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IB was only a littlo bit of
a chnp, and bo, whenHot tho first time In his

ho camo Into close
contact with tho endless

WM current of human things,
It was as hard --for him
to "stay put" aB for somo
wayward little atom of

flotsam and Jetsam to keep from toss-
ing about In tho surging tides of tho
sea.

Ills mother had left him there in
tho big toy shop, with Instructions
not to movo until sho camo back,
whllo sho went off to do some mys-

terious errand. Sho thought, no
doubt, that with so many beautiful
things on every side to delight 1i!b

eyo and hold hla attention, strict
obedlenco to her commands would not
bo hard. But, alas, tho good Indy
reckoned not upon tho magnetic
power of attraction of nil those lovely
objocts In detail.

When a phonograph at tho other
end of tho shop began to rattle off
melodious tunes and funny Jokes, In
spite of tho Instruction Littlo Uillee
had received, off ho pattered as fast
as his littlo legs would carry him to
Investigate. After that, forgetful of
everything else, finding himself
caught In tho constantly moving
stream of Christmas shoppers, he was
borno nlong In tho resistless current
until ho found himself at last out up-

on tho street alone, free, and Inde-
pendent,

It was great fun, at first. Ily and
by, however, tho afternoon waned, and
littlo Bllleo began to grow tired. Ho
thought of his mamma, and tried to
find tho shop whero ho had promised
to remain quiet until her return. Up
and down the street ho wandered until
his littlo legs grew weary; but there
was no sign of the shop, nor of tho
beloved faco ho was seeking.

Onco again, and yet once again
nftor that, did tho little fellow tra- -

verso that crowded highway, his
"-- ting harder and harder to

aeep back, and then Joy of Joys
whom should ho see walking slowly

long tho sidewalk but Santa Claus
msolf! Tho saint wns strangely

lecorated with two queer-lookin- g

Lards, with big red letters on them,
lung over his back and chest.
A With a glad cry of happiness, Little
jtllle ran to meet the old fellow, and
it his hand gently into that of the
Int. Ho thought it very strango

sat Santa Claus's hand should be to
Id and cold and rough, and so
lapped; but he was not In any mood
! be critical.
Bnnta Claus, of course, would rec- -

lilzo him at once, and would know
t how to take him back to his

'His Mother Had Left Him There In
the ""oy-Sho-

mamma at home wherever that might
'be. Little Bllleo had never thought to
inquire Just whero homo wns. All
ho know was that it was a big gray
stone house on a long street some-
where, with a tall Iron railing In front
of it, not far from the park.

"Howdidoo, Mr. 'Santa Claus?" said
.Littlo Blllee, as tho other's hand un-
consciously tightened over his own.

"Why, kiddie?" replied
tho old fellow, glancing down at his
new-foun- d friend, with surprise gleam-
ing from his deep-Be- t eyes. "Whero
did you drop from?"

"Oh, I'm out," said Littlo Blllee
bravely. "My mama left mo a littlo
whllo ago whllo she wont off nbiut
something, and I guess I got losted.
But It's all right now, I'm found again,
ain't I?"

"Oh, yes, indeed?, you're found all
right, kiddle," Sanla Claus agreed.

"And pretty soon you'll take mo
homo again, won't you?" said, tho
child.

'Surest thing you know!"
Santa Claus, looking down up-

on thp bright but tired littlo face with
a comforting smile "Whero do you
live?"

As If you didn't know that!" cried
LiUJe BIHoo, giggling;

''Jla, ha!" laughed Sunta Claus.
"Can't fool you, canJl? It would bo
funny If, after keeling An eyo on
you, nil these yeaiB Hlnco you was a
baby. I didn't know where you Hveff.

;?& ' i"AWul funny." aafcod Little. H to.
JHit, then" Uttl iiUlee ot(cS3 for I

vd simuxj....
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Snnta Clnus was wearing.

"What aro you wearing thoB
boards for, Mr. Santa Claus?" ho

S
sked.

If the lad had looked closely enough,
o would hnvo Boon n very unhappy

look como Into the old man's fnco;
but there was nothing of it la his
nnswqr.

"Oh, those are my now-fangle- d

back and chest protectors, my lad,"
ho replied. "Sometimes wo have bit-

ter winds blowing at Christmas, and
I have to bo ready for them. It would-
n't do for Santa Claus to como down
with tho sneezes at Christmas t'mo,
you know no, slreel This hoard in
front keopi tho" wind off my chest, nnd
the ono behind keops mo from get
ting" rhoumatism in my back. They
are u great protection against tho
wcathor "

"You'vo got letters printed there,"
said tho boy, peering around in front
of his companion. "What do they
spell? You know I haven't learned
to read yot."

