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Day by day he became more
tlscontented and morose, as
upon his broad acres, fields

the eye could reach, and beyond, he
Could eall the land and all who awelt
thereon his. But Don Ramon was a
Widower, because all the pretty senor-
itas and the Wwidowed senoras looked
Upon him with tear,

It had been whigpered abroad that
E0mewhere away -back in his iife there
had been a young and pretty Donna
Ramon, who nad mysteriously disap-
Dedred, after she had gone with him to
the far away land of the Gringoes.

Be that as it may, only he knew, and
When he courted pretiy Semorita inez
Santora, just fresh from the conveni
and devoted care of the good sisters of
8acre Coeur, he never could tathom the
evident fear she had of him. Inez was
the only daughtér of a noble Mexican
family, consisting of three brothers and
ber widowed mother.-

All wanted her to marry Don Ramon
because of his broad lands and greal
Wealth, and upon her shoulders rested
the respoxnsibility of recouping the lost
for{unes of the noble Santora tamily.

_'The boys either would not cr could
not work, and as scon as they found
Benor Don Ramon had fallen in love
~With gentle Inez, their future seemed
assured,

Burely no girl in  her right mind
Would refuse such an offer, much less
Inez, who was simply a penniless girl,
with naught but a sweet, gentle dig-
bosition and a beautiful face. Inex kept
her own counsel, and almost broke her
heart over the turn affairs had taken.
8he loved her mother, and brot hers, too,
a8 che knew nothing of their escapades,
But she had been to mass at the Ereat
eathedral on some of the sacred feast
days of the church, and her lovely eyes
had wandered arcund many times when
&he should have been gaying ber prayers,
and they encountered the admiring
glances of Don Pedro Garela, he of the
powerful form and graceful carriage.

Inez always looked for him every
time she went to the cathedral, and he
wak always in the same place, no mat-
ter at what hour shw waz there. She
wondered how it could be that he knew
when to find her.

" After she left the'cars of the sisters
and went to live with her family, no

- matter when ghe attended the mass, hu

WBS always there., Heart answered

. heart, and her eyes returned his loving
¢ glances, and some day she knew she

should meet him. Surely, the Blessed
Mother Mary would bring all around
right. 8o Inez continued her work
among her flowers, and sang the live-
long day, as she nursed her secret Jave
for Don Pedro. She knew who was un-
‘der her window at night, singing the
old love songs to the twamging of his
‘gultar, and the stray notes she found in
he early morning, as she strolled in
the garden, surely could only come from
‘one source.
. But alus! one day as she came home
from a vigit in the country to am old
#choolmate, imagine her astonishment
upon entering the room to see Don
‘Ramon chatting familiarly with her
‘mother and brothers, and her mother
#ddressing her, eaying: “Inez, dear,
S8enor Don Ramon has conterred the
t honor upon us of asking your hand
marriage, and we have aceepted him
or you. Come here, dear, and let us
eongratuiate you upon your good for-
tune.”
‘Inez looked from one to the other,
great tears welled up in her eyes.
'hh, mother mia, I don't love Don
Ramon, I—I-—oh! don't ask me to
amarey him. I cannot—I cannot.”’
'8he ran out of the room, and up to
ittle ghrine, and poured out her
‘heart to the Mother of Sorrows.
enora Santora made the best of the
tuation, and lavghingly excused her
by saying it would all be right by to-
‘morrow; it was because the proposal
was 5o vnexpected, so sudden.
‘After Don Ramon had goue, Senora
Santora weni in quest of her willtul
3 3
“What do vou mean?” she said.
“*Don't you know we are as poor as we
‘be, and it only remains for you to
‘the Don to keep us from beggarly
‘poverty, and the Don has promised to
’,p:p your brothers, and me, also. You
I had

st apd shall marry him.
my word."”
. Poor Inez! Her life became one long
riure, and at last she gave her un-
g consent, and then the Santora
hold became one vast workshop ot
aration,
All the girls and widows shook {heir
\ada and prophesied dire disaster to
jow the marriage. But Don Ramon
ered his passive bride-elect with
y jewels and richest fabrics for her

h one evening as Inez was sit-
jn the garden, as she thought alone,
heard the love song she koew so
‘and some one eise heard it also,
watched her as she listened. The
and sweet expression on her face
‘gne he had never been able to
¢ forth, no matter how magnificent
; or how sweet his compliments
love-making might be, and he re-
d to see who it was t_har. br_augh:
love light in her eyes. He climbed
o hedge, but just in time to see
Pedro vanish round the corner.
jealousy was aroused, and he de-
ined to take her far away, When ene
i bride, far away to the laod of
igoes, and then he would keep
it up 5o Do obe could see her.

