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CHRISTMAS TIDE ACROSS THE THE STORK; AN ANCIENT CHRIST o

| GOD BLESS YOU, MERRY l;.-F‘iITLI:. A CHRISTMAS PRAYER. WHAT DOES CHRISTMAS MEAN
SEA. MAS BALLAD. , MEN. By
Mina Irving in Leshe's

Elizabetly Stuart Phelps. T™O YOU?
The following poem, written in the The Favorite English Carol Lord, for the lonely heart MM“ mean to you? ta t
Far away over the troubled ocean |{middle or latter years of the sixz-|God rest you, merry gentlemen; I pray apert I.ln- it mean good will and glad- [
Old Santa Claus? on his yearly | teenth century and published for the| Let nothing you dismay, . Now for the son of sorrow ness? :
round, first time in the current Atlantic,| For Jesus Christ, our Saviour, Whom this to-morrow : Does it bring the wish i do
Cold hearths deserted, and roofless|was ecopled from a prayer-book off Was born upon this day; . | Rejoiceth not, O Lerd. e

Something to diminish sad ?
King Edward VI., published in 1549,|To save us all from Satan's power, Hear my weak word. Do you find it good to k mrnun
#ﬂﬁ empty echoing rooms has|which was found by a reader of the] When we were gone astray,

Lend a hand te others who
found, Atantic in an old hou the edge| O tidings of comfort and joy, For lives too bitter to be borne,
The truss of hay for his reludeers’,of the Yorkshire Inn;: ) For the tempted and the torn, Have been groping sadly, blindly?

For Christ, our Saviour, was born
supper, The stork shee rose on Christmas cue on Christmas Day. For the prisoner in the cell, What does Christmas mean to you? g
No longer waits by the farmhbouse And sayed unto bher broode, For the shame lip doth not- tell, Are you one of those who view : '
doar, I nowe muste fare to Bethleem, ' |From Geod, our Heavenly Father, For the haggard suicide, a Graciously youp brothers '
And the bird-pole, too, with its sheaf| To vieue the Sonne of God. A blessed Angel camm, Peace, peace, this Christmastide! weaker -

: Do you find easing

Fnﬂ lrllllli . . : And unto certain shepherds Into the desert. trod Lift the ui:lm hlt:dn others?
r bungry songsters, ls seen no|Shee gaue to eche his dole of mete, Brought tidings of the same; : el Have you the Christmas
more. She stowed them fayrlie in, How that in Bethlehem was born By the leng sick, O God; ‘i e - spirit

Does the Christmas chim
And farre shee flew and faste shee| The Son of God by name. Into the patient gloom |  true? T
For rosy faces of happy children flew, Cl! that small room AS B8 D8 aohile th Saeh. .
At 'ﬁlnlrt'tlll windows he looks in| And same to Bethleem. " The sheplierds, at those tidings, Where lies the child of pain hea _
va

Rejoiced much in mind, Of all meglected most be fain W:::”ﬂm Christmas means to
No stockings hang in the chimney|Now where Is he of Dauid’s lynne? hnld left their flock a-feeding, To enter, healing and remain.
corner, Shee askd at house and hall n tempest, storm,-and wind, ! D thi "
No holly glows at the broken pane,| He-is not here, they spake birdlve, | And went to Bethlehem stralghtway;|NOoW at the fall of day g ETE': .'i:: .i;“:}r{.:r:ma-. AMERICAN PLAN '
The hapless little ones weep and| But in the Maungier stalle. The Son of God to find. I bow apd-pray, Or are you a doubter who ' :
wandar : For those who cannot sleep ; ¥ and-aaThe ST ML & fabia? Lnrge, M.IT Rooms
Forlorn to alien lands afar, She found him in the Maungier stalle| But when to Bethlehem they came,|A Watch I keep, A b ’ _
For blood and tears and the smoke| With that most Holye Ihn:;dg: Where &s this Infant lay, Oh, let the starving brain . T}r’:i:. h?mlhdh‘h.:mn Z . BTEAH HEAT AND
H.nf h;lm.ld . . The gentyle storke shee wept to see Th;'rhtnnnd Hln;':&t manger, E: lf]:: ::ﬁ" a’h{t‘d again. B il M""‘ mm‘“?"' W ELECTRIC LIGHT
1 .
E;rum Et:r? light of the| The Lord so ruqe.yl layde. ' egee H.::htmr. Mary. ::eelgé, Thé tortured nerves find rest. What does Christmas means to