"'Merry Christmas to Everybody!'"
said Santa Claus. "I havo tho words
printed there so that everybody can
Beo them; and If I miss wishing any-

body a merry Christmas, he'll know
I meant it Just tho sam6."

They walked on now In Bllence, for
Littlo Bllleo was beginning to feci al-

most too tired to talk, and Santa Claus
seemed to bo thinking of something
olse. Finally, however, the little fel-

low spoke.
"I gues3 I'd like to go home now,

Mr. Santa Claus," ho said. "I'm tired,
and I'm nfraid my mamma will bo
wondering whero I've gono to."

"That's bo, my litlo man," Bald
Santt. Clnus, stopping short In his
walk up and down the block. "Your
mother will be worried, for a fact;
and your father, too I know how
I'd feel If my little boy got losted and
hadn't como homo at dlnnor time. I

don't hollco you know whoro you
live, though now, honest! Come!
'Fess up, Blllee, you don't know
whore jou live, do you?"

"Why, yes, I do," said Littlo Blllee.
"It's In tho big gray stone Iioubo vlth
tho Iron fence In front of It, near tho
park."

"Oh, that's easy enough!" laughed
Santa Claus nunously. "Anybody
could say he lived In a gray stone
house with a fence "around It, near
the park; but you don't know what
street It's on, nor the number, either
I'll hot fourteen wooden glrnffes
against a monkoy on a stick!"

LNo, I don't," said Little Blllee
frankly; "but I know the number of
our ortymobile. It's 'N. Y.' "

"Fine'" lnughed Santa Claus. Then
he reflected for a moment, eyeing the
child anxiously

"I don't believe you even know
your papa'B name," he said.

"Yes, I do," said Little Blllee Indlg-nnntl-

"His name Is Mr. Harrison,
and ho owns a bank."

"Splendid! Made of tin, I suppose,
with a nice littlo liolo at tho top to
drop pennies into?" said Santa Claus.

"No, It ain't, either!" retorted Lit-

tle Blllee. "It's made of stone, and
has more than a million windows In
It. I went down there with my mamma
to papa's office tho other day, ko 1

guess I ought to know."
"Well, I should say so," said Santa

Claus. "Nobody better. By the way,
Blllee, what does your mamma call
your papa? 'Blllee,' like you?" he
added.

"Oh, no, Indeed," returned Little
Blllee. "She calls him papa, except
onco In n whllo when he's going away,
and then sho says, 'Good-by- , Tom.' "

"Fine again!" said Santa Claus,
blowing upon hl3 fingers, for, now
that the sun had completely disap-
peared over In tho west. It was get-

ting ery cold. "Thomas Harrison,
banker," he muttered to himself.
"What, with tho telephone book and
the cUy directory, I guess wo can find
our way homo with Little Billee"

Ho led tho little fellow Into a pub-

lic telephono station, whero he eagor-l- y

scanned the names In tho book. At
Inst last It was found "Thomas Har-
rison, seven-Blx-flve-fo- Plaza." And
then, In the seclusion of tho tele-phon- o

booth, Santa Claus sent the
gladdest of all Christmas messages
over the wlro to two distracted par-
ents:

"I havo found your boy wandering
.In tho street. Ho Is safe, and I will
bring him homo right away."

Fifteen minutes later, there might
have been seen the Btrange spectacle
of a footsore Santa Claus lending a
sleepy littlo boy up Fifth avenue to a
cross street, which shall bo nameless.
Tho boy vainly endeavored to por-suad- o

Mis companion to "come In and
meet mamma."

"No, Billee," the old man replied
sadly, "I must hurry back. You ste.
kiddle, this Is my busy day."

But it was not to bo as Santa Claus
willed, for Little Blllco's papa, and
his mamma, and his brothers and sis-

ters, and the butler and tho house-
maids were waiting at tho front door
when they arrived.

Led by Littlo Blllee's persistent fa-

ther, Santa Claus went Into tho house.
Now that the boy could seo him in tho
full glaro of many electric lights, his
furs did not seem tho most gorgeous
things in tho world. When tho flap-

ping front of hlB red Jacket flew open,
tho child was surprised to see how
ragged was the thin gray coat It cov-

ered; and as for the good old saint's
comfortable stomach strango to any,
it was not!

