighbors 1n
to help eat him, my dear. Tell John
Henry the drumsticks were raised a-
purpose for him.”

M:z John Henry looked across the
coffee percolator at her husband, dis-
may in her violet eyes.

“John! I've promised Martha the
day off. We are invited to the Man-
ners’ house party! I—I don't suppose
we could write and ask her to come
a weelk later.

Her hushband shook his head.

“Can't be done! We've been beg-
ging her to make us a visit ever since
we were married. I wouldn't hdrt her
feelings for a dozen house parties!”

“But this one, John! It's so
important,” she reminded him, “It's
the chance of a lifetime to meet some
of the best people in the city. The
Ritces are to be there. Mrs. Bruce is
president of the Cosmos Club and her
husband's the youngest partner in
Bruce and Barrett.
terested in  us, it
much!”

might mean so

very |

If they were iIn-|

and hurried Aunt Serene into her bon-
net and coat for a sight-sceing trip.
“Of course,” she told her az they

chuckle.
“It seems queer living so far off
the ground you have to ride to the top

of the house!” She laughed infectious- | waited in the hall for the elevator a |

ly. “8till now I'm pgetting too heavy Jittle later, “we can’t see much to-day.
on my feet, one of these contraptions | After Christmas we'll start 1n ..-a.nd
would come in handy when I want to make a business of it hut_ th‘m'e's time
get at the chests in the attic at hﬂmel for the Parliament Buildings this
in a hurry.” _ . morning anyway."

A gigele brought Helena's eyes to Aunt Serene interrupted. She was
the face of the elevator boy. It was/listening anxiously to a thin wailing
‘the first time she had ever noticed 'sound that drifted down to them from
'that he was voung and freckled and|the floor above.

' had a thatch of carroty hair surmount-| “That's a sick baby crying. Tee_th-
ing a wide grin. Except for a per-|ing, most likely, poor dear!” she cried,
'functm'y “Good-morning™ she hadl,pitj.r touching her sweet old face to
'never spoken to him. tender lines. “I “:nmh:?r il’l its mother
i Aunt Serene was nodding to him | knows al_mut_ruh‘::nng its little gums
inow. “I suppose,” she queried, “you  with sweet oil and Iurmumg_up a’ nice
‘have a good time riding up and dcwn, | dose of catnip tea. He's crying dread-
|don't vou? Seems to me I would if |ful, isn’t he?” She turned to Helena,
1 were a boy!” gently determined. “The Parliament

The elevator boy's smile widened |Buildings will keep, won't they,
‘It ain't so bad!” he ackﬂidearie? I believe, if you don't mind,

“[t pets lonesome not I'll just run up and see whether 1
having anybody to talk to sometimes.” | can’t do something for that poor little
| “IIl bring my knitting and go rid- baby. Folks always said [ was a mas-
 ing with yvou, one of these days,” Aunt|ter hand at coaxing babies' teeth
' Serene promised. through.”

Within the next twenty-four hours| Helena looked helplessly after the
Aunt Serene had exchanged cake re- |little gray figure disappearing up the
cipes with Martha, the cook, discover- | stairs.

'ed the ice man’s name and was on| “The mother will probably shut the
ineighhm'l}* terms with the janitor’s|door in her face and hurt her fe:z-lmg:a
family. terribly!” she mourned. “She doesnt

! friendily.
' nowledged.

John Henry Rivers looked at the “We must run down and see his

nxi : osite with the toler-| :
i::r.;ﬂﬁ E:;?Elfii?l toward its woman- | Wife,” she told Helena placidly.|“She’s
; been ailing these two weeks now, he

| *~d's social ambitions. “You trot : _
(1one to your party and I'll stay and Lte-lha me, and she has a little mite of

vealize how different people are here
from those she _‘knew at home.”

