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[owpeiyht, 1008, by the New York Herald Co. All Righte Rewrved.) :

T was not yet entirely light on Christmmas morning.
when Miss Everett was awakened by the first
elarton call” 0f the lttle Budwelsers. From the
Budwelser fint above her there came the shrill

fote of a tin trombone which ushered in'a sudden
jnm_nl‘tlrlr}'. Bare feet pattered and t hano ped
overtitad, and aoinld these soninds Miss Evercit Was
| of ‘signs of au early awakening In the apart-
menk pext to hers, ,

i cistning lns become a nulsauce in this house,”
anld MISR Fverett to berself; “there aré too many
chilgen.  The Morrisons will he at it in a minute; |
miy Ax well get up.”

hj‘t dressed with her usunl methedien] daintiness.
Thetdé wus no renson why she should bhurry; she felt
théte Whs Tery Httle tu the whole day aheald te distin.
guiah it for her from any other hollday or Bunday in
the year.

“Lahrlh bave a peareful, saune Christinas day,” she

Imﬂ.
. afd who put her roouis to rights amnd made her

morsing coffee drew a round breakfast table in frout
nf‘ﬁe rreshly Kindfed fire in Miss Everett's eharming
sittihg  roonk and lald covers for two. Some one
kfdeked ut the door nnd Miss kEverett apened It 1o n
sioll womnn with vouthful eyes and n guaantity of
ntst Brown halr which khe had evidently not yet hard
tima to arrange. 4

“Wouldn't you llke to sée our tree?” she rald to
Mis# Everett, eagerly,. “We alwava have it just after
breakfast, vou know. The kiddies are in the dining
rooll now, so yun can have n Lol L

Mg Hverett Inspected the tree, then she looked
ketnly nt the other woman., “You look fagged out,”
ahe sald, severely. 1 heard viout, Inst night working
il midnight, Why do you do it? Do you think it's
worthh while, really ¥

The mother of the llttle Morrisons dropped Into the
negrést chalr. Her youthful eyes in hel gmall, care-
worn fare glowed with an luwextingnishable optimizm,
. “Why, of course it's worth whil ! ghe erled. “The

ceidren have always hand a tree on Chrletimag morn-
ing, and they do love It g0! What would Christmas
be for me If 1 couldn’'t make them happy? 1 always
think of it as the children’'s day, you see.”

Mis Everett went back to her. emply, peaceful
rooms. Up stairs the ligtle Budwelsers rollleked wild-
Iy, and next doop she conld hear the amall Morrisons
pushing . back thelr chalrs from the breakfast table,
Her sitting room was like a little isiand of gquiet sur
rounded by a nolay thde of gayety. Soame one struck
a chotd on the plano mnext door and Miss Everetd
winced.

e

“If only they wouldn’t sing!* she thought, bat lmme-
diately there pervaded the room the shrill, sweel
sound of children’s volces. Bhe con 4’ imagine them—
all the lttle Morvisons—marching with shining ey?s
' mto thelr mother's gitting room, and she could hear
them singing as they marched:.—

vilark, the hemald angels sing
(3lory to the new born King!™

There Auw into her mind the remembrance of Mrs,
Morrison's youthful eyes and her volce as she sald,
®] always think of it as the children’s day."

“Yea," sald Miss Everett slowly, *“it 18 the chil-
firen's day.

And then, suddenly, she Inid

her empty arms,
John Hearn knocked twice wefore shie’ heard bim,

but when she opened the door to him she Was as
serenely self-contalned as ever.

“You've-kept the colfee walling,”
me see, how-miny Christmas mornings have
late for breakfast with me, John ¥

“Qaven,” he replied;
ing. It's a Dlebsed inatitution,
ing Imvitation to breaktast with yon
morning. This year it saved me from
choose - hétween Aunt Sallle and the Kents. [ don't
know why [ declined the Kents. Christmas isa’t
what 1t used to be; have you noticed that, my dear?’

She laughed as =he perired his collee. “We're gelt-
ting old,” she sald Hghtly.

He looked ai her across the talile, Broestine was
very good looking I a2 Jdistingnished and Intellectual
way. Bhe was thorty-ive ind she looked less, *“*No”
he sald, “It fsn'g that.”