"I I wish you all a merry Christ-
mas," faltered Santa Claus; "but I

really must bo going, sir "
"Nonsense!" cried Mr. Harrison.

"Not until you havo got rid bf this
chill, and"

"I can't stay, sir," said Santa. "I'll
lose my Job If I do."

"Woll, what If you do? I'll glvo
you n better one," said tho banker

"I can't I can't!" faltered tho mnn,

"II I've got a Little Bllleo of my
own at homo waltln' for mo, sir. If I

hadn't." he added fiercely, "do you
suppose I'd bo doln' this?" Ho point
ed at tho palntpd boards, and shud-- i
dered.

"I guoflH Santa, Claus is tlrod, napn,"
said Littlo Blllee, snuggling up i:loso-l- y

to tho old fellow and taklnrf hold
of JjIb hand sympathetically, v'lla'a
been wajkln a Iottoday t

' nitfson," said - Ivb. arrlsbn
grnVely. "Thoso nro very busy times
for Snnta Claus, and I guess thatt as
ho silll has a hard night ahead of
him, James had bettor ring up Henry
and loll him to bring tho car around
right away, so that wo may tako him
back to his littlo boy We'll havo to
lend him a fur coat, to koop tho wind
off, too, for It is n bitter night."

"Oh," said Littlo Bllleo, "I haven't
told j ou about thoso boards ho wears
Ho has 'em to keep tho wind off, and
they're fine, papa!" Littlo Bllleo
pointed to tho two sign-board- s which
Santa Claus had lennod against the
wall. "He says ho uses 'em on cold
nights," the lad went on. "Thoy have
wriMng on 'em, too. Do you knov
what It says?"

"Yes," said Mr. Harrison, glancing
at tho boards. "It says 'If You Want
a Good Christmas Dinner for a Quar-
ter, Go to Smlthson'n Cnfo.' "

Littlo Bllleo roared with laughter.
"Papa's trying to fool mo, Just as

you did when you protended not to
know whero I lived, Santa Claus," ho
said, looking up Into tho old fellow's
face, his own countenance brimming
over with mirth. "You mustn't tfilnk
ho can't read, though," the lad added
hastily. "He's only Joking."

"Oh, no, Indeed, I shouldn't have
thought that," replied Santa Claus,
smiling through his tears.

"I'vo been Joking, have I?" said Lit
tie Blllco's papa. "Well. then. Mr.
Bllllam, suppose you hi form mo what
It says."

"'Merry Christmas to Everybody,'"
said Littlo Bllleo proudly. "I couldn't
read It myself, but ho told mo what It
paid. He has It printed thcro so that
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"What Are You Wearing Those Boards
for, Mr. Santa Claus?"

If he misses saIng it to anybody,
they'll know ho means it Just tri-- i

same."
"By Jove, Mr Santa Claus," crlt--

Littlo Bllleo's papa, gruspiug the old
man warmlj by the hand. "I owo jou
ten million apologies! I haven't d

In you for many a long ear
but now, sir, I tako It all back' You
do exist, and, by tho great horn spoon.

ou aro the real thing!"

Little Blllee had the satisfaction tf
acting as host to Santa Claus at a
good, luscious dinner, which Santa
Claus must havo enjoyed very much.
After dinner Henry camo with the au-

tomobile, and, bidding everybody good
night, Snnta CIuub and Littlo Blllee's
papa wont out of tho house together

Christmas morning dawned, and Lit-

tle Bllleo awoke from wonderful
dreams of rich gifts, and of extraordi-
nary ndventures with his new-foun- d

friend, to find tho reality qulto as
splendid as tho dream things

As for Sunta Claus. Littlo Bllleo hns
not seen him again; but down at his
fnther'B bank there Is a new mesbcnger,
limned John, who has a voice so like
Santa Claus' olco that whenover Lit-

tle Blllee goes down there In the mo-

tor to rido homo at night with bin
papa, he runs Into the bank and has
n long talk with him, Just for tho
pleasure of pretending that it is Santa
Claus ho is talking to.