gept his own gecret, and Inez
pot that he had spied Don Pedro.
‘the wedding, which was the most
=t affair that had .ever been
o that part of old Mexieo, he
“pis bride away to the golitude
home in a comparatively new

1
o

all alone, and saw no one

; ¢, and the servants
her old nurse, an whom Were

ome, and had been
] 7 A by fear for

‘6t slaves, Tuled by

iﬁbuilt the most peculiar house

like a hexagon, With
here, and & cupols
the country

ir home.

ehaped

’é he ;ﬁ"‘ld SeAn
wround.

! road, far away from the settlements,
and appreached through a long lane of
eticalypius irees, running north, south,
£asl and west. :

The house at the apex of the tree:
upon the kneil was so peculiar, and
altogether so queer and unecanny that
the stragg g settlers gave it a wide
berth, and it was whispered around
that there were many cark deeds done
under its rool. There was a large eis-
tern some 25 feet deep, near the house,
and that tapped a living spring which
supplied warter for the house, and larze
domain arourd {t; orchard and gar-
den blossomed and grew under the
careful care of the servants, and Donna
Ramon should be happ» with such a
home, but she was a priconer and never
Was geen on the roads driving except
with the Don,

One day he left her, saying he should
not be back ontil the following even-
ing, as he was going to town to attend
to some business affairs, and Donpa
Inez, being left alone, ascended the stair
to the cupola, to watch the moon rise
over the far-distant water. Oh, how un-
happy she was. ever siuce her marriage,
and for six months she had heard nath-
ing from her family.

Could it be that Don Ramon de-
stroved the letiers? She sat there she
knew not how long. and it seemed to
her the most peaceful time she had
Epent szince leaving her own sunny
land.

She heard a sound that made her
heart beat faster, and faster, and she
leaned far out on the window sill, and
there stood—could it be possibie? O,
blessed Mother! Yes' it was none
other than her beloved Pedro, singing
the ¢ld love song, and looking up to-
ward her.

What should she do—she must see
Lim, but how—how? The old watch
GCES, the servants, were not all in bed,
and what if they should hear? She
wonld write him a note, and filng it
down from the window.

He must go uctil later, She flew
downstairs, and penned the note, and
put it through a ring she took from her
finger, and flung it far down in the
grass, Then she watched, and knew
that Pedro knew and would be stil] and
wait—and what joy!

Bhe could see him in the garden and
Don Ramon would mot be there tg in-
terfere. Would the hours never pass?
At last she stole down., and out to
Pedro, her lost love. She told him of
her misery. and Don Ramon’s jealousy;
how she was a prisoner, could go no-
where, or see anyone, and how she had
heard of his hard name among the set=
tlers, and all her troubles,

How nice to have sympathy and love
from an old friend from home!

He, in turn, told her of his wander-
ings and loneliness without her, and jt
was almost morning ere he started to
depart. But hark! what was that step
she heard over there by those rose-
bushes; surely no, servant could be

round now. She was bidding Dop
Pedro a leng farewell, when an angry
face, black with paesion, and the gleam
of an uplifted knife, was all—and Don-
na Ramon’s sorrows were o'er, and Don
Pedro and Don Ramon were in deadly
combat, struggling over her dead body
in the moonlight. One gained the
mastery, and Don Ramon was left, but
not dead, beside poor Inez.

When the morning dew roused him,
Don Ramon’s first thought was how ta
get rid of the grewsome thing there on
the grass, Surely there must be some
way; he had done the deed before and
still was free. =

‘What could he do now? Something
must be planned before the servants
were stirring. and he must nat be seen
until' to-morrow eve, when he was
expected, and then he would join in the
seprch for Donna Inez. Ah! there was
the cistern,

He dragged her lifeless body toward
it, and lifting a board, plunged the poor
creature down headlong into the water.

Then it was the work of a few mo-
ments to rid his hands and clothes of
the evidences of his crime, as water was
plentiful, and he would go away, per-
haps never to return.

Which he did, and the queer house
and its occupants still remained on the
knoll on the hill for many years.

No one asked any questions; if they
did, all they got for thelr trouble was:
“Quien sabe”—and one by one the
servants dropped out, and the old house
and grounds went to ruin.