A shade of deflante
then?

But he did not
about the room
her writing table It

her head down upon

she amiled. “Let
Yy i

Ernestine, this "Hu_uﬂ--
on’ Clirlstmas
having fo

v Into her eyes.  “What I8 it
or immediately, He walked
¢ fiunlly to a stand in front of
was plled high with manu-
seript and proof shects “After all" he continued,
abruptly, “what's 1t ajl worth? Youn're a successful
womah and 1'm n suppw=edly anccessful man; but on
Christiias moralng we re both alone, Youn've =ent
your annual letter to Annt Marie at the ot her =ide of
the world, and 1've dulifully got off a st of presents
that grows ahoter ¢very Year Presently 1'1l go down
to the club to an infernally dismal lunch: then the
papers and a book, a suieidal dinner nod the theatre
unleas you'll tnke pity and go out to diuner with me,
Ernéstine ?—and then a lonesome pipe to end up a
lonesome day. That isn't Christmas; W ought to mean
something and it doesn’t., I8 —— e stopped, listen-
ing, for the lttle Morrisons had begun to sing again, a
hymn beloved of all ehlldren:
“It came upon the mldnlght

That glorious song of old;
From angels bending near the earth,

To tounch thelf hearts of gold.™

John Hearn opened the door lnto the hall of Krnes-
tine's flat nnd- the shrill young volces swelled londer.

“That's better,” he sald eagerly. “Don't you like
that, Ernéxstine ¥

&he Ladd risen amd stood at the window with ber
back o Lim. With the first line of the old hymn
mn wnususl, palnful floeod of loneliness threatened to
engulf her again. She clenched her hands,  Not for
anything would =he have him see that the sonud of
chidren's volces codld ake her weep.

“They get nhoisier every year:> slie sald barshly.
“I've liveldl here eight years and 1 like these rooms,
but 1 am really afraid | shall have to give them up.
They're filllng up the place with children—jusat listen
to those Hudwelsers!™

Papa Budwelser was
lenchtet der Morgenstern:”
wilsers were jolning in.

—————

u] Wke it sald John Heamn. There was a hungry
ook 1A Bis eves, but Ernestine did not see it. She
whe looklng at a copy of “@oul's Adventures” he had
bromght her,

“YWhat a nlce edition™ she sald, forcing a lighter
tone into her voice. “Whats this other package?”

John started as she held np a heavy parcel. “Oh,
by Jove! 1 clean forgot Harnford! That's a box of
clignts for the old ehap. Yon don't know Hanford? He
travel ¢ for a Chicago firm—a nlce, decent, middie
aged chap, whos had horrible luck lately. I weed to
go to see him and his wife, sometimes, when 1 was
“cnt their wag. They were the happlest couple you
cver saw—It used to do me good to see them rogetber.
well; alle diad last month. Lasi night about eleven 1
met Banford on the street.: We both tried to talk
cheerfdlly atiout the weather and the state of the
gireetd” budt. 1T tell you, Ernestine, something gripped
we by, the threat, If you eyer saw & man that's
prenggling fo keep his head abotve wWaler, that's Hin-
ford. .1 went back to his pot#l with him, for—here's
rhe /woprst of it—he’s got three motheriess children on
Wi hatds and Be's brougbt them' down lere to” New
Vork fof Clirlstuiid,  Cin you jmitkihe 1E—Christmas
iun the Elnd of dingy, secomd clags hotel Hanfornd can
pMord? -

Eruedt ine's eyes widened, “That's like a man.
eried. “Why didn't be leave them al home "
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joyously sloging, “Wel schin
apnd the six MHitle Bud-
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think Hanford’s afrald of lilinself. Hes never Lioen
adrinking man, but last night there wos something
ahogt him that made me suspect mayhbo he'd gone
under after his wife's death. He gave me the im-
pres=sion of a man who's fighting. Do yon know what
1| mean?  Oh, he's all right, now; but | sort of think
ilie children are a safeguard, He tolil mo they were
living In a boarding honse, anywiay, and they cried
to be with him for Christias,. Ho they're here, They'd
gone to bed laxt night wheti we got badk ththe hot.l,
but they hmd hung up thelr stockings- —three ﬁi "o
tied 1o the barks OF chatrd—and the littlest obe s
only aboutl two fingers long! Hanford had bought n
few things to pat o them, bt I didn’t like the gual-
ity or the guantity of ' His nesartnient. Now, | thonght
maybe you cousld tell me where a fellow can get some
tovs amd things this morning, 1 don’t know where
to st In''—— _

He stopped with nn embarrassed laugh, for there
was & shiny look In his listener's eyes as If the tears
were near the sarface.