you? ‘ AN The best accommoda-
Then from her pauntynge breast shee} - Unto the Lord did pray. kit —— yard
The dncient shops where he used to plucked I see the vacantchalr,

tion in the city
5 CHRISTMAS BELLS. :
purcase The fethers whyte and warm: Now to the Lord sing praises. !'a,thH of "q“ht' ?Hf‘"ﬁ Henry 'W. Longfellow.
His stock of wonderful Christmas|Shee strawed them in the Maungier| All you within this place My POOT CRONERVE (SNIES Dewer

" RE First-class Cafe in connec-
tops bed - And with true love and brotherhood | TO Plead this bhour. 'Irhl:l::rgidlh:.;ﬂ}:rug“ﬁlh: Ip::;':h Gy . _ tion
Are dark and vacant, where once 10 kepe the Torde from haro. Each other now embrace, . -

And wild and sweet -
. they glittered | This holy tide of Christmas, For the empty, aching home, ~ cprghion o g el _ . . THE oy e | :
'Wltldtﬂnl. of treasures for girls|Mew Yiessed bee the gentil storg: All others doth deface. ::::2::: _:::: T;ﬁ;g::ﬂm::t::. Of peace on L-:Irth.p;ﬂud i tol B YK ‘:l"r"‘l‘"‘" : Frank Mme' mp.
and boys, Forevermore, quothe Hee, : . 3 - . . ’

men !
So let ys spare from the wealth of | For that she say my sadde estale THE SUMMONS. w‘,h"“ lﬂ*’ ﬁ::::'mp ) BatLalt,
presents, Tohn Hendrich Bangs= In Colliers. Where the . njﬂhlﬂ.ﬁlrﬂh '"{And thought how, as the day . had
That load our Deautlful Clifistmas Now come the Christinas chimes to, ' here the portralt on the w
A few to put in the eager fingers In hamlet and in halle,

Tos s Stirs and struggles as.to speak, Come, . '

g From. :}3:#1“ ease acd cynic | Where the light breath fll;ﬂﬂlkthﬂ hal) | The hel:l’rllul I“:-n’;ll: d{":{;::‘d“m

Of h : i th hits of doubt Calls the color to the cheek, R
-;meluu orphans across the|And I;‘;E:t henceforthe the Dle 1! To dmﬁgsur ‘kfndl:uﬂppurlunlty Where the volce breaks in the hymn, . The unbroken song ‘

And showed suche Pythe.

Full wellkum =hal shee ever bee

L —— i e

- When the sunset burneth dim, Of peace on earth, good will to
4nd friend of babyes alle, Th:;n?::‘all sides of us now lie} . here the late large tear will start, men!
I BAW THREE SHIPS. ! :

. T :SENTS |To spread the Gospel of Good Will|Frosen by the broken heart;
i saw three ships-come sailing. in. |, THEIR CHRISTMAS PRESENTS p p

» |Boston Courler te all Where the lesson is to learn Till ringiog, singing an its way, £ FDRK e B[ AH S
On E]:ﬂm“ Day, ‘on Christmas S ih . To sing the songs of Peaée upon |HOW to live, to grieve, to yearn, The work revalves from night to day
ay