But belated fa.rmersl, passing by there
at night, say the air is rent with a
woman’s screams, and the voices of two
men in deadly combat, then a silence,
a splash, and ali is dark as before,

Does Donna Hamon come back from
the greal beyond, and is the tragedy ail
enacted over again?

The taxes on the grounds are always
paid by some one unknown, to this day,
aithough no one knows who. [f they do,
gllence is golden.

There had been some talk of drag-
ging the clstern, and one night a light
Wwas s€en near; the next day disclused
evidences of some one having beep
there. What did they do? What gid
they find?

Echo answers — what! — Overlang
Monthly.

SPANEED BY HAND.

When everyvthing goes snariy and you're
feelin' sour and glum,
you've bin the least bif nasty to the
follis at shop aod hum,
Aa you wonder if your sperit frum Hs heawv-
enly course has yanked, :
How good 'twould seem to run right hum
tn mother
To be spanked,

An®

What a certain paracea for all sorts of ain
and shame,

What & baim for troubied conscience was
the music of that same;

The pattering of thar slipper and my shrill
falsetto voice

Made a homeiilke combination tlaf made
ma—and me?—rejoice,

Her arm went up so fiercely that if weale-
ened cummin’ down,

Though my voice assured the neighbors
'twas the wickedest in town:

So when ma had “did her dooty’ and her
pard’'nin’ kiss was waon,

There were ro spots on her conscience and
but few upon her son,

1f she could oniy besgs creation as she used
10 10NE ago

{There was nothin’ known or unkiown that
my mother dida’t kiow),

Things "ud be runnin’ mighty diff'rent and
I'd surely top the heap,

'Stead o (ryin' hard to kick myself apd
feelln' mean and cheap,

—John H. Davie, in Lippincott's Magazing,

Need for His Bkill.
A Paris doctor claims he has discov-
ered a cure for the “‘sleeping sickness.”
The Chicago Journal remarks that he
ought to move Lo Philadelphia

AST year's skirt can be worn |

girdle, and also the bodice
—if only the sleeves are
changed. Just take them
out and turn them upside
down; give them fuliness at
the top at all odds. Not that they need
be very voluminous, hut what fullness
there is must come above. Thig fact |
borpe in mind, there {3 infinite variety |
obtainable by the infinite number of peo-
ble that are desirouz of following the

all right, likewise last year's !

fashions but want chance for individual
preferences. The mutton-leg sleeve, |
periodically revived. s some admirers, i
but it is considered the best taste noi |
to exaggerate the wijth at the lop.
Especially for velvet oats is this mode
liked, although it is seen On waisils, cn
shirt waists and bodice for dressy poca-
sions; if employed for the latier, add 1o
the dressy lock by a frill of lace af the
wrist.

Another old fashion that has come to

three-quarter length that allows of an
under-sleeve. This is a qualnt and very
pretty fashion and bids fair to become
maore and more popular, but probably
not tiresomely common. The under-
sleeves can be recommended also for
this, but they ean be made acceptably
of almost any bit of material left over,
just o it ig dainty and fluffy looking., A

the fore once more is the elbow and |

desirable but expensive material used
for these Vs chiffon, a shaded kind that

FOST of us by this time have

L

ﬁ \ purchased our winter ward-

Y robe, but a desire for
change {8 always rife |

among the community of
self-respecting  women, so
let uws for a moment turn |
our attention to the garments that
are more or less unseen, and dis-
cusd  the virtues of Ilingerle as
well as stch very important items as
a winter dressing-gown, the  hed-
Jacket of utility, and the loupge gowr
or saut-de-lit of beauty. Let us be
thankful that we live in  modern
times, and are no longer obliged to
logk hideous in our hedrooms. To be !
uzefitl, & garment need not necessar-
il¥y be ugly, and the wise woman will
certainly not sacrifice her comfort