How She Counted Success.
After Jenny Lind had left the stags

for no apparent reason, a friend wfu
went to seo her found her sitting by
tho Ben, with an opeu Bible upon her
knee, looking out on the sunset glory.
During tho conversation tho friend
said: "Madamo Goldschmldt, how li
It that you ever came to abandon th't
stago at tho very height of your suc-

cess, when monoy and aflluence wero
pouring in upon you?" Laying ono
hand upon tho Blblo, and pointing
with tho othor to tho sunset, sho
qulotly said: "When my success was
making mo every day think less of this
dear book, and nothing at all of tho
sunset's glories, what else could I

do?" "Tho Swedish Nightingale"
counted her success by losses instead
of gains. This difference is always
seen between tho wordling nnd tho
Christian. Record of Christian Work.

Philosophy of Amusement.
Amusement! What form of nmut

ment must you give up If you becomo
a Christian? No amusement that is
a recreation. That must bo your phil-

osophy of amusement Hecreation.
Anything that destroys you, spirit,
mind und body, of course, you must
glvo up, becnuso Jesus is set upeli
malting you perfoct and beautiful, and
ho will not tolorato a retention of not-
hing that stultifies you physically, or
dulls you muutnll), or blights you
spiritually Dr. Campbell Morgan.

True Meanlnn of Salvation.
Salvation Is not the petty conception

of personal safety from some far-of- f

doom It Is tho saving of tho wholo
man; It Is tho domination of tho
higher nature over tho lower; It la tho
education of tho spiritual, tho develop-
ment, tho evolution of tho God In us,
that dlvlno spark in all humanity that
cnu never bo wholly extinguished,
William D. LUUi
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Right Christmas
Altitude

BEWARE of uttering
and cynical re--

j; Christmas joys. If only from
motives of vanity, abstain
from grumbling during the
festive season, for nothing
so surely fixes a person's age
as disagreeable remarks about
the utter futility and absurd-

ity of keeping Christmas.
However well preserved, how-

ever free from gray hair,
wrinkles and other distressing
marks of devouring Time, be
quite sure that your Christ-

mas attitude will not give you
away. "Heigho for the holly!
This life is most jolly!" is
the correct attitude. It is the
attitude of the child, and at
Christmas time the immortal
child which lurks in every
human being wakes to life
if we do not frighten it and
allow it to creep back to its
hiding place for want of en-

couragement. Grumpy, dis-

agreeable people naturally do
not like Christmas, because
it shows them ud. g
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KINDHEARTED.

"Aro jou going to hang up your
stocking on Christmas evo?" asked
the boy's uncle, patronizingly.

"I suppose so," answered tho boy,
still moro patronizingly, "Father and
mother seem to expect that sort of
thing, and it would be a pity to dis-

appoint them."

W
Couldn't Have.

"Huh! I bet you didn't have a
good tlmo at your Christmas party
yesterday" taunted Billy.

"1 bet I did," answered littlo Eddlo.
"Aw, go 'way. Why ain't you Bick

today. If you did?"

-- ib-
Papa's Suggestion.

MIbb Fosdlck (who is self-wille-

I wish I know what to glvo dear
Charles for a Christmas gift.

Fosdlck, pore (who hatos "dear
Charles.'') Give him, a vldo berth, . u

CUSTOM OF GIVING IS OLD

Popular Practice Associated With
Christmas Ancient as Rome's

Seven Hills.

When Caligula, at the Itomnn Ka-

lends preceding tho New Year, real-
ized that his daughter was going to
be married while, to all Intents and
purposes, he wns broke, although he
wns running the great Roman empire,
he sent out word that, If his country-
men were going to send him gifts that
year, they might as well make their
gifts cash to help him provldo her with
a proper dowry. Next dny he had to
wade through hills of gold at his pal-

ace door
Our Christmas giving, as a custom

is as old as Rome's seven hills. Thp
old Romans used to start In with their
Saturnalia, and n few dajs later, at
January 1, they dashed Jubilantly Into
the Kalends. It wns the season for
feasting and merrymaking, with pro
fuse and universal generosity thrown
In for good measure

In the homes of the wealthy luxu-
rious abundance prevailed; In the
dwellings of tho poor there was

some striving for the makings
of a feast. All that was connected
with toll wnB abandoned; oven the
children didn't havo to go to school
The ery slaves were permitted to for-
get their thralldom. From end to end
o the vast emplro people vied with
ono another In giving presents, and
the ery misers were expected then
to open their coffers and remember
that money was made to bo spent, not
hoarded.

So there, in ancient Rome, were all
tho popular makings of our own
Christmas season, right down to tho
bchool holidays.

3-- "-

FESTIVAL FOR THE YOUNG

Opportunity of Christmas of Bringing
Happiness to Children Should Not

Be Passed By.