A voice, a chime

Little Penlope Socrates, | the maj;t, How to bear and bow to bow, ‘ : Amenca“
1 saw three ships come sailing in A Boston maid of four, And fill with spirit of high festival Oh, the Christmas that is fed, A ““: acﬁlngl.:&hm::ad will to -
On Christmas Day in the morning. |Wide opened her eyes on Christmas| To overflowing every human®heart | 1-ord of living and of dead, ,

morn Comfort thou! men ! L R RTH
hr”'m'r:;thﬂ salled those ships all And looked the landscape o’'er. 11.:1 carry bope to hopeless ones, and o
L

iy 4 THE TALE OF CHRISTMAS. But in despair I bowed my head, ' Only the

w x i L1 .

On E!hristmu Day, on Christmas| “What is’t inflates my bas de bleu? The suflerings of grievous heldiesa By Phila Butler Bow nan. There is no peace on earth,” 1 said, highest grade
ay?

There lies a little town afar “For fate is strong i b sod
She asked, with dignity, Dess: i of beans used.
Pray, whither sailed those ships all|*“ 'Tis lbsen in the original, Where eastern starlight gleams And mocks the song

'I‘ - Delicious
O CATTY j“? to those whose miﬂ-?ﬂf‘ﬂ A d m the lnwlr 'uhh t“,d ot t-h Ill t dis 5
three, Ohb, joy beyond degree!" : . PURSS- Gl SaEe good W - ; s BB\ and appetising

of distress; And close and close his mother holds B slalai|  scosoning.

II | To lavish Light on Darkness, drying | Her little one, and prays Then pealed the bell more loud and . ANTAL o everywhere. OPPOBITE THE Emn

0O, they salled Into Bethlehem Miss M 0§ 2 /3
. ] ay Cadwallader Rittenhouse | tears: As Mother-hearis have prayed since deep: ; |

Un Christmas Day, on Christmas Of Philadelphia town o

To enter into homes of them that ” e : TRUNK STA.TION
Day: Awdke sb mush o3 they ever 3o thiire then God is not dead, nor doth He sleep. sy " WCLARK . Limited |

grieve, And will, through coming days. The shall fail Montreal,
O, they salled into Bethlehem, A 1 : il 2 . wrong shall fail, on
On Christmas Day in the morning, RO T 0 MOwtons. Seun: rAnd Wi the touck ol\aympaihy the The right prevail,

!‘ fears There lies a quiet plain afar With peace on earth, good will to ;
“Well, I'm glad that Christmas has| 8 | | g K. : i, v » B This hotel has been refur-
And all the bells on earth shall ring, e il o Of brothers in affliction dread re-|where shepherds watch their sheep men!

On Christmas Day, om Christmas You might have heard her say, | g v ARG SUEEE PUESE PRI Stae nished from t'op to bottom

. ' ' v m thelr sleep.
ek “For my family's one year older nnw And wake them fre D
And all the bells on earth shall ring,

chimes ring forth; CHRISTMAS EVE.

And where the mother holds her ' and is modern in every de-
i Than it was last Christmas day.’ | . sa Chila = iy Stephen Chalmers .
On Christmas Day in the morning. lTtml is the song those Christmas child

tim tall, .
111, ! That is the summons sent to those| In gheltering embrace. The 2::; ;En& o where the frost’s -
: ' wheo fear, The sages fall in worship mute - L
And ‘Tll the angels in heaven shall|It was Christmas in giddy Gotham, | - Borne on the crispy air from out the | Before a baby’'s face. k In Iantutlchgiamm;lr Iu_;s, _
ng, And Miss Irene de Jones | north N g SRR = B SPECIAL RATES
On f_hﬂ“mll Day, on Christmas| Awoke at noon and yawned and | . - T ‘ white

Upon this morn so thrilling in its

yawned There =tands a lonely ecross afar,

. . cheer. A e |
And all the angels in heaven shall And stretched her langwid bones . A crown of thorns ia there

