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~ THE GHRISTMAS TREE.
Nhere the Old Country Gets lts Great Supply of
Christmas Trees Every Year.

ary popular indeed in Geérmany, but
o may be surprised to know that it
3 only about sevenly years aince It
vas taken to England. Whea Victoria
ae Uopod married Prinee Albert In

To t=ll ths truth, we do not trewuble
very much about the matter, Father
pought 1t somewhere, and while we
were asleep-—or prelending to be

loving hands covered It with candles,
and bags of sweets and toys and dolls
~gnd little Nags, and made It ahine and
sparkle like the King's erown. Butl | i¢ (vingsor Castle in 1846 there was
when we stand before it and clap our | 4 y,00 tree forty feet high, which was
hands and ery “0O-0-00h!" we do not |44,y with presents sald to be worth
&8 @ rule, stop to bother as to how It | ., jous than $45,0007 That was some-
j- l'h{*l’d comesa o b !u.fh " lhjﬂﬂ il "rltﬂﬂ [1ku a lrée w“n-l :t?_hut. l ¢ﬂ
"ot slippose 1t gave  d DIt more ples
ure than the lttle tree you dee in A
wor man's eottage window,

140, many new German customs were
atroduced inte the old country, and
be Christmas tree was one of them.

As n matter of fact, a good many
older people have tried to find owut
Where the Christmas tree came from. | ginee then the Christmas tree has
but npbody sfems to be guite certain |

{oeen A prominent feature of the!
yot s to how many years ago the | 'hrgemas festivities of the Royal |
good oild custom was started.

| “amily. Victori ed
Some learned men have told us that | {.“!mm""?"ﬂe“ ClOTia ehcourag
it came from ancient Egypt. They | .15 Qermanr at Chris

MLy that mt certaln wintgr festivities | ...y bouse has its tree, and the trade

the Hgyprans: & of n-paitm |
tree with twelve shoots on It, this, of | . 1ir trees In every German town s

pourse, representing the year with ita
twelve monthe. | do not think, how-

cnormous. In London semething like
10,000 trees of various slzes are sold
at Covent Garden.

ever, that our Christmas tree has any-
thing to do with tL it twelve-ahooted
Mip of palm.- It is mare probable that |
It Is t0 be traced back through the old
::nu-tﬂml of the country which gave It

s—Germany. | Celery Soup P

Far .away back In the ages—"once
upon a time."” as the r._“..’. tales say— | Iﬂm‘.nHﬂl qnﬂ af broth, 1
the people called Teutons belleved all | pint milk, 2 heads of celery, 1 large
kh..i'n'dl ::::I tllTlu.. i:I:-m;ll n m‘g-tlc ui:::ttpnnhh onlon, 2 oks. butter, pepper

w o curlous name Yggdrasil. |

E:,I" :;;h its m: and h"“ﬂhmf:::nnl:;::: 1 tablespoonful of cream,

T Shouht, amts the world of ~ Method—The broth must be Wwhite,
u“ﬂ' and the world of the dead. The made from veal bones or from bll:l'lllnl
|a fowl. Take the whita part of the
selery, seo that It 18 quite fres from
| grit, cut It into small pleses, and slice
{ the onlon.

Put the butter Into a stewpan, add
! the. celery and sliced onion, let them
icook far a fow minutes, but be care
IFuI that they do moet brown &t all
| Now add the broth, and a good sea
' soning o! pepper and salt, and simmer
| all together until the vegetables are
gulte #oft. Rub through a sieve and
return It to the stewpan with the
| milk, to which has been added a des-
| sartgpoonful of cornflour, stir until it
' I'as bolled for a few minutes, and just
| bafore servinig add the cream, BServe

CHRISTMAS RECIPES

branches of this tree, they supposed,

bore gifta for men to take. There you |
bave the idea which most probably led |
to the custom of having once a year a |
tree Iladen with pgesonis. !

very hot,_ but do not let it boll after
the cream has been mdded, or the ap-
pearance of the soup will be spolled.