The morning passed and Aunt Se-
rene did not return. It was luncheon
time before she came in, beaming
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[lelena Rivers picked up her suit- [ Hark! what mean those holy voices
{111:.;@‘ and hurried 1]‘!".-_“1"‘J.11Iﬂ‘.‘"."t’.}f down H\FEFTI}' =)Ll I'li“'l'li:!‘.' E.hl‘!.'lllgh the skies ':-'
the car aisle just in time to alieht at | Lol the angelic host rejoices,
the next stop. Her eyves ﬂ'h':".".‘-li:‘i |1I1I.'.'.i'| E'IE‘H"'-"{?I‘FL}' alleluias rize.
stars. .
|  “I'm going back!” she cried aloud. |Listen to the wondrous story
'll send a telegram to the Manners,| Which they chant in hymns of joy—
I'm going home to have Christmas |‘Glory in the highest, glory!
dinner with John and Aunt Serene.” Glory be to God on high!

She clapped her hands gleefully |
“I'l stay at the Prince George over |‘Peace ¢ earth, goodwill from heaven,
night and then to-morrow just when ! Reaching to earth’s utmost bound;
they're sitting down to dinner, I'll give l Man redeemed, his sins forgiven,
them a surprise!” Loud our golden harps shall sound.

It was she who was the surprised | :
one! She stood in the dining-room |‘Christ,is born; the great Anointed!
doorway, next day, gazing at the holi-| Heaven and earth His praises sing!
day scene and wondering dazedly |i} receive whom (God appointed
| whether she could be in the right For vour Prophet, Priest, and King!
apartment. TFrom the wall the Mona |
Lisa smiled down familiaxly and her
own wedding-presént silver stood on
' the buffet.

The table had been extended to '||t-;lI
| full length. About it sat a strange |
company of men, women and Ilittle |Let us learn the wondrous story
[chilrlrmh laughing and talking as Of our great Redeemer’s birth;

| though they had known each other all i Spread the brightness of His glory
|their lives. The faces were vaguely | Till it cover all the earth.

| af the brown parcel at their I:n{-"---'-l
were all #oine home to eat t'hri*lmn-'-n
dinner with home peoble, ‘ !
|

Hasten, mortals, to adore Him;
Learn His Name to magnify,
Till in heaven ve sing before Him

(:lory be to God on high!’

| familiar. The smiling elderly man e
‘and the gray lady were the silent, z
solemn next-door people. The ved- |

THE CHRISTMAS GIFT.
Ifaceni Irishman with the shiny cellu- : =3
|lowd collar, beside the thin little wo-| T,guise Moulton ate her Christmas
iman, was the belligerent janitor. The hreakfast slowly. How she dreaded
freckle-faced youngster opposite was | them—these Christmas -times! She
| the elevator boy. There was no mis- |was ashamed of herself through and
| |through—she had so many things to
| Mrs. John Henry made a queer phe grateful for! She liked her work,
'sound that brought everyone's eyes to |gnd had succeeded in it, and Profes-
the doorway. Carving knife in one IIS“" Spenser's gift of his own book, “Ta

hand, drumstick in the other, her hus- |{he most patient secretary a writer

| taking those freckles!

eat Aunt Serene's turkey and mince

pie,” he suggested. “That fixes every-

to her with their troubles inside a
week!"

Helena smiled tolerantly. “Apart-
ment-house people aren’t like Shady
Valley ones, John,” she said. “There
isn’t a soul in the Belleview we know,
except the janitor, and I'm positive he
hasn't a soul. I'm afraid Aunt Serene
is going to find the city ionely, but
we'll take her sight-seeing and give
her as good a time as we know how.”

John Henry's eyes had a reminis-
cent twinkle as he stood waiting for
the elevator a little later. Aunt Se-
rene lonely? Nof if he knew Aunt
Serene! He glanced at the other men,
standing stiffly silent awaiting- the
same elevator,

“Queer way we live!” he thought
with &a sudden sense of surprise.
“Fifty families packed together under
one roof, never speaking, not knowing
each other's names even, Doesn't
seem very human, somehow, when you
stop to think of it.”

Even,in the Christmas crowds surg-
ing through the gates of the great ter-
minal a few days later it was easy
to pick Aunt Serene. The pink, gently
withered old face framed in gray
erimps, beamed out so impartially on
the whole world that many eyes,
catching sight of il, had a momentary
glimpse of a sunny kitchen, fragrant
with old-fashioned dinner smells.