A ZENANA DRESSING GOWN,

Trimmed with Lace and Huching,
At the same time she tolerates none
but pretty things, and so to meet her
various requirements the manufactur-
ers produced that lovely fabric known
as zenana. 1t is a deliclously cozy
material with a silky surface and!
woolen back. It is, of course, fairly |
expensive; but it lasts many a sea-
son, and possesses the delightful com-
bination of beauty of coloring, intense
warmth, and lightness. Then it cleans |

agaln and again with the greatest
BUrCess.
I place zenana first and foremost

among fabries for winter dressing-
gowns, for it is really an ideal mate-
rial. Blue and pink are charming
colors for bedroom wear, and zenana |
is lovely in either. A zenans dressing-
gown should be simply out but full
enough to wrap well round the feer.
it may be lined with a soft and in-
expensive porgee, and have either a

big collar of net or lace, or better still

matches the dress in one of its tores
Point d'esprit is a suitable and lovely
material, as is also that fine, plain, yel-
lowish net seen nowadays on the high-
priced waists shown at the stores. Bu;
perhaps best of all is very sheer muslin
or lawn, finished with a little tracery of
band-work. Whatever is selected, Te-
member these white affairs will need
frequent laundering, as all their beauty
depends on their giving an exguisite
finish to the toilet, for this cannct
be done when they are in the least

| soiled.

Trimmed sleeves as well as full slesves
are favored, but be careful not to have
these so elaborate that they will be fuss?
gnd detract from elegance. One shown
in the illustration is comparatively sim-
ple and yet adapted to the caprice of the
moment. The velvet band and lace frill,
as well as the design of the sleeve, make
it appropriate only for afierncon or
evening wear.

Short sleeves are very much the thine,
but generally are an expensive luxury,
requiring leng gloves. Still, the under-
gleeve fashion may help out here the
woman Who wants to economize, and by
its addition one can have a waist do
double duty; appear with the wunder-
sleeves ay suitable for street wear: with-
out the sleeves serve for elaborate oo~
casions. The three-quarter slesve {5
making its way, and is especially pretty
whén finished at. the hand with a doubl
frill of deep white ruching.

4 pretty acnd ‘becoming hood which
can be placed over a dishevelad coif-
fure with excellent results. Such a
gown Is ideal for traveling purposes,

For such garments as ths sauf-da-
lit and the dressing-gown, there is a
cashmere-back washinz satin,* which
is really cozy. This can be iined with
fannel for extra warmth if the wear-
er be a chilly person. Here again lace
is the only trimming required. The
smart woman at the moment loves
these washing satins, espesially for
night-gowns. Silk, satin and finest
linens are gparingly trimmed with
lace—in many cases, indeed, no lace
at all is used, the trimming taking
the shape of fine hand work and
broad hemstitchings. There has been
an extraordinary change made of late
in underwear; everything is now: very
simple, and white rejgns supreme.
Parisians and the best-dressed Eng-
Hishwomen are particularly addicted
to fine batiste, linen, French lawn and
cambric. Here, too, beautiful hand
stitchery is the ' chief trimming,
though occasionally entre deux of
very fine Valenciennes lace are used.
Then I am told that, in their love of
simplicity, a few Parisians are even
wearing pyjamas. Ol course, such
garments are practical, but they can
never be pretty, and do not seriously
deserve a place among the lingerie of
the really chic woman. Three or four
Seasons ago colored underwear was all
th> rage-—pale yellows, mauves, pinks
and blues, and even black being worn
in preference ta white: but now the
craze is for the simplest .of white
lingerie, and this seems to me the
acme of daintiness,

With many women the combination
ig a necessary garment, either of silk,
silk and wool, or woolen mixtures;
but this need no longer be ugly be-
cause it is warm and comforrable.
This woven underwear to-day is well-
shaped and nicely fnished, and iz ob-
lainable at all the leading drapery es-
tablishments,

Yor ordinary day wear, it 15 3 good
idea to line your brocade petticoat
With a thin ponger, which adds great-
ly to its warmth. The chir dresser
18 wearing with her marning, tailor-
made costume, petticoats to karmon-
ize with her dress instead of the
Lright contrasts of last seison. This
i8 a matter in which every woman
can exercise her individual iaste,
though quietness of detail in this re-
spect is more or lesz characteristic of
the well-dressed woman.

Then we bave recently wiinessed a
return to the Hlannel patticoa®; Need-
less to say, it is very different from the
old-fashioned red flannel garment
worn by our grandmothers, bzing to-
day beautifuily cut and shaped and
trimmed with button-hole stitching,
fine embroidery or coarse Torchon
lace. It is moslly made ip white, pale
piok or biue.

arm of Modern Lingerie

ELLEN O8MOXNDE.