Minced Turkasy

When the custom really started just | The trimmings of a large caccase
as we see it In our homes to>day Is | will make a deliclous mince. To each
doubtful, but the people In the nnclent | pound of minced turkey allow 1 o1, of
‘eity of Btrasburg are proud of the | (ipely chopped ham and the same
fact that more than three hundred | quantity of onlom. Fry in a little
yeara ago thay Introduced [t. The | clarified dripping with % osa. of flour
Ohristmas tree does not seem to have | sprinkled over. To this add % pint
been mentioned in any book until the | of stock made from the bones;
year 1806, when an unknown writer | with salt and pepper and, If
called attention to the new custom at | dash of lemon julce. THe
Strasburg. In those days, however, | be served simply
the Church did not approve of the |croutons (little pleces of
Christmas tm—Iw It | with or without. poached
was of heathen o wWe Are

told that a preacher named Professor
Dannhager, of Stras Cathedral,

ppoke very ainst it
Wﬂtml%

tree became
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SANTA GLAUS™ MISTAKE.

A Story Iof a Ghrismms\ﬁmm and a Boy whe

Interfered with Santa’s Plas.

It was very early Christmas morm-
ing: it would have been quite darc in
the bedroom if it had mot been for
the bright street light outside the
window, .

Bide by gide against the wall stood
two white beds. In one slept Charlie
Keanedy, aged flve; in the other,
Donald Kennedy, aged seven, Iay
awake.

From the foot of each bed hung &

stocking.

i

diers and salloms In vour bedrmom,
but It Is pearly light as | wrile U:ls

|and I am of a nervous disposition, and

should not like you 0 se¢ me, as |
am &0 shy.
“Your loving friend,
“Santa Clans”
*How thoughtful of Santa Claus to
write!” sald Mrs. Kennedy. “1 sup

| pos¢ Donaid bhas the motor boat, so

will get the box of soldiers, and
Charlle has the cannon, 8o will have
the aaflors.”

“No: 1 have” got the motor boat”™
sald Charlie. “And Donald has the

“It looks like h'ght out of dmﬂr ir‘nnﬂn1"

thought Donald.
really morning, and if it is morning 1
shall just have one veep Iinto my
stocking to pee what Sania Claus has
brought me.”

Donald slipped & bare plnk foot cau-
tiously out of bed, then the other fol
lowed, and In his blue and white
stripsd priamas he crept to the well
filled stocking and emptied the oom-
tents on the guilt

In the dim light he could see &
ball, a knife, a Chinese puzzle, &n
orange, and & box of sweets, also a
clockwork motor boat.

‘He put the things carefully back,
then looked longingly at his brother’s

stocking.
“I' just peep at Charlie's
will be no harm.” he thought.
Chaglie had much the same as Don-
ald, only in place of the clockwork

motor boal, there was n canpon. Don-
ald handled it lovingly.

* “Santa Claus ought to have Known
that I-mean to be a soldier. He should
have givem me this cannon,” he mut
tared. “Charlle is to be a sallor, so
he motor boat would be just the
‘hing for him. Santa Clans has made
a mistake—that's what he has done.”

Donald put back Charlie's presents
and crept Into his warm bed. But he
could not sleep; he kept thinking of
the cannon and the motor boat.

“l am sure Santa Claus has made a
muddle about us. . shall set things
rilh.t."

And so saying. Donald got out of
bed once more, and put Charlle’s can-
non in his own stocking, and gave his
brother the motor boat, '

Having doneé this, Donald once more
got into bed, and thiz time bhe soon
went to sleep.

That

1L

It waa Christmas Day and break-
fast-time. Around the breakfast tabie
in the dining-room, decorated with
ove gat Mr. and Mrs. Kennedy,
Donald and Charlie, and their sisters
Doris and Rose, whilst Uncle Bob was
placed between Donald and Charlle to
see that they ‘behaved thtm.lllfgrlf" as
he laughingly remarked.