Christmas, tho celebration of the
birthday of tho Divine Child, Is pe-

culiarly tho children's festival. And
while it cannot, too, but bo a timoof
special icjolcing nmong grown-ups- , wo
realize after all, that It has no other
charm to compare with tho pleasure
we tako in somo kiddy's delight over
the doll or drum or picture book that
our special Santa Claus has brought
him. .

This opportunity of making some
child's Christmas one of surpassing
joy, of which he will carry a gracious
and ennobling memory into aftor life,
years, It may be, aftor our direct In-

fluence for good or evil will havo
ceased forever this opportunity of
giving pleasure Is ono of tho best
that life Iibb to offer us. And per-
haps the greatest opportunity Is his
who in place or homo times, has tho
wldo, gray world of homelesB, lovoless,
unhappy childhood from which to
choose tho most needy recipient of his
Chrlstmus giving Tho chances of
giving happiness in this way a,re so
many, tho means bo Blmplo, and tho
deed itself so worthy, that no ono of
us should let tho season pass unim-
proved.

rwafe'nm
Near-Usefu- l Xmas Gifts.

Burnt wood pi no racka;
Hand painted neckties.
Fancy pen wlpors;.
Silver match BafeB. ,

Ornamental collar 'boxes.

Christmas Beauty.
Think lovely thoughts In kooplug

with the Dplrit'or tho timo,
, ' w t

T'

CIGARS

MM MSBIT
DON'T laiiKli' But slio ae me cigars,

tile tllliiRR l their color
Tliev oume out In ono of thoso Jars

1 think tlu wiro called tho "Maud
Muller"

Ve rcml nil tliwo ijlft-clp- Jokea,
1 Know I mu'U road them horfafter.
Plcast-- wait for the plnco for tho laugh,

ter.

Don't smile' Hut she bought them her-
self.

I know how she talked to tho denier
Sho looked at neh bo on the shelf

And spoke of the wrapper ns "peeler"

l.ltfMHTIIBJlMCIrrtrTMWffii'i iiit51CTM

O. beautiful-lookin- g wore they
I think they were called the "Maud

Muller."
Of course you think now of liny

Unless, as I was, you are duller.

Don't Kiln! They wore gilt and red bands,
And really looked quite artistic

She says Hint she now understands
Why smoking has ohnrms that are

mystic.
She tnys that It's cheering to

How much us I smoko 1 enjoy thetn.
I know you aro choking with glee

And . Jlilnk that I wlshid to detroj
them.

Now, wnlt! Well, T sat down and smoked- -

Shn plated tho ash tray on the table;
I ihuekled and subtly I Joked

"Mnud Muller," )ou know, was thi
label.

Well, talk of your Jokes on cigars!
I said you might luugh when I'd ended

These camo out In ono of those Jars
And. honestly, now, thoy were splendid

cfcjjSST
Satisfied.

He was a poor man but n contented
one. Santa Claus qamo to him and
said:

"What do you want, niy friend?"
"Nothing," he replied, with becom-

ing modesty, which ho hoped would
bo regarded

And Santa Claus was bo ploaEcd
that ho gave It to him and passed on.

rW

f For it is good to be children jj ft

sometimes, and never belter than of
at Christmas, when iis mighty
Founder was a child himself.

, tfcifW iMcttni a
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By SOPOT r. aOULD
t

M HE was a frall-lookln- g little ,

girl, who had been solf-su- p
'

porting for over threo yeara.r
slnco hor mother died, and
was tired now, as sho
walked through tho street
crowded with shopgirls llkd '
horself.

Listlessly, In order for a
mlnuto to avoid tho onrush
of hurrying humans, oho
paused before a shop win-
dow whore antiques of aU
kinds wero grouped attrac-
tively.

There was littlo In tho
window to Interest a mito

"
of a girl earning a paltry $6
n week, yet of a sudden her
eyes, a moment boforo so .

tired, lighted excitodly, and
a casual observer might
havo noticed how exquisite-
ly beautiful thoy were. Tho
tired lino of her mouth also
relaxed, and hopefully Bho
stepped closer to tho plato
glass and peered for a long,
concontratod moment at a

silver tea caddy of quaint design.
Aftor a second's hesitation alio opened
the door and walked bravely Into the
little shop.

"Tho tea caddy?" sho asked of tho
woman who greeted her Inquiringly.
"How much is It?"

"The littlo sliver ono?" Tho woman,
looked her surprise, as sho noted the
shabby black coat and much-wor- n

skirt. "You wanted to buy it?" Bho
asked kindly, for something in the.
girl's eyes made her know sho was ia
earnest. "It 13 S25."