“Why, 1—I don't” know,” she safd. “] haven't
bought any toys for years, and 1 don't ‘belleve the
shops #re open this worliing anyway. I wouldn't
huve the slightest ldea where Lo look."”

Johin Hearn stared. Il thodght all women knew
about such things.” he sald, disapprovingly. “Well,
1'll hiive to make a break by mywelf —

CWalt!” she esclpimed. 1w going with you. i
can see thaf you're perfectly help*pl, 1I'm going 10

put on my street things."” :
ealied out to him fo know

From the next room she .
how uld the chlldren were, There wns n nole of Hi
FAL

citement In her volee he had marely heard there,
when she-came back, hatted and furred, she brought
in’ one . hand a_great how of rese pink ritbon and In
the other a cluster of Chinese dells and n book.

=" —n

“The ribbon Is for the elght-vear-old gifl” she ex-
plained, “the pirate book (lacky It Just came in for
review) 1= for the Uig Lrother, and these favor things
are for the littlest one, ‘These will do to go on with.
We'tl go right down to the hotel and sarvey the land;
then we cap plan about the rest when wé find how
tifings are going.”

John Hearn observed with satisfaction that Ernes-
tine had taken things entirely In her own hands,
“We'll take a cal,” she sald. “Qomething tells me we
ought to get there gquickly.”

L ‘the corridor on the fourth
family hotel they met il anford.
the elevator, and there Wag #n alr of fight about him,
When he #iw Johm Hearn and -his eompanion he
turned his back to the Hght witli n wdrﬂlejh‘nnnp of
sUTrpirise, '

“1 was just going out for a—paper,” he siid. ““The
children are Tn thert,”™  He waved an arm towaid
a closed door. And then, g if the mesture had Tost
him his self-control, he enddenly’ dropped his head in
his hands and leaned agninat the wall, BErnestine had
never seen anvthing so grotesquely tragle as the sght
of this stout, middle aged, unshaven min sobibing
agninst the wall. Btranger as he was, and In spite of
her fastidious distaste for a scene, ghe found berself
patting her hand on his arm and asking him to tell her

his trouble.
“It'n the children,” he

flobr of a melancholy
He was mmking for

returned hetween two sobs
that tore his throat. “Little one’s sick this morning-—
he cried for his—mother: so did the others, 1 can't
atand it any longer-—got to the end of my rope”

“Na, o, you haven't,” she sald, gently. “I've come
to take you amd the children home with me for the
day. Come, inke me to them—or, no—atay here with
John a few minutes and I'll go to the children.”

He lifted his haggard face out of his bands and
watched her as she opened the door he had indicated.
Then he mopped at his swollen eyes with his hand-

kerchiel.
“John. she

from,” he sald,
In one of two adjelning bedrooms Erestine found

the children. There Was f tumbled bed in one cor-
ner, and on it lay a yellow bhaired little chap of five.
His face was feverish and puffed with weeping. fit-
ting beside im tallor fashion on the bed was the
elght-year-old girl, and kneelilng on the foor at the
other side of the bed was the oldest boy. They had
emptied the contents of thelr stockings on to the bed
in a vain attempt to divert their sorrowful little broth-
er. but his interest was plainly not aroused to Any e€x-
tent by the seant array of cheap toys around him. As
Ernestine walked in they stured at her half fright
sned. and she noticed that the three palrs of blg eyes
were red-rlimmed.

“Merry Christmas!" she eried. “I'm a new kind of
Sunta Clans. T just met your father in the hall and be
rold me about vou three, l've only got-a few things
left—but here they-are! Do you mind If 1 sit down
on the bed, too?