An were all chattering, Ellen,
the entered with a tray.
On the tray was a lotter.

“] woader who it is from?" remark-
ed Mrs. Keonedy. "I am sure the post
has never arrived as early as this on
Christmas Day.”

‘is addressed to Master Donald
and Master Charlie, and 1 found it in

“Bat 1 blieve it 18 |

Donald did not say aoyibing, but-he-

looked very, very solemh.

“Oh, why 414 1 change my motor
boat for the cannon?" he thought.

He looked even more serlous still
when the parcels In the porch were
opened, for the box of soldiers was the
moét splendid one he had ever seen.
Theore were rows and rows of horse
and foot soldierm*=ith wirining yords
and brightly-paitnted coate. The sall-
ora' wéré very nice, but nothing eame
up to soldlers In Donald’s eves.

“1 think there has been some mils-

-take,” sald Unele Bob, notlélng the

pitéous expression on his' nephew's
face. “] had a private talk vith Santa
Claus, and told him particularly that
you were to be the gallant soldier of
the Kennedy family, and Charlie the
aallor boy. There has been & mistake
somewhere, 1 am sure.”

As the hours of Christmas Day
wernt by the Kennedy children, with
Happy., contented faces, plaved with
thefr new toys—all but Donald, and he
looked more and more solemn.

{18

It was Chrisimas night; Donald and
Charlle - were In bed. Charlle was
asleep, but Donald lay awake, Pre-
sontly manly foolsleps passed the
half-open door.

“"Uncle, unele—is that you?
Donald. .

“Yes, why aren’t you asleep, young
man?”

“1 ean't sleep; I am worrled, uncle.
Pleases sit on my bed, quite ¢lose to
me. 1 want to confide in youn.”

Unelé Bob smiled in the dark.

“Speas on,” he sald.

“Uncle, you seem
about Santa Claus than the rest of us:
you are friends with him, aren’'t you ™

“Yes; Santa Claus and 1 make lttle
plans together sometimes. What fs
the matter? i

“Well, it Is like this. I thought that
Santa Claus had made a mistake when
| saw the motor boat in my stocking
and the cannon in Charlle’'s, so 1
thought I'd put the mistake right. It
| had left them as thay were, 1 should
have had the soldle*n; and I do want
them.”™

“I thought something odd had hap
pehed,” saild Uncle Bob. "Another
time you must Jeave Sania Claps to
rectily his own mistakes. 1 am sorry
about the soldlers, but you must be
content with the sallors.” o~

“I am awake,” came from the other
bed. “Donald can Lave the soldiers.
I'd ree')y rather have the sailora, but
I did not like to say so,” sald Charlie.

S0 Donald had the soldlers and
Charlie the sailors, and everyons was
pleaged. :

Atd Donald has mede up bis mind

-

i
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|

PLAYING SANTA GLAUS:

\ Tragedy of a London Fog in the Suburbs -
Streathton—But It -Ended Well.

though such an experience were at
| excuse for anything, and then the)
walked on in silence for & few vards.

“1 want to make this ane of the old:
fashioned, fairy Christmases for my
grandchildren, constable,” he said at
length, “and—er—really I'm glad I've
mel you, you see, I'm going to do a
Uttle amateur burgling.”
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By €. Malcolm Hincks, in the
Novel Magazine

| Pollce-Constable Parker stood at the |
wrner formed by the aristocratic
horoughfare known as Acacia Grove
and the much less dignified street |
known as Church Roard, In the Lon-
ion suburb which, for-the purpose of | “Oh, are you?” sald P-C. Parker

| ihis -atory. shall be ¥nown as Streath- | shortly, stopping in his walk and re
e Aol Rl 2 | Barding_his companion severaly,