The story of Sumatra leaf tobacco,
a8 grown under cheese-clolh in Con-
necticut, is one of the remantic epi-
sodes of agriculture, says a writer in
Cousitry Life in America. A Florida
fruit grower had some tobacco plants
that got into his pineapple shed by ac-
cident, and he noticed that they were
taller and of floer texture, under the
lath shade. The bureau of soils. while
surveying the Connecticut valley,
found a soil that was practically the
game as that of Bumatra, on which
the famous tobacco is grown. (The
bureau has samples of =soil from al-
maost every important agricuitural re-
gion of the world.) The government
got an expert to start an industry,
and the first two years some of the

growers made over 100 per cent. profit.

ROMANCE OF SUMATRA LEAF

The indusiry, as o whole, i success-
ful. A large company with plenty of
capital is recessary, for it costs
§650 to cover amd grow an acre of
this tobaccn., The growers recejve
from $1.20 to $2.50 per pound for the
product. The imported article brings
$2.50 to $3, and we have been im-

porting about §6,000,000 worth 2 year.

Experience.
“Let's see,” sald Mr. Shiverton, “last

¥Year we gave the childrena drom and a
lot of other musical instruments as
Christmas gifts.”

“Yes.”
“Well, this year let us try to give them

something on Christmas that we won't
feel like taking away from them the next
day."—Washington Star.

METEORIC MONTANA MAN.

Spectacular Individual Vho Intro-
duced the Spiketail Coat in
His Town.

“I reckon when the lamentaticne are
over and we come 1o our owa, you'll
hear something more about Joe Toole,
who had a landslide of hiz own, all by
himself, out in Montana,” said a man
in from Butte, to a New York Sun man.
“Joe was always a winner. He came by
it honestly.

“He was gue of three as likely boys as
2ver went west. His father was a big
gun in his day, and when he wasa can-
didate for justice of the peace in his
town his three boys, Joe, Bruce and Ben,
the handsomest trio that ever hit the
pike, went out and he!d meetings on the
vacant lots of the town and made
speeches for their dad.

“The old man dido’t have to do a
thing but stay at home. The boys went
10 the polls on election day, and when-
ever a voter showed up they preachea
the Toole gospel until the voter was
landed. Whenever there was aunother
candidate on the hustings and He saw
one of the Toole boys show up, he took
to his heels.

“Besides their political influence, the
Toole boys were the great social cards
in the town where they lived. They
were the first boys in the town to wear
swallow-tail coats.

“in those days a man didn’t have to
wall uatil after cark to puton a spike-
tail. Joe Toole, especially, was buiit
for that sort of harnoess,

“He was a law student in the town
where he lived, and he used to wear his
scciety togs by day. He used to be cailed
Apollo Belvedere Toole by the men in
the town who knew what that meant,
and the people who didn’'t know took
it for granted that it wasal] right.

“The brothers Toole were members
of a literary society in the town. The
aociety used to have ladies’ nights once
a month. No fashion plate was ever in
it with the turnouts seen at the olé
Philomathean society on ladies’ nights.

“When the Toole boys entered the
rogm, each one in his elawhammer coat,
the audience rose from the benches and
¢tood until the trio were seated. Joe
Toole was always selected as the chier
orator of the evening, and when he
went to the forup it wasa sight worth
geeing, .

“In ithe Pike's Peak fever the Toole
family left the town where they had
been the political and social rage for so
many years and went west, overland.
Joe landed in Montana. Thisisthe third
time he has been elected governor. Ha
has never been defeated, to my koowl-
edge.

“You never can tell what's going to
happen, but I am telling you that in
1908 if Joe Toole wanis to get in the
same he will ery 'keno’ before anyhody
else. In the cataclysm which recently
made a record in this country it may
have been overlooled that Joe Taole is
a democrat,”

NEVER DISPLAY EMOTION.

Amusing Instances of the Undemon-
strative Nature of the
British,

We Anglo-Saxons are apt io pride
ourselves upon being undemonstrative,
Max Adler tells a tale of a boy who
was sent out by his father to feteh in
some wood. The boy took the oppor-
tunity of disappearing and did not
show his face again beneath the pa-
rental roof for over 20 years, says M.
A. P. Then one evening a smiling,
well-dressed stranger entered to the
old couple and announced himself as
their long-lost son.

“Well, you haven't hurrled your-
self,” grumbled the old man, “and
blame me if now you haven't forgot-
ten the wood.”

1 was lunching with an Englishman
in a London restaurant one day at a
table near by, and, glancing round
and meeting my [riend’s eye, smiled
and nodded.

“Excuse me a minute,” sald my
friend: *‘1 must just speak to my
brotker, haven't seen him for over
five years.”