For an Instant the three stared dublously. But no
one could realst Ernestine when she set out to make
herself lked. The oldest boy accepted the Santa
(lnus story with the sheepish smile of the fellow who
knows better. but the yellow halred little chap was
plaloly fascinated. It was not move than two minutes
before he had drawn himself perceptibly nearer to
watch the opening of Ernestine's shopping bag; and
when he bebeld the Chinese dolls he openly kicked oft
the coveriet and crowded quite up to her shoulder,

“Did you come down the chimbley ¥’ he whispered.

doesn't know what shés saved me

His head was very close to her shoulder, and his
wide, upturned eyes wers marvellously blue. Before
she reallzed it Ernestine's arm had crept aroand’ him,
Hix 1ittle body snuggling close to her sent a new sort
of thrill through her heart. Five minutes later she
was holding him in both her arms when John Hearn
brought In the children’s father She reddened w it-
tle as she met her friend’s eyes, but she did not re-
leaze het hold on. the Hitlest one.

~We're nequalnted. you see!™ she cried, maryly.
“Help me to get the chilldren’s things on, you two men;
we're golug steaight up to my house, We're going to
have a Christmas dinner—and a Christmas tree!” she
aldedl, recklessiy.

She saw the father's anxlous eye

on the small

Dickle, and she took him aside quietly. “I think the

tronble with the little chap is only home gickness,"
she sald. “He mustn’t get te crying again;: he's got
to be coddled. You leave it all to me.”

In the carrilage on the way back up town John
Hearn could not keep his eyea from Ernestine’s face.
He had never seen there before a look 80 humanly
tender. She held Dickie Hanford in her lap, for the
littlest one had Dbecome tonvinced that the strange
lady was the source of waonderful and pleasapt things
and not to be allowed to get.away {rom him. He
leaned hizs small, pale Tace agninst her furs, and It
wits impossible to tell which of them appeared the
happler.

“Which do vou think looks nicer on @ Christmas
tree, red candles or green ones¥" she asked the chil-
dren. and the iast trace of home gickness and shyness
vanlshed from thelr faces By the time they reached
Ernestine’s flat they had artalned a state of happy
anticlpation; and even Hanford's face #wked less
haggard. -

“I'm afrail we're putting yon out a good deal, Miss
Everett,” he sald as he looked around her sitting
room. The mald bhad cleared away the breakfast
things and freshened the fire; the room was ful of an
atmosphere which struck straight at the heart of the
homeless man. .
" Ernestine shook her head.
thing to do” she sald, “and that's what T needed.
Kll” take off your things and make vourselves
af Bdmir.  Tin golng mp =i to tell the little Buil-
welserg to call on you presently, and the Morrisons
will gshow you their tree, and n the meautime 11l go
out and make a few ArrALZemens with Banta Clans,™

It was all very well to be gay before the children,

DUt Wi R BhC nference With OJire,

“You've given me some-
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calledl John' Hetrn our into the lall.

Morrisei =he
M=, Morrison says

=John" =he =all desperately,
shws doosn't helieve we can find a single toy and muth
less @ teee il this Dlessed town to-day. What shall
we do? We're going o have g free it we have to go
where they grow aml chop one down-—and something
to put on it, tool Mes. Morrison says we might find
some litle shop open In Harlem, so 1've takd Itita to
ghve them a little lunchedt about uoan, for heaven
knows when 1 shall gét back:"

“I'Il go, woo,”™ said John,

(3 conrse! 1o yenr think 'm going alone on wnch
a wilkl adventure?
you? For I'm goiog (o have a tree if 1 bave tis hive
a private detective 14 locate onel :

He roassured ber an that poft. e was Hirht
hearted enough (o assame any responsibility. KEvery
time he looked at Ermestine he felt a= if he discoyered
someé charming new aspect of a ook e had often
read and which had often disappohited him. She
had become tenderly hmisan, in the sorl of way he
had alwayvs felt she might if one tomeched  the . rigo
chord In her nature. He himself had never touched
it— indeed, of late he fiad almest despaired of Ernes-
tine,