. | . The old gentleman laughed.
ther certainly Jdid not temd to inspire | thi. 11151 see, I'm Mr. James Brit-
. tlenden, and 1'm golng t t 1
pie with a feeling of peace on earth '~ ‘. ROINg to stay with my
snd goodwill towards mankind. The | son Charles for Christmas; they don't

| eXpect me until ten o'clock to-nlgh
crossing-sweeper, who Wwas fuﬁivvlrfhm I caught an earller train 'lhlli:'lti

syeing the constable, had been BWOrD | expecied from the country, and as I
at-and réwarded in the ratio of three | came along Holborn it struck me thad
o one. I would give the Youngslers a greaf

|
& r " , Surprise. I'm going to get In through
When it's snowy,” he confided 8 | (he" nurgery window, lesve the tors

butcher's boy, who had stopped 1o T | I'yve brought, go and dine somewhere

o -

- - =

called |

io know more '

lght the stump of & cigar he had
found in the gutter, “people thinks its

real Christmas and does yer well, but ;

this bloomin' fog upsets 'em. Would
| you unbutton yer top coat to glve a
'chap lilke me a penny & night like
 this ™

| “No, I bloomiu' well shouldn't!™ de-
elared the butcher's boy with decision

as he moved off.
E P-C. Parker stamped his feet on

the damp pavement and wished him- |

| self anywhere but where he was. This
fog, for he had been in the Metropoll-
tan Force only a few months, and he

did not like It.

mas Eve!” he growled. “"Ounly six
o'clock and vet ‘ardly a sign of lfe
about the place. Why couldn't they
let me do a beat in the 'Igh Street?

.!nll avents, even If vou can't ses il
| proper for the fog.”

As h¢ had come on duty be

naphtha flares on the costers’ stalls,
the branches of holly and evergreea,

d the rapidlvmoving, and for the
wet  part, happy-faced, crowd, did

and then return to the house and tell
them that under the table in the nun
gary Lthey will find a lot of things thai
Flnnt; Claus has left.”

- Ow do you know you're goin’ %o
get in B0 easy?" demanded the cen
gtable, still regarding the fen
tleman with some suspieios

“Oh, 1 shall manage all right. You

 Bee, 1| want to startle my son and hisg

was his first experience of a London |

“Hlnﬁm!ln' 'ole to be In on Christ: |

| that.

had |
marched along the High Street where |
the Nght from the slup windows, the |

| There I8 somethin’ goin’ on there at | o'¢ RO¥ kids at that house.

' children
'had shought to throw him off the -

wile as well as the children. 1 was
alwvays fond of a joke—ha, ha, ha!
What! 1Is this the house? Thank you.
Good-night, ' officer! Merry Chrriafy
mas! Urink my health WWI.

will you™

"Good-night, sir, thank you, sir—
BAmMe you!” gasped P.-C. Parker,
gazing blankly at the coln which t
street lamp just above him dll-:!uI=
to be a half-a-sovereign.

“Lor,’.” he muttered, as he resumed
hig beat, ‘fancy ‘avin” any susplcions
Agalnst a generous gentleman ks
I'd llke to be one o' them kids
an'—'alf-a-tick, 1 don't .belleve thers
: I've new
foen em, anyway. Now, | wonder
the old buffer is up to any little game.
I'll go and see what—curse the fog,
it's coming on worse than evert™

He turned and walked back towards
}np, gate of the house where he had
‘6ft the amiable amateur Santa Clauns.
The old gentleman’s story about the

Was probably a blind—he

BCent.

E:Ip gally<dressed grocers’ windows,

. - » Then the half-soverei
onvey something of that peculiar, in-4 ‘relgn was
deacribable feellng that people aSs0- . :r:ﬂbﬁhrid -mhde Téﬂ:ﬁf“ﬁtfﬁrmuﬂ

clate with Christmas. ! :

-’u[“.." me Hul'l'urdf” Im-]'ﬂd the | un:‘].l'lt ["'I'.'nl.: ml; but all th.lE BATDE—
nstable, as he turned and slowly be- | :ﬁiﬁ “ﬂﬂlﬂld“;tr:}nl:t;!l'm

i t. “Don’t believe | g r run

gan to pace his bea ] o the gate of Westdene and her plere

in all the talk about London streets
pavedl with gold: I've only seen ‘em lin%fcrr I::i: T*rdlr through the fog.
Law! At Mugford we |- 7 4 mtiilllflh:n.