. The earth instilled with an awe ful-
" tores of gold, but Lov full !
Papa at home will stay, L g . 89 ut Love In Tull] But, Akl Beayohd thE SRadowy cross |BEI.I' atuckad 'Wlt-h Chﬂiﬂﬂ l.lq
end
Un Christmas Day, on Christmas
sing

That mirrors the sp:ngled skies; BY THE WEEI
sing, ¥ Let him E'hﬂ hath of his possesslons| And eruel nails and bitter drink l"'" ir::t:;?uglﬁ:i? ;:‘th:?:;fl]:!’; alar =3
On Christmas Day in the morning. “Well, I'm sorry that it's Christmas T And Hate that Silla the alr, vy i e al or
est play— | An empty tomb, And lo! : :
And sﬂzlglhe souls on earth shall|For rhn::a ls closed, and he wobn'l| He wins the greatest treasure in tllelwhereprzme guard kept watch, — Aud the night with music thrilled. 1 uors, Elgira,
[ H I
' A :s?: le cent all day.” to-day The carclers sing as the church bells 76 Brock Bt Wn f
Day b B L . Who LIVES as well as GIVES his Th-e Easter lilies grow. i
. ' Christmas Day! s For khaki umfﬂrms, great-|
And all the souls on earth shall] IV. Them lies a city, fair and far While up in the organ loft t4i sawords
o ' Oh, windily dawned the Christmas |THE SEVEN SETS OF PRESENTS. | Beyond our H!“; or sight, The sage owls croon as the calm, cnnts, Eﬂ.]ﬁ!h, putiies, ' y
n Christmas Day in the morning. In the city by the lake; Detrait Free Proas Where they who worshipped they sweet tune, bElt—B, whistles and whistle
And Miss Arabel Wabash Breezy ! ; ' :
Then let us all rejoice amain,

; Comes swelllng, but ever soft,

; ; All the world's a Christmas Lree, | who wept, ' 5

On  Chéist D Was instantly awake, And all the men and women merely | Need not the stars to light: The ﬂwllmﬂea. through the chang-|cords, rank b&dgf‘ﬂ, hllit‘tﬂ]]E, Prnpriutor.
Ih;:’ mas ay, on Christmas “Ah, what's that In my stocking? children And straight the road from Bethle-} By ai..m time and tongus, ete. Nﬂﬂ’llﬂg too lﬂl'gE Oor us|

Then let us all rejoice amain, Well, in two jiffs I'll know!" T"‘-‘!;:u‘;ﬁr:‘:gﬂ TR [ i e Iﬂd:'lt;“ e e S |But ever the same as the tale that|to supply; nothing too small |

On Christmas Day in the morning. And she drew forth a grand piano ’ E .

” one need fain — eceive our prompt atten-
| I'rnm AWEY dnwn In the t6s. And :;:ann in his time gets many| And n " d faint, who walks , shepherd men among. to receive 0 P P
NOW, THRICE WELCOME, CHRIST - — . the ..

tion
His 1 eV series. At first|
MAS' A REAL [J'.-'I'I'I'H TO SANTA. | " !z:;:g t;fllrl’:]t?m LS % | TOLNE FN0. SRy areen. s, Where the mistletoe and the laurel Re amng and a]tgrat]nnﬂ

s vough Revere
From Poor Robin's Almanac, 1695, | Lear Santa Calus: I thought I'd wrile! With his feeding spoons and rattles; | Thig is the tale the Christmas bells ! . Eﬂl"Efllll attended to. :
Now, thrice welcome, Christmas, “* |These few lines to you to-night, | Then the trumpet and tin soldiers,| Ring out on Christmas morn, w;‘;_‘: u“" hdllil;n:r:ﬂél:;;;::l?g W 4 ve u mone
Which brings us good cheer Just Lo tell you everything skates and sleigh And they whose gifis are gifts of anclenh 4 . g can save YO jl
Minced pied and plum porridge We would like to have you bring; |And firemen's helmei, and then the| praise reams,