“How fnet yvou walk!" he langhed.
ought ro nsk forgivenesy fur dragging
spolling yomr peavefl day, yon Kpow »

“My pedeeful day:™ she repedted scornfully,
peacefal, oo empty, foo abominably =elfish’
wnsie your Ieemth it IEIng—we'll have o an
we cnteh this ear”

They catght the eur, bat, ateanded high and dry
in’' Hhrlcur. they looked at each other helplessly. As
far as they conld see the strects of Harlem were as
the sireets of their own nelghborhooml, heart lessly en-

“l feel as If 1
you luto this,

"‘ri O
on't
If

Cgneed in having a good time behind elowed doors,

But they =tarted forth bithely ottt the anknown
At that stage of the guest hope Leat litgh nnd all
kinds of gom) hek®seemed possible.  An hour amd
a halft later they stopped at the comer of a sireet
where o nipping wind played lonesomely, priling “the
anow into elosed doorways and deserted areas. Cone
pleté fallure 'was theirs thus fur.

They hnd inguired everswhere—at drug =tores, at
(ireek eandy shope, of policemen, who waved them
somewhore else with a bleak chily, and of private citl
zotie: who trented them us Innaties al Inrge. They
had finnlly banged at the door'of » tittle shop, throngh
the windows of which thev canght o glimpse of toys
and’ something that looked Tke evergreen onghs.
It was froon this last attempt that they anused to
recover, for an lrritated woman hand epened a win-
dow aver the' heads and informed them that even a
fool’ conld see that the plrce was closed !

“Madam, you are right,” John said In his best man-

Have you plenty of money wlth

1 i’_
t:‘i*rv in glittered with tinsel and colored paper decoras
Lions,

“[ believe that Tat little German can help us! said
Ernestine =suddenly. “When he comes back with the
coffee T am golng to tell him our story.™

A little attention to the ehildren, who stared in
ghvly from the doorway, a word of praise
coffee, and the sympathy of her audience Wwai WoR.
Ernestine told the siory of thelr guest for a Christmas
tree, and, moved hy some howmely 'feeling in her Hs-
tener's face, she added @ hint of the three motheriess
children. A seontimental dew gathered In the eyes of
the lttle German. He rashed out and hrought in his
wife three times hiz size. but Infinktely mot herly.
Fhie story was retold, By this thoe the eatire Sehnit-
oy Toamily
fAnislhiad she knew that the responsibility of their
senreh wns shifted 1o othier and more capable shoul-
dirs. =

“¥Will yvou be quiet, you children?” the father of the
tamily eried, “Now, von at a tlme, soh!  Fritele,
vere did vou Christimas drees see vesterday? Helver-
wmi's?  Ach., ves: but Herterman's at ten o'clock
closl.  Vat vou say, Clarm? The Front sireet mar
ket?  Ach, nein; they sold tite last ome: Aud there is
[feripnnu’s place, but be Is long ago gone honre: and
Freddle Helug, he had feour for sale on the curh yes-
terilay. The Janowskis bought vne and the vidow
next door hought von—for vy 1 cannod see—aml” —-

sswtar Hose No. 37 all the childrea erled at vnee.

ikl s

Papa Schinitxer waped. to his feet. *Ach, soh:

» Ixose hose fellers bhought Freddie Heing's. best dree!™

He puf his hand to his headl with an effect of lm-
passioned thought, ad then he cried :—"For vy should
dey a Christmns dree inf?  Dwenty men and not
one schild! It I8 o dree wnated, Not!

Fruestine felt mther bewlldered, but presently
ander his flow of Teutohlc American she perceived
dimty a purpose forming. Quddenly the lttle Ger-
main dived into a dark clothes press, from which he
pmerged with a far eap on his heatl and an overcoat in
hix hand. lmmediately every ehild in the room be-
et to clmmor and dance, and before Ernestine real-
e what was happening heels were waving from this
eupboard amd outer garments began to Ay out Into
the room.