He finished his soup and leisurely
wiped his mustache before strolling
across and shaking hands. They talked
for awhile, then my friend returned to
me.

“Never thought to see him again”

JObserved my Iriend; “he was one of

the garrison at that place in Afrlica—
what's the name of it—that the mah-
di attacked. Only three o1 them es-
caped, Always was a lucky beggar,
Fim."”

“But wouldn't you like to talk to
him some more?” 1 sugzested: “[ can
gea you any time about this little busi-
ness of ours.”

“QOh, that’s all right,”” he answered:
“we have just flxed {t up-—shall be
dining with him to-morrow.”

A Littie Assistance.

While a drove of bullocks were being
driven through an 1rish village, one of
them suddenly stopped, and, notwith-
standing all the efforis of the drover,
would not move. A chemist who hap-
pened to see the affair went up to the
bullack and injected a drug down its
throat, which made the animal career
down the street 1ike greased lightning,
A few ziinutes aiter the drover entered
the chemist’s shop, and asked him if he
gave the bullock the medicine. *I did”
replied the chemist. “Well,” said Pat,
“T'll take a penn’orth of it, as I've got to
follow the baste.”—8mith’'s Weelly.

Japan’s Commercial Schools.

As early az 18756 the first commercial
institute was established {n Tekio,
Sinece that time similar schools have
been established in various parts of the
Japanese empire. In 1884 the commer-
clal schools were regulated by minis-
terial decree, and in 1899 a general laty
was passed conecerning commercial ed-
ucational institutions.

A Curious Custom,

A eurious custom obtains among the
Coorgs, of India. When one of them
kills a tiger or a panther he is married
to the dead animal, regardiess of its
sex. Propped upon a framework of
wood or bamboo the animal is carried
in procession, and the marriage ritual
is strietly observed, while lavish hoapi-
tality is dispensed.

Base Blander.

A girl seldom talks in her sleep, be-
cause she has told everything ahe
knows before she goes to bed.—Clnein-
nati Commercial Tribune,

The Stable or
the Inn?

Christmas Sermon by the ** Righway and
Byway " Preacher,

{ Copyright, 190, by J. M. Edson.)

Chicage, S8unday, Dec, 18, 1504,

Text: ‘“And she brought forth her firste

born son; and she wrapped Him in swad-
dling elotkes and latd Him in a manger,
because therc was oo room for them in the
fnn."—Luke 2:7.

E GO back to that
first Christuas
night for the in-
spiration for our
Christmas mes-
gage. The centu-
ries that have
come and gone
gizce that mnight
when God's Bon
came to earth to
dwell among men
have witnessed the
marvelous epread
of the Gospel, and
the almost univer-
eul recognition among the progressive
ond enlightened nations of the earth of
the fact of Jesus® advemt into the
world and His vicarious mieslon. We
Epeak of the Christian npations, and
mean those nations which have been
fominated by the enlightened spirit of
righteousness and truth of which
Jezus was the expression and expo-
nent. The mustard seed has grown
to be the great tree, spreading Hs
branches everywhers, and the pations
—the birds of the air—have found
ludgment therein. To-day the Christ-
mas bells ring round the earth, and
peal forth their message of joy and
good cheer, even though the notes of
Its truest message often are not heard.
A Jarge part of the world to-day has
its Christmas, but has it the Christ?
It celebrates the ¢rowning event of the
eges, but does it appreciate all that
that celebration should mean? Is {t
the stable where the Christ has been
given place and welcome? or is It the
inn crowded, and busy, and resting in
ease and comfort with no place or
rrovision made for the Christ? Qur
text suggests contrasts so sharp and
painful! that we cannot but be im-
pressed by therm as we meditate there-
on. The etable and the inn. The one
far the beast, the opther for man.
The one poor and cheerless and com-
inrtless, the other fitted at least with
fre common comforts and conveniences
¥ hich could minister "to the needs of
r:an. The one the only place where
the Bon of God could find shelter, the
olher the place which was 8o crawded
ena filled that it shut out the Christ.