- , | o ut in mind. wnd we guarantce to please;
Good ale and strong beer; o ol g e s < it ok A lover. | Because a Child was bors, As iamndu'a’.'r.nhd:tﬂ.mﬂ the hearth fire . l
With pig, goose and capon, Gioodness knows what we shall do! | Sighing like a furnaceé with a gaudy

And they who bang the holly-wreath ; Ou.
The best that can be; Tommy wants a coaster slod | necktie | In that remembranck sweet, The ﬂmm'::, sing as the tower ton- J. M. ASHBY, Ililllt.. King and Queen Sts.
S50 well doth the weather And a sweater (blue and red.) | Knit by the lady’'s fingers. Then a| From ecot, from cloister, palace, tent

American Plan
And our stomachs agree. Football, too, and skates and some | hubby, Follow the Christ-Child’s feet. gues swing 4“11 Regt.

Large, Well-heated HRooms
Chocolate candy and a drum, ' Showered by his friends with socks| So, uwder the easemcnt still,
Observe how tlhe chimneys hony want a phonograph, and gloves

Man's and Geod's good will. JPEC J !
p F . r A SONG IN. THE AIR. DRSS B SPECIAL RATES BY THE
Do smoke all about, | (“Singing somgs that make Yyou, And pipes that will not draw,

= MONTH
ink| py 4. G, Holland. La.dl " :
Th{h {?ﬂnl. Are pm‘rld“l: II : llu‘h‘”] | wells of brass Th!r‘.’a A SONE in lh.- I.ll‘. J‘; ﬂﬂm LmEIL | i es Gmd lll'll and m h

: ' g ; commodation.

For dinner, mo doubt: | Choo-choo cars that really go And fountain pens that leak, or else There's a.star in the sky, By James Courtney Challlss 1 5

But those on whose tables | And a horn that he can blow: |J some painted | There's a mother’s deep prayer Dearest Phyllis, pray remember when Make Your Damty Bar stocked with first-class
No victuals appear Then he wants a hobby-hors=e

— . ' . Wines and Liquors,
China that his wife can use as well. And « baby's low cry; you're making up the list ure
O, may they keep Lent And some cardy, loo, of course, And then And the star rains its fire while the}OQf Your presents fer December (un-| § m Sec

All the rest of the year! | Katie wants a doll that cries The imiddle aged of fair round belly beautiful sing, less 1 am to be missed)

. S LOUIS MARTIN'
“Pa’" and “"Ma'"" and shuts its eyes, | —a little cap For the manger of Bethlehem cradles That lL've ﬂum, pictura brackels, h’hmhhﬂl ]‘w_
With holly and vy With some gowns a»d hats to fit To hide his shining pate.

The sixth| a King. smoking sets of various types, Phone 534,
So greem and 50 gay, And such things that 5o with jt, | set sinks | Hl"t. dozen smoking jackets, thir- 4 PAw
We deck up our houses 'She would like some dishes, 100, Inte the carpet slipper game or had In the light of Lhat star 2ok tl"m?ﬂ :ﬂmhl‘m lﬂ"? ¢!
As fresh as the day, And a doll's house, painted blue, | cigars— | Lie the ages impoaried, weénty patemt. glove menders,
With bays and ressmary, Mamma wanis a dinner set,

' A silver cutter, since his teeth are! And that semg: from afar collar boxes by the score,
Aud laurel complete, And she'd also like to get ? bad, . Has swept over the world. 10l embroidered silk mpu_:duru. CUSHION
And everyone now Earrings and some bric-a-brac | Last gift of all that ends this slraugcl Every bearth is afmme, and the bea- forty-‘leven pairs or mere;

P ] th ”
1 And a lovely sealskin sacque, ful history is failing sight utiful sing, That each year since L was twenty RlIBBERl'[EEI.S
¥ X RTAE T conanil, There! now that's enough to hrins—--frkf;ﬁtt;.y hhriz; A magnlrfrin: glauu | In the hme;l!l the nations, that 1've received: a. paperweight,
11 don't.want a blessed thing