“are all those kids going, Gus?” asked Mre, 8chnit-
ger.

sHow enn 1 help it?" renlied herf@unn, gazing at
ihe tangle of arm sand legs fighting for overcoats and
rubbers behind the cleset door.

sCome - witly-me'™  he ¢rled to his  guests, s
speechless they found themselves swept  Into the
stpeet, around the corner and stralght to the side door
of Tlose No. 37. Rebind them steaggled o long quene
of Tiitle Scehultzers in various stages of outdoor dres=a,

qelmitzer rapped twice, The ‘door opened rapidly;
he walked ih and the othérs followel. The Jehnit-
vors woepe evidently on friendly ground. The place re-
connded with “Merry Christmas, Schafizer! Hello,
Fritzlee and Clarn, and Havs, and Bartholomay and
Ito=le™ 2 Emestine felt for an imstant abashed at this
anusna! sitpation In whith she foond  herself, bnt
when those members of Hose No, who happened
tn be presefit were introdueed to her she found her-
self pul at ense Ly thelr evident pleasure in having

|

:

*] can’t atand it any longer—
Gt o the end of my rope
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ner, “but can Fou tell us where we can finidd a Chist-
nas tree?”

The womangtared as if her worst dquepicions were
confirmed. “NSuw'™ she ssid.  “AnYbedy but a bitly
gwell wonld ‘2 known enough to uv onght a tree yis-
terday.” _

“She s perfectly right.” mourned Ernestine, lind-
dling in ber furs. “1 deny the implication that I'm a
swell, but 1 agree that 'm quite incompetent.”

“You're cold” said Johin, looking at her anxiously”
“Your nose is quite blue, It's lunch time and after;
you anght to hmye-something (o eat Let e tmke you
back home''——

But at this she turned upon him. *John Hearn, 1
shall go back with that tree sr-upon A5 1 promised
those poor little things a tree and they shall have it;
that street. You never can fell what is
just around the corner." :

A fine snow, like powdered jce, was beginning to
comé down. They tramped onward, doggedly, two,
blocks, three, five—and then the glow of n gOrgeous
fire arrested thelr steps. It eame from 2 fat and
jovial coal stove and it lighted, up the fifteen fect
square of a shining little German saloon. The room
was empty, but holly Dranches and ropes of eyer
greett were on the walls and there was an old fash-
joned alr of Christmas cheer abouf the place.

“Shell we?”’ they sald to- each gther, andd: the nexd
minute found themselves in thie ladies™ parior, con-
fronting the ';II'4|||H'll|-"*h,.lt'.h who resembled s oW o |
gtove il that he was perfectly round and shone with
the ruoddsy’light of friendiness and good Hiving Whe
he learued that the lady was cold and hungry he be-
came hospitality Incarpate.

“This room iss too coldt.” be declaved.
into_the other reom come.”

A® be led the Way to the ramily sjiting room al the
ﬁ'ill‘ i was ul:H:‘_‘P-[ g bt e fore him :"hi!ulrn-\] irT nld
pepa Al oty seXes, Thev hiossommedd ot from -
l".\.IH".1'l‘I.| I.illlhf- .‘l'!'i] AR ;ﬂ:‘|1 .-:1;'!: ||i':n|. ll,!t:l If_'"
rounnd, glowing face of jis father

sChrigtions hasn't aabssed  them here.” =akl krnes
tine, with a sigh, for every child they had seen hugged

. . 1 ’
kb I TeAS A e SCLIE 1170 .5 2

Y onm must

ALILLN L

- -

Compnd .

“] vant to make a speech!” declared Sehnitzer at
onee. And he took the centre of the floor. Ernestine
never forgot what followed. Not for uothing huad
sohnitzer gpined a repufgition as orator of the ward,
e told thé story Oof the search for a Christmas tree
and of Hanford's motheriess chitdren In a manuner
that was notliiag less than inspired. He was only n
fat. bheer selling, sontimentu! little German, buat as
dhe Hstened to him and watched’ the dawning sympa-
thy In the faces of his audience there came to Eroes-
tine the reflection that here at laxt was reality. Hhe
felt all at once more akin to the world—a new sense
of life, warm, homely and sincere, possessed  her,