“] know now, dearie,” Aunt Serene
told John Henry's wife, giving a little
pat to her arm after the first greet-
ings were over, “why John Henry
came to the city instead of setting up
practice in Centreville., It was so's he
could find you. You're just what he
wrote you were and that's saying con-
siderable. But it's true. every word!”

“You should have had a porter to
carry these bags for you,” John Henry
declared. “The fool regulations
wouldn't let me through the gates.”

“A man wanted to”
said cheerfully, “but there’s a jar of
peach pickles in the extension bag

conductor took them off for me. He
was a nice man, the conductor. He has
five little children, all boys but
youngest one.”

Helena gazed down at her in be-
wilderment.” “How did vou ever find
that out?"” |

thing. She'll understand about your tlt had never occurred to her to won-

having to go. Aunt Serene’s specialty.
1is understanding things. I bet she has|
half the people in the house coming

'

'little mites of babies though she re-

' your party.” ]
Aunt Serene
' John take you to some nice hotel for |
dinner ?” Helena urged. *‘Snmewher&]
that has to be carried just so. The!where there is music

'watch the people and not have to think

the |

' that have to eat their Christmas din-j
ner in hotels but those

a baby, too.”

Helena's city-bred soul above an armful of holey little stock-

ings and gingham rompers.

shuddered.

der whether janitors had wives and ‘ .
do, evenings,” she explained happily.
“That poor woman has her hands full

membered dimly now that she had
__four children besides the baby and

'sometimes passed a slender calico fig-

Carving knife in one hand, drumstick in the other, Helena's husband hugged
her before them all.

ure, with wispy hair, down on sodden | him fretting to h:e held every mun1e:l_1t.
knees in a pool of soapsuds in the |I helped clear things up a I_|tt1e wﬁhﬂe
hall. I was visiting. She’s a nice little

e
As John Henry had prophesied, |thing. _ z

A.uni Serane Unde};'stnﬂd thra}a I;{m.ﬂ?_’. “Then, this afternoon—"" began her

Manners’' house party perfectly. | hostess weakly, but Aunt Serene shook
“Don’t you worry about me and hez head. . :

John,” she told Helena cheerfully. “It I met the next-door lady in the ele-

wnn‘i: be the first Christmas dinner | Vator just now,” she explained apolo-

I've cooked for him. Run along to ! getically. “She had crocheting in her

the Parliament Buildings I offered to
run in this afternoon and show her the
lazy wives' stitch. Her husband is a

“Don’t you think you'd better let,

and you ean

1gets lonesome for some one to talk

> e to. Whenp vou get back from your

nf;n},f;hsmg EUtI;]E:t:{mtg I-;—';“;it;;; ?visit, dearie, I should love to see the
e e A ; ANE- | Buildings and everything.”

lv. “There may be unfortunate fnlks!Em ns .E ) &

3 : |  The next morning,

with troubled eyes, watched the city

with homes : 3
dwindle from the suburban car win-

don’t have to. That's one of the

“] asked him,"” Aunt Serene explain- | things they've got to be specially ' dows.

ed comfortably. “When he'd done

= taking tickets he came back and =at

with me and we had a pleasant talk.
He showed me their pictures in the
back of his watch—as smart-looking
a set as you ever saw. I sent a North-
ern Spy, rubbed nice and shiny, to the
littlest one.”

'thankful for!”

| John Henry's wife gasped.
' code of apartment dwellers, home is |
' where one stays when one
| other place to go. -Suddenly, for no
| reason that she could name, a shame-
Ewave swept to.the soft line of Ther

With the mental jolt of stepping off

'a discovery she had not known
In th["thEre. she wondered whether a home
has 10|, 4 cranberry jelly might be almost
'as pleasant as a ten-course hotel-din-
ner with Hawaiian music, or even a
feast of French cookery at the Hart-

| “That’'s what I came back for—a

hand and before I remembered about

lawyer downtown, she says, and she

Helena Rivers,

was |

| Christmas with-a great brown turkey |

‘band sprang from his place and hur-
ried to her, hugging her openly be-
|fore them all while Aunt Serene

land eranberry jelly.

| “You're just in time for the party!”
' boomed John Henry. “Aunt Serene
'and I had stage fright when we look-
ed at that turkey so we called in the
neighbors to help us out.”