Have-pen wipers, ink stands plenty . . H l
THE BLESSED CHRISTMAS TIME.|For myself, for I'm so small *F“ EEahepe. | o NS S per mqwm - Ote

cutters-Atwenty-eight;
Christlan W I don't really count at all. That

've Hrowning and Lengfellow and so are you
I walked 1&":'5. world to-day, dear|O! I'm very small, I'm told, by the hundred—every kind—

~—when you walk with - &
Lord Though I'm thirty-five years old. [ m Shak blark am:ll blue and J. M, THERIAULT, Prep.
Midst worth and wealth and fame, | Just supply this list [ send 1 Con,ﬁtlpatlon, n& ml“ﬂ tiilt I'm nearly a ﬂm-looted tread on One block from all railirosd stetiges

Clasped hands with power and beauty | And I'll be your grateful friend,

blind. ‘CAT'SPAW? HEELS | [hom Tectien ot cize ) o to hewws
Lord, I must have the things, ynu see, o :
With loveliness and name. * * * |For my wife and children three, md Hom m S0 there's just one presemnt only that Don’t ask for “rubber e e m lﬂ-mw:
Who demand them all of me. Vo wanting in this year f “hoy- P ‘modelled and in opened to the travel-
I walked in the world to-day dear : Y f Of my bachsiorahip.se.lonsly —that's M—Mﬂ o t- :'-'u-ﬁ'.'.“::" "'.".:".:." gy
Lord, i A REAL SANTA CLAUS. | ' yaurself, my Phyllls, dear. ting ‘Cat’s Paw’ . i
Midst periumes rich and rare, By Frank Dempeter Sherman. » ;

1 AMERICAN AND EUROPEAN PLANS
Farth's choiosst exotics poured cost-|Santa Calus, I hang for you w mwn IN THE MORNING cost no more than the
ly breath ' By the mantel stockings two— !

Upon the heavy air. = * * One for me and one to go j . ‘Wu saw the t shine out afar,

To another boy ] know,

: = stma he morning, e s 2
_ ' Where there is poison there is pain. | Kidaey-Liv you_ te |On Christ '“‘t ; At All Dealers ; !
I walked in the world to-day, my ' ' This drovislon i w3 : years, | And straight we knew Christ's star it e . o _ a
Lord, There's a chimney in the town A L e comfort 1 : : : - iy

Was,
Through crowded hall and mart, | You have never traveled do:n- _ ::"“‘": H:l:n“““ Yhas are ixely Bright beaming in the morning. 500
Where frult or loom and press and{Should yon chance to enter thero ; rove |
brush - i You would find a room all bare; | L NS, of Then did: we fall on bended kaee,
Bk vl fr ey s <+ © e e, . | St A o Lo whed 2
apart from And the shoes you'd find are such see
' \ s g His d#_;_\u its dawning.
Oh never lilﬂﬂlht we off his name,

As no boy would care for much
Oo Christmas o the morning,

migh 1 tli hin
?&M-mt In a brdken bed you'd see
| Who bore for us both grief and shame|
Affection’s sharpest ecorning.
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divine. ¢ one just about like me
e world is poor! 1 lmm Séing wnﬂn
II 1 rich t
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ﬁ the paith of the m Itt-rrr only in his dreams.

share in the .u 1u he dreawas, thea. Sanla Claus,
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. On Chrivimas in the wmornic_, “ﬂ‘ia !
dose, 25 cants » Buv st alt deal Ihu'l sea. in Heave'n, onr glorious iwnLPnlE H co ¥ oAUAR s
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me peaple
- Fll be Santa Claus to him! ihe greatest law of health. Dr-t‘hun Toronte. The star of Christmas mornjng. ‘ have a good time by bﬁli
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