@ohnitzer worked up to his elimax with a tme
oratorical cunning.  He bad pictured the three chil-
dren. without a mother and without a spark of Christ-
mas cheer, and then he turned upon his listeners. -

wAnd bere we hgf dwendy men and not oneé schild.
But haf we a dree? Ath—soh, yes! Dings in dis
world are not right! Vat do you with dig sdree?
You look at it vonce, and into the street with ft! Aund
dose dree liddle children I told yom of —ask of your-
selfs, is=s it right? Mein frients, vat do you now with
dat dree? Gif you it to those childreun—no? Or
e 1™

The regppnse came without an lnstant’s hesitation,
Grinunitg shamefacedly ns does the American man
whed he gives way to sentiment, the njembers of
Fosf No. 7 as one man presented their tree to
Ernestine. Just as it stood, with cantlles ready o
Hght, gorgeous in ropes of tinsel, with thirty-seven
«ilver stars affized to it, with couning Hittle helmets
tiedd among the lranches sod glittering hoar frost
transforming it ioto a fairy tree, they handed it over,

“Rupt - lart”— stamanered Kraestine, blushing with
pleasure, “we can't (ke TopT lovely gree! It wonldn't
b rlht™ : '

“Why, say, lady,” thelr spokesman ), growing
red Dimself, “what's the use of & of old fellows
like us baving a lreégd Christmas s Jfor t_h' A=
know, for I've got's bunch. - Yeu A
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was in the room, and when Ernestine

Fifteen' siiusted Mter the noble ¢
. onto a wageh
Daoyle

for the
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Johu Hearn started to protest, but
her face stopped him, He was
thing that might mar the completeness
venation; he would ride with Micky
Amidst a great denl of laughrer-and
marks from their friepd Wy .
high seat heskle the driver, where they sdt embowered
in Christmas tree brubehes, and waved thelr grateful
furewells to the -members of Hose No, 37. © 7

Hearn thought Ernestine might prefer to walk be-
fore they got into her own ne :
thinking only of the ¢hildren. ; - :

1 hope they'll be lopking vut,” she said; and they
were. Thelr three faces were pressed close to the win-
dow, wistfally and ruther soberly, uintll they canght.
slght of the PFire Departmenl wajgon l.d"n‘“g‘d-‘
Theu thelr eyes popped out as it a faley tale had . sud-
denly come true under thelr very noses. They even
looked a little frightened; put all that changed ‘o
sheer rhpture when Micky Doyle bore fhe tree @k
stalrs and Into the room where they were

Eruestine retired into her bedroom and wiped her:
eyes. I pever lmagined a child could be winde 8o
l“.'*'I‘I'F-" ghe sald to berself, e

The rest of the day was wonderful. It would have
heen impossible for an onlooker to declde which en-
joyed themselves most, the children or the three
grown-up people. The tidy peace of Emmestine’s fint
gave way to a riotous fisorder. A Christmas supper
from Victor's-was ered and eaten amid much
gavety: Then the children were sent up to visit the
litthe Morrisons, Ernestine unpacked the basket
Hearn bad filed and disposed the presents about,
while the two men lighted the candles. The childrer
came back, sidling in at the door with a deliclous mo-
mentary - emb IIIE-II;HE-I'I!: then; with radiant eyes,.
they lobked ..?m-. lessly at the tree—and Ernestine
told herself it had all been more than worth while

Later th#t evening the littlest one went to ulfr-ep
with his curly head sgainst her arm. . He had«tried
manfully to keep awake, but it had a day too full of
exclitement: hix head bobbed and bobbed until finally
it found a restingiplace in the hollow of her arm, '

“] can't thank youn as I'd like to, Miss Everett,™
Hanford said earnestly, as he prepared to depart with
hig sleepy children: “you've helped me more tham
you ¢can ever realge. I—I1 don't like to think what
kind of & day it would have been without you."

Asdegree of peade and hope had come back to Han-
ford's face. A8 she looked at him Ernestine realized,
something of*+wwhat the day bhad meant to him; for,
i her own hedrfy there had fashed a sudden reallza-
tion of what:the* day had brought to her. When
Hanford tad ‘gote she came back Into her sltting
roont™ She turned down some of the Yights abd put a
chale or two ' place; but her mind wis ot on the
task.. She'thelt“in front of the dying fire with the
intention  of “mEndng It, but she remalned sturing
fute “the glowing beart of it

“[d ¥ou notice,” the sald after a time, “that tha
little chap went to sleep with his, head on my arm?™

John Hearn' was' ‘puiting out the candles on the
tree, He turned and looked at her for a long minute,
“Yes, 1 noticed!” be sald.