In John Henry's honest eyes, ap-
prehension dawned. What would
Helena say to the guests he and Aunt
Serene had invited to dinner? In the
pause before she answered, a small
voice piped up shrilly.

“T've 'et turkey 'n’ stuffin’ 'n’ smash-
ed potato 'n’ ecranberrvy!” the oldest of
the Upstair Family related ecstatical-
lyv. “’'N'I'm going to 'et mince pie 'n’
pudding with raisins in!”

With a laugh that was not unlike a

small wiggling body into her arms and
buried her face in the tousled curls.

piece of Aunt Serene's mince pie!”
she cried tremulously. “And to eat
Christmas dinner with my friends!”
Late that afternoon when Aunt Se-
rene and Helena turned back from
'saying goodby to the last of their
puests, fingers still tingling {rom
' friendly handclasps, hearts tingling
' with friendly words, they found John
' Henry sitting on the davenport in the

|living-room, a queer look on his face. |

“Helena! Aunt Serene!” he cried,
‘his big voice shaky- with suppressed
excitement. “Who do yow suppose
ithE* next-door man is?”
|
|

“Their name 1s Barrett.” Aunt Se-

!priﬁe. “That isn't such a strange
'name, John Henry. The storekeeper
back home is a Barrett. Maybe they're
'related. T wouldn’t be surprised.”

. Helena was staring at her husband

. with incredulous eyes.

“John, not the Barrett, of Burke
‘and Barrett? 1t couldn't be he, living
here in this house, right next door to
us a whole year!"”

“It is, all the same!” John Henry
went to the window abruptly and stood

staring out into the soft winter dusk, |

‘making a brave show of unconecern.
“He said—of course it might not mean
anything—but he asked me to drop
into his office and see him next week."
' He turned back inte the room, meet-
ing his wife's dazed glance. |

“After all, Helena,” John Henry
laughed, “perhaps truffles and pate
de fois gras aren’t such valuable as-
sets for a struggling young lawyer as

old-fashioned turkey #nd mince pie!™

Helena ran across the room to Aunt
Serene’s chair and kissed the soft
cheek.

“Perhaps,” she corrected him, “per-
haps a silly, scheming snob of a wife
isn't such a valuable asset to a strug-
gling voung lawyer as a dear, blessed

' rene peered over her knitting in sur- |

‘ever had.” was something she valued
| greatly. So was Mrs. Spenser’s beau-
tiful fountain pen, with the note of

“I thought they'd be something to | beamed delightedly across the turnip |app1'ef_-iatign_ Surely a girl with gifts

like these—real gifts—ought to bring
'plenty of Christmas joy. :

| And there were the girls, too. Her
class was the most loyal class._ that
‘ever was graduated. Had not Jocelyn
lHE‘}*T’:D]:]E invited her to her big Christ-
!mas party, although she never had
'had time to come and see her? And
Betty Newell, in all the excitement of
'her brand-new engagement, remem-
‘bered Louise's favorite colors in the
'dainty bag she sent her. And up in
her room now other packages were
\waiting. Louise pushed back her cof-
fee cup. She might as well open them
‘and get it over.

.~ They were a varied assortment. One
1.1:-1.' two Louise put aside, with close-

| sob, Helena Rivers stooped, lifted the |ghut lips. One, a cheap handkerchiet

from a notion-counter salesgirl for
|whom she had done one or two little
things, she touched lovingly.

There remained one package, ad-
‘dressed in Mollie French’'s handwrit-
ing. Louise opened it slowly. She did
'so wish Mollie had not!—when it took
every penny to make ends meet. It
'was not any kindness; why it seemed
almost like giving down—as if Mollie
' were sorry for her! §8She could not
| bear it, to have Mollie do a thing like
' that!
. The box was open now. On top lay
'a note sealed with a Christmas seal;
'beneath that a doorkey, decorated
'with a bow of Christmas ribbon.
Louise turned it over curiously, but
'was driven to the note for explanation.
“Dear old Louise,” it ran. “You
know how things are with us—that we
‘are so rich that we have nothing ex-
cept ourselves to give. This that we
‘are sending with Christmas love is
the freedom of our hearts and home.
It opens the door any hour of the day
'or night—because we love you and
want vou. In proof whereof we sign
'our names.” And below followed the
'signatures—Mollie's and Kent's, anda
'big, carefully printed “PIPPA,” and
'a scrawl for “Boy, his mark.”
For five minutes—ten—Louise sat
' still with her heart beating high. Did
Mollie really mean it? Was there any-
one in all the city who would really let
her “run in"” as everyone used to do at
home? Doubting and half-afraid,
Louise threw on her wraps and hurried
to the car. Twenty minutes later she
had opened the door and stood in Mol-
' lie's little hall. - Somewhere upstairs
she heard splashing and laughter.