BUT there is a brighter side to the
conirast. The stable, though poor
and bare of comforts, shone with the
boly light of God's presence, and wel-
comed the new-born King to the best
it could provide, while the imn had
only the feeble light of man’s pro-
¥iding and missed the glory of the Di-
¥ime presetice. The stable became
wwarked on the chart of God's pur-
poses, whila the i{nn was indelibly
Biamped with the stigma of inhospital-
fiy. The stable heeame the center of
luterest for the angelic hosts as they
sang of the Saviour born, and told the
wondering shepherds where the Bahe
was to be found, while the inn passes
into the abscurity of oblivion. The
&lable passes down into history glori-
lied and dignified Ly the distinection of
being the birthplace of the Lord and
King, while the inn has no place of
Eonor on history’s page, but stands out
as the monument of missed opportu-
nity, in having turned the expectant
wiother from its unfeeling doorway.
Such were the contrasts upon that first
Christmas night. Do the same con-
trasts exist to-day? Have we still the
slable and the inn—the place that
males room for the Savlour, and the
place that crowds Him out? Every-
where to-day we hear the song of the
angels caught up by man, we see the
giadness and joy of the Christmas cel-
cbration, and amidst all the festivities
may we not well ask ourselves: Is it
the stable or the inn?

rlHE fact that Christmas, the anniver-
sary of the birth of Christ, iz cele-
brated is met enough. One may share
in all the actlvities and pleasures of
the day, and still be an inmate of the
inn, and a stranger to the true signifi-
cance of the birth in the stable. Qne
may hear the wonderful Divine mygtery
whereby the 8on of God left Heaven and
became flesh through the operation of
the Holy Spirit, and still be blind to the
Divine light that filled the stable re-
cesses. Think you not that the inp was
astir next day with the news aof the
events which had transpired- in the
stable? Think you not that every ome
wis talking of the Babe in the menger,
of the story of the shepherds and thelr
vigit in the early moruning? Ere the
morning’'s sun had climbed the Beth.
lehem hills and gilded the distant moun-
tain heights with its golden splendor,
I feel sure that the mighty secret of that
&table became kpoown not only to all in
the inn, but to all in the little village
of Bethlehem. And so to-day the story
of the birth of the Christ is known and
rehearsed among men, they celebrate
the event with eagerness angd Joy, and
still the Ckrist is absent, Kept out by
the crowded condition of the inn, The
news of the birth of Jesus has reached
the ing and it freely joins in the cele-
bration of the event, but the Blable
where room 18 found for Jesus is the
place where the true celebration is held,
You may be content with the Testivities
of the inn, and never care tg enter into
the deeper joys of the stable Where
Jesus is. As of old, it is the question
of the stable or the inn. Where are you
content {0 celebrate the Christmas tes-
tival? I verily believe the gaddest day
in Heaven is Christmas dar, because ag
the angelic hosis look upon earth they
bebold all manner of revelry and fes-
tivities in the name of Jesus, while the
One Whose dirthday it is is shut out.
No place for Him in the inp, There is
too much going on. There are too many
plans laid. There are too many other
triends to be entertained. Anq 80 it is
the Inn instead of the gtable. The
Christ is shut ogt!

S OME one bas told ihs story of aledy
who, one Christmas eve, was walk-
ing in the beantitul city of Berlin. She
stopped to look at the large store win-
dow, xhere was laid out i elaborate

» b

| Bethlehem.

dispiay the scens of the lowly stable af
Before the window stood
two Jittles girls, their fuces beaming with
pleasure, while they talked to another
little girl between them, and arnund
whom they had their arms. This dear
child was quite blind, and to her poor
elghtless eyes the pretty window told
no siory. But the loving little friends
told the blind ckild of the rude stablo,
the bhay, the cows and the sheep, the
tweet mother beside the manger in
which the Christ-child was sieeping,
the open door through which the won-
déring shepherds were coming snd tha
bright star above which shed a soft lighg
over all. The little blind girl lislened
with absorbed interest, drinking in
every detail of tke window decoration
as it was described, and reproducing it
in her mind's eye, until her face it up
with a joyful emile, and, ctasping her
hands together in rapture, she ex-
claimed, again and again: “Ah! that
is besutiful!” Andah! how many thers
are who, like the little blind gir} before
the show window in Berlin, where the
scene of Jesus' birth was depicted, stane
beholding the Christmas celebration
and yet because of blindness ef heart
they do not see and realize its hidden
beauty and meaning! Ah! how ws
would love to throw our arms about
such and try and tell them all the won-
derful story of God's love and God’s eirt!
How we long to bring such te open the
heart and make room for the Christ
Who has come into the waorld to seek
2nd to save the lost! Why stay in the
inn, away from the Christ, when we
may enter into His very presenee and
realize, as did the shepherds that night,
that “unto US is born in the city ot
David. a Saviour, Wrich is Christ the
Lord?” Between the experience of the
inn and the stable there is the same dit-
ference as that which marked the biind
girl and her little friends. God grant
that you may be as willlng and as
eager to hear the message a5 tire blind
child was!