Thw wis very qulet. Overhead the little
Nudweisers Tad subsided; next door the Morrisons
were sifent. Hut jiift as a nearby clock chimed nine
gomeé one i théfr apartment began to play, “Oh; Little
Town of Bethiebem.” * John Hearn left his task and
came to thé fAre., One by one the litHe Morrisons
took up the binter of that hymn beloved of children:—

“0Oh, Littla. Town of Bethlehem,
ﬂ‘nw stit we see thee lie’

Above thy deep and dreamliess sleep
The sllent siars go by,

Yet  in thy dark streets shincth

.+ The.everlasting uﬂu:' 9y

The hopes . and fears of all the yeara
Are met In thee to-night!"

In thelr volees as they sang there was something of
the exultation and mystery of that other day which
was a CHlld's day. To the man and woman llsténing
there came an instant In which they saw their futile
lives i the Hght of another Life which began as a
little child under the walting stars of Bethlehem.
Thelr eyes met, and the man saw that the woman's
HTE were u;hiug with tears.

rnestipe, Broestine!” he cried; “I khow you at
last. X lqv_ﬂ you' morg” than I can tell; I have :fwnrn
loved yoti—but now\you need me. We need each
other. Can't we make all our Chirstmas days like
this one—no longer alone, or empty, or sad?”

She reached out her hands to him. *“No longer emp-
ty or alone,” she said. *“It's the ehildren's day-—and

ours.”
<.

THE HEALTHFUL BANANA.

N the production of nutritive substance acre
gromd” cultivated the banana is far lh;ﬁ of u::
other food plant, says a recent French writer. In
fertile ground an acre of hananas may feed fArfty men,
'w-hile the samhe area planted in wheat wounld support®
only two. Methods of preservation have been sparely
applied to the banana, which is one reason for Its
‘slight use as a food outside of the countries where It
ETOWE, :

Of the four chief ways of preserving foods—namely,
heat, cold drying and antiseptics, only drying hak
been applied extensively to the banaua, The Waas
machine dries bamanas by furnace heat, producing
about twenty-seven and a half pounds of the desiceated
fruit from one lundred pounds of the natural welght.
In other forms of apparatus the banpnas are heated In
a partial vacumm, which dries them more quickly.
Fruit thus dried and pressed keeps a long fime. In
some plnces they are kept in strings, Hke sausages. |

Hanann starch 1s obtalned by drying the green fruit.
This product s made in quantities in South Awmerica,
in the form of a.fine, very white powder. Its graina
are slightly ronuded, but It resembles in other respects
more famillar varieties of starch, although it js some-
what richer.’. .-

These Banana products could probably be used to
advantage in Europe and the United States. The frst
firm to put a dried banana breakfast food on the mar-
ket may make n forttme. The cereals have been some-
what overworked and the forms loto which they may
bé tortured are.beipg exhausted. The banana a8 &
fresh frult is not all that can be desired; as a starchy
vegetable It way have an extensive career of pros-
perity and popularity before It ' &

-_ ; - “r
MOSQUITOES OF MANY KINDS.

E are accustomed to talk sgbout mosgn itoed, and
Wth;-lr peculinrities without aiways realizing that
there are many species of these pests, with widely
différing characteristies. One spécies may innorniate
its victims with malaria, another with yellow fever;
others still are comparatively harmies=, - Bome pre-
fer, in the larval stuge, to live at the edge of weedy
wools anil rivers, some in clear pogls; ofhers, agaln, Jn
claterus, water barrels or in eollections of
clam shells. Tn the Lendon Times, recently . e«
tribitor called attention fo the fact (as he-be
it tb be) thai mosguitoes nre ne Tound in #W
m* nre Hames nve Spoees L mosquilocs
_ . ..I | nexf -y F.-m-ﬁ:'--. e
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