“Mellie,” she ealled, “the door open-
ed!”

From above came an exclamation of
' pleasure. “Come and find us, dear,”
'Mollie called out to her; “the baby's
‘having his bath!”

Swiftly Louise ran up the stairs, It
was true—and Christmas had come!

time John H‘E"’I"F '_I"I':Tﬂ'h_ll_'l his
}'ﬂm the car.

| hair.

The car they boarded passed tall| oy wish 1

buildings, splendid churches and
mense apartment houses but the Riv- |as well as mine—" she spoke incoher-
ers found 1ti. difficult to point out thelentl}'. “Young people are nobodies
ks o thelr isor. AT Seree|aud et newlre nlss ey Lo th
| ' Y 'as Dealil” | best people
ing at it t1:1I l.h'f soileq fretful little| Aynt Serene was puzzled. “I should
Belleview was reached she had found | yere in the house. I've seen some
;’t tlhmt;h: I-';"E”" BRI eIWaS L:”"i‘";‘[pleasant-lmking neighbors in the
AULE, Lhat ShE was SIX monins old, | hall. The little gray ladv and man—
had three te‘ﬂti.1 uml‘ was going to her | ¢hat is their name 2"
grandfathgr's in Yonkers to spend| <] don't know,” Helena confessed.
Christmas. The bored passengers!s«yoy see, Aunt Serene, there aren't
were :-‘-'.nulljlg at the baby and glancing | gqy neighbors in apartment houses, It
friendly-wise at each other by theljsn't Iike living in & little town. Why,
party | we might meet anyone that way!”
! “Thev're all folks, aren’'t they?”
SANK i;1=;.-.-lf“li Aunt Serene quietly. Something

werent going! If it

In the elevatse Aunt Serenc

M=~ weren't so important for John's sake |

'lv-Manners’ lace-draped mahogany,
glittering with silver and glass.

“It's my duty to know the best
people for the sake of John's career,”
she argued stubbornly. “It isn't
enough for him to be clever and hard-
working if he wants to make a posi-
tion for himself. He must be socizily
prominent too.”

The car was crowded. Suddenly
Mrs. John Henry Rivers sat forward
on the edge of her seat and glanced
at her fellow passengers.
grandma lady with a filavpr of pink
and white peppermints-about her, a
riotous family. of liftle children with
| long straight legs and Dufch-cut hair,
a middle-aged cotple: with
horse's red painted.nose sticking out

A dear old |

a hobby- |

Aunt Serene!”

Aunt Serene only shook her
placidly over her kmtting.

“Folks are just the same wherever
'vou find them,” she smiled. “I ex-!
pect King George would be neighbor-
ly, onece you got to know him. He al-
‘ways looked to me like a pleasant-
spoken man!”
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Christmas at Bethlehem.
Veiling vapors rent asunder;
Clear the vast blue vault afar;
Over Bethlehem a wonder,
Over Bethlehem a star!

e — o .

he. honies: [6F arndtion. = afe its] . . |
The hLI’]t:IF-.t of a -nation are its oo ..o in the desert places
strongest lorts. Where the purple shadows throng,
Infants and children require one RBut down the night’s ethereal spaces

calory of protein per pound of body
weight. This would be about half an
ounce of protein for a child weighing
 fifty pounds. This amount of pro-
tein is supplied by one-half pint of
'milk and one-sixth pound of bread.

Over Bethlehem a song!

Still as in those ages hoary,

When the shining hosts looked down,
Over Bethlehem a glory,

Over Bethlehem a erown!