E:u o' wlosh. xgtol | .
pew it was Christmas, festivities we -

d, and—beg pardon, sir!” | _“Bless my soul!
| Am old gentleman had almost col- |
llded  with him, for the fog was graduy- |
ally becoming thicker, and the lamp- |
posts in Acacla Grave weére few and

far between.

“Ah, coustable,” said the old gentle |
man geniaily, “can you direct me to a
housé in the road of the name West-

Thay'y

the room. Now _how ﬂh,ﬂ.rﬂl' Ht:hmﬂl
to limd.l the nursery ™

r.-James Britienden depos

bags on the floor and Eazed Mﬂ‘:
blank bewllderment. On his last vislt
he remembered the nursery had been
the room on the first floor that wWas
approached by a flight of fron fleps

dene™ from the back garden. Beveral of the

THIRD SECTION

A Pure Product of & Perfect Process

BAKER'S
BREAKFAST)
COCOA

is made from the best cocoa
beans, carefully se-
lected, cleaned,
roasted, freed
from shells

and the ex-
cess of fat, and
then, by a per-
fect mechan.
ical process, is
reduced to a
vy fine red-

brown pPow-

der. Itisab-

gy solutely pure,

5. raotee healthful,
and makes a most delici

drink, Cet the genuine with

our trade-mark on the package..

52 HIGHEST AWARDS IN
EUROPE AND AMERICA

Walter Baker & Go. L.

Dr: Martel’s Femalé Pills

SEVENTEEN YEARS THE STANDARD

Presw ribed nnd recommended for woman's ail-
sets, oo lentifically prepared remedy of proves
worth. ‘ihe resslt from thelr we b guick and
permancnt. For sale at all drag stores.

ALL KINDS OF LUMBER AT
LOW PRICES. -
ASBESTIO' PLASTER FOR
BALE, ’
m{pﬂmmm
OF WOOb,

S. Bennett & Co.

L. Dagor asl Barrsck ds.
‘Phone 941,

SUFFERING

vared by Lydia E. Pink-
ham’sVegetableCompound

Fox Creek, N.B.—"'I have always
had pains in the loins and & weak-
ness thers, and

often aftar m
meals my f
would distress me
and cause sore.
ness. L;lllﬂ.
Pinkham's Vegeta-

not to “Westldene, sir™ » psC. | Tesidents in Acacia Grove who pos rom
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plans lnqther Christmas.

interfere wilih Bants Clavs’ -

sort-o" thing, sir: they looks
fhing o sce H there's a Ia

the prise oh ™

C“You ary & very oynirzl _
'wan,” cberrved the old gestlsman,
with &'tHenity ¥ kept Des!de him,

sessed the same arrangement used it
as a morning room. and sat out on the
balcony at night,

i

i
i

“Beed. #iz. wokihy ' (e Forte,

her for advies. She has
umnund&'t: Lealii
adrice is :

bie Com

many mothers of

families to tak+ 1L, as it is the best rem-
edy in the worjd. Yﬂﬂﬁlﬂ
in the e — M
Bﬂump?‘r:: Creek, N.B.,

The above ia only one of the theu.
sands of grateful letters Are
?“'unu!1$'1'r C ; -

‘akham Medicine Com
Wass. » hishprove beyond lbﬂm
[vdin ¥ Pinkham's Vegetable Com.
sotnd made from rodts and be
wtually does eure these obstingte
sases o women after all othr
have Tailed and that every
fering wcman owes it to
least pive Lydia E. Pinkham's
ble Componnd a trial before
ting to an opération, or gl

hope of Tecovery

M, Pinkham, of M1 Mass.,
invites all sick women

AM