‘W HAT ig the message of the stable?
What i3 the message of the inn?
One stands for cooperation with God,
the other rejection and indifference to
His claims, One becomes the recipient
of blessing, and the medium of exalted
service,” while the other in narrow
selfichness lozes both blessing and the
privilege of servica. Thacharacteristics
of the stable and the inn are still to be
marked in the world to-day. There are
those whe are willing to receive the
Carist, and who thus become {nstru-
ments In God’'s hands of great service
and blessing. On the other hand, there
are those who typify the inn and refuse
the Christ admitiance, and maintain an
attitude of supreme indifference to His
claims upon them. At the glad Christ-
maa tifne what more fitting occasion on
whieh to conslder this supreme gues-
tion? With you and me it iz either the
stabile or the inn. ‘There iz no neutrat
ground. The Christ ehild, the Christ-
mag gift of God to men, comeg to every
heart and seeks for admiesion. Shall
the rejection of the inn, or the welcome
of the stable, mark our attitude?
; l\ HE stable typifies open-nearted re-
ception of the Christ, willlng sur-
render of the best we have to the Christ,
and acceptable service rendered for the
Christ. The first essential need js the
making room for Jezus. The erowded
condition of the inn may find its coun-
terpart in our lives where the cares and
activities of this life would crowd out
the claims of God upon us, and make us
prone to turn the Christ away with the
excuse that there i3 no room, that we are
busy providing for the present guesta
who have found lodgment with us. To
reject Christ does not require that we
show open enmity and hatred towards
Him, Christ was not driven from the
door of that inn at Bethlehem in cruel
hatred. It was enough that Mary and
Joseph should be told, perhaps ever s
politely and regretfully, that there was
no room. It served the same purposs of
shutting gut the Christ, and so with you
Bad me. We may know of ng bitter op-
position or hatred ruling in the heart
which kerps the Christ out. All that i
necessary ig to be so filled and crowded
with' other things as to lead us to turn
Him politely away, and say: “Some
day, when we are not so pressed for
room and time, we will be glad to wel-
come you." But Jesus does not waiton
euch invitation, The opportunity of
gheltering the Christ came to the inn
but once, and that opportunity lost was
lost forever, and so it may be with you,
Jesus comes at this Chrizstmgs time. He
seelis for room and shelter in your heart.
Will you not make place for Him thers
at once, even though every other thing
hae to be turned out and given up? Bet-
ter have the Christ than all else that the
world can glve.

AND once within, let the Saviour have
the beat the place a¥ords, The man-
ger was not much. It was a rude,rough
place, and yet as it was surrendered it
became the cradle of the new-horn King, °
‘What you have may seen: mean and poor
and unusable. But if it is surrendered
to the Christ, He will find use far jt.
He will glorify and’ honor it with His
presence. He will make it the medium
of blessing to others. If that humble
manger had had the power of speech and
had the spirit of some who have admit-
ted the Christ to their lives and hearts,
I imagine [ can hear it speaking on this
wise: “1 would so like to do something
for this Christ. Oh, if I were only like
the bed, or even the cot, of the well
appointed inn, how gladly I would serve
Him! Oh! {f [ only had the comfort of
itz ample frame, or the warmth of Its
rugs and blankets! But I have nothing
but this rack of rough hoards befors
which the cattle stand. I have nothing
but this fodder which gurely I cannot
offer to Him.” But the manger was
there, It was willing to be used. And
Mary laid the Christ therein, and it be-
came transformed with a glory such
as never ghone round the tbrone of
earthly king. And so it may be with
you and me, The most unlikely posses.
slon may become resplendent ard glori-
ous with the Divine presence, But it
with the narrow vision of the inn we
turn the Christ away, we may Leep al}
the crowding guesta which this world
can glve, but we lose Heaven'’s gift and
the star of hope rises not over our hab-
itation. Which shall it be, the stabls
or the inn? Let the prayer of tke poet
be the breathings of our heart. With
the soul yearning whick Christ slome
ean satisfy let us cry:
“0, holy Child of Bethlshem,
Diescend to us, we pray; i
Cast out our sin and zater In,
Ee born In us to-day.
We Lear the Christmas angels
The great glad-tidinge teils

©Oh, coms to us, ablde with ug,
Qur Lord Emmaagel™