"Twenty-fiv- e dollars!" tho girl
gasped, and ns suddenly as It had.
como the brightness left her eyes.
"Twenty-five," she repented. "I'm.
afraid I could novcr afford that" She
gripped her pay envelope firmly and,
turning, walked out of tho shop.

In her tiny room, as sho cooked her
meagor dinner over tho gas plato, and
later, when lying wide awake In her;
narrow bed, sho thought of the beau- -

tlful tea caddy. She thought until It,
became a cherished Ideal, vested with
wonderful scenes among tho great,
people of the world.

Tho following day she neglected her
lunch, and hurried to the shop to once
more view tho wonderful caddy.

When she entered tho woman greet-
ed her warmly, for tho expression in
her eyes had proved haunting to tho
woman nil the past night.

"Did you really want to buy the.
caddy?" she asked, as sho handed It
to tho girl, "for If you do"

"I must buy It," she Interrupted, as'
she took it reverently In hor two
hands, "but I can't pa the money all
at once." Sho hesitated.

"How much could you pay?" The
woman suddenly understood tho girl's

I iXftiiAffi4c 7W?i. aft-

need, und a great kindness camo ta
her. "Perhaps wo could como to
terms."

"I have $2 that I havo saved, and I

think I can spare 50 cents each week.
I only make SG," sho added, apologet-
ically.

"Six dollars!" tho woman gasped,
as the enormity of tho girl's project
camo to her. "You may havo It at
your own terms," sho said Impulsively.

"Oh!" For a moment tho girl held
It to her breast, then sho handed tho
money without regret to the woman.

In the days that followed tho woman
became ery fond of tho girl, for she
camo often to gaze with awe upon tho
silver caddy of quaint design, and In
ho short visits the woman learned

to know what a dlfforenco an Ideal

i &

fa'

can make In a life. In watching the q

girl's love for tho thing that kept her
poorer than sho need hno been the ,

woman found her own life broadening.
On Christmas evo a young man per-

sistently tried to buy tho caddy, until
the woman finally told him tho story v

of Its sale. Ho listened In wonder,
and then nsked for the nnmo of the
girl, who seemed so great a marvel S.
tha he wanted his mother to see and
help her. 'Wi

The same evening, nftor tho young
man had loft, the girl made her final 'f
payment, and with a wild Joy throb- - 'k.

blng In her heart carried tho tea
caddy home, and with it a beautiful , ,
bunch of holly, a festivo touch from jrf
tho woman. , 3

Sho had pinched hard to save the t

50 conts each week, but her reward , ')

was great, and worth the happiness 1 '

tho Ideal had always given her. ' i&j

It was again Chrlstmis evo, and a 'd
dainty woman, wrapped In a soft fur "??
coat, opened tho door of the little " j ,
shop, and with extended hand came to r s
the woman. "Merry Chriemas!" sho ,f",
exclaimed. "Don't you remember me?" '

In the deep, winsome eyes there was .

something fumlllar, and suddenly tho' (J..
woman threw her arms about the glrl,J , l,
and peering over her head espied the i$
man. " l'"We have Just been married." he er-- ffe
plained. "Mj mother found her fon,i(f
mo, and wo wanted to como to thank 'J jp
you for what you havo dono." A

"I hnvo missed your example so," "

Tho woman held her very close, laugh- -

lng softly through hor tears, for they '
wore suddenly all so happy, and It
was Christmas, for outeldo faraway
bells wero ringing. .p j
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Egoless uoar. ', a,, ;

Blend together pounds of sca.; ;1
-- ... t.sirP nun linilWtll rtf mnlflt .? .

' f,K

ened bread crumbs, ono small grated' . V 5'
onion, ono teaspoonful of pepper, ono i
scant of salt and from Kv.
ono-hnl- f to throo-quarter- e of a glass- - ,Nj --Ji

.

4

i

IU1 oi cqiu wilier, uu.v wen, iuiui ., ' f.
loaf and cook ror ivj pours in a i

moderato oven, pouring a smaii cupiui .

water Into tho baking pan. It has,: 3

hnen noticed that when hoof loaf Ja w.S
mnde with eggs It does not cuV welTljj
when hot. but this recipe gives nlcajyi
moom Biicea cuner not or coio.. ; m

... i:J-tA'i- '
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twill
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two minced
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tablespoonful
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