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9POUkW M IN THE MISTLETOr
N Georgia there is a farm

devoted to mistletoe and
holly growing. It is
owned by the Cartledge
family, consisting of
mother and two daugh-
ters, but the daughters
do the farming. It all
began through the fail-

are of the elder sister to make
an immediate triumph in art, to
Ltdy' which she went to New

ork. She realized in the great city,
as she never 'ould have in her rural
southern home, that talent for art is
too general to leave much hope for
special distinction, and wisely con-
cluded to turn to something that
would bring more speedy results. Be-
ing an observant young woman, Miss
Cartledge noticed that holly and mis-
tletoe brought extremely high prices
and bethought her that on the 500
acres at home in Georgia both grew in
Wild abundance. She returned home
and she and her sister began to pre-
pare for making the neglected luxu-
riance of marketable value. In the
months of January and February fol-
lowing they set out ten acres of young
holly trees with their own hands.
Their colored farm hands would not
plant a holly tree for worlds, as they
believe that if they did they would die
as soon as the tree became tall enough
to cast a shadow the measure of their
graves. Last Christmas the sisters
found the trees so grown that they
required thinning out and the trees
that were removed were sent north for
Christmas trees and brought high
prices, as they were symmetrical and
covered with large, rich berries. They
plant the mistletoe berries under the
bark of old oak trees in a crack or
hole, where they can get hold as they
germinate.

THE CHRISTMAS GIP'..
(In three ages.)

THE DOLL AGE.

"--- 7

THE GOLFING AGE.

.. THE TDIAMOND AGI.

A man may have many good traits
sad still lack the one necesary to
make use of them.

No mao is so great that it emanet be
imemeed bw a small e

Are 4hey Clhristmas fairies stealing4Rows of little socks to fill?

Are they angels floating hither
With their message or good will?

What sweetspell these elves are weaving,
As like larks they chirp and sing;Is it palms of peace from heavenThat these loyely spirits bring?

Rosy feet upon the threshold.
Eager faces peeping through.

With the first red rssagey of sunshine
Chanting cherubs come in view;

stletoe larksd gleamy rp and singholly
Symbols of a blessed day.

in their chubby hands they carry,
Streaming all along the way.

Wel we know them, never weary
Of this innocent surprise;
Chaiting, watching, listening always,
With full hearts and tender eyes,

While our little household angels,
Whitei and golden in the sun.

Greet us with the sweet old welcome,
Well wMerr know hristmas, every one!ary"

Sthis nnocRevengent surprise:

It was Christmas Eve that year
when John Maxwell went away to
make his mark in this world. Alice

Tower was just eighteen. They hadbeen lovers for a few years and were

now engaged. Something that she had
said to him about the quality of thepresent he brought to her on Christmas Stoist-
mas Eve piqued him. "Two years

from now," he said, "I will come back
to claim you. Then I will be a richman." These had been John Max-
well's last words; and there hadbeen
a bre in his eye, and certain lines of
determination about his mouth which
augured that he wbrou ld make them
good. But the two years had passed
and six months more and Alie had

heard no word.
itting under tds;e old apple tree one

warm May afternoon, she idly won-
dered whether his woulence gave her

pain or pleasure. When John had bid-den her good-by the thought of his re-

turn had been the sustaining powerin the moment of his departure.
Though she had shed bitter tears over
the story of hie many failures; though
she had received with gladness the

knowledge of his first successes;though she had beeonce waited with im-

patience for letters that did not come,she now feltt to be almost a relief
-nay, quite- for two years is a long,
long time, and Alice felt that in two

years she had grown old not only in
years birt in experience. Did it not
make the difference between eighteen
and twenty? Surely, when one had
left their teens behind them it was
time to learn wisdom.

Ah! Alice would not whisper to her
own thoughts that there had been an-
other teacher; that not so easy would
have been the lesson of forgetfulness
had not another lesson been conned in
its stead. It was all a bewildering
maze in the little head under the
masses of rich brown hair, with just
a glint of red among them as the sun
gave them its farewell kiss.

But a brighter red stole into the
rounded cheek as a well-known step
drew nearer, and a shadow for which
the apple trees were not responsible
was thrown beside hers.

"Good evening, Miss Alice," said a
cheery voice. "I thought that I should
find you here. The evening is too
lovely for indoor life."

'Yes," she answered, "it is very
lovely.

"As it should be," he added, in low-
er, more impressive tones, "to grace
your presence. Alice," he continued
throwing himself on the ground be-
side her, "shall I tell you why I am
so glad to find you here? Because it
seems the most fitting place to tell
you something else, which, though
you must already know, it is fit that
I should put into words. They are
poor words, darling. I am not versed
in eloquence; and even were I, here
eloquence might stammer. But they
are words old as the world itself. 'I
love you;' I have but one hope in life,
and that is, that you will share it. It
is not much that I can offer you, dear.
Perhaps I should say wait, before I
take you from your comfortable home.
But yet, why should I. If you love
me, you will stand bravely by my side,
and we will share whatever storms
life may have in store for us, as we
Ehare its sunshina Al'oe, what is
your answer? Will you be my wife?"

Ah, it had come at last Once the
girl had tried to check the torrent of
LIs words~. He had rut caught the lit-
tle, detaining hand in hisl own strong
palm and held it tightly. The small
hear had drooped lower. A ihort,
gasping sob was in her throat, letting
no word find its way there. What
was ihe to do? Two years ago she
had given another promise; two years
of toil and hiomesickness had been
endured for her sake; but for six
toonths she had heard nothing Per-
haps John ehad forgotten he~r-acs -sh,
she had almost added, "as she had
forgotten him." But of John. Dent
Dexter knew nothing, and Dent Dex-
ter she loved. So it was, that when,
half wondering at her long salence he
again :eptated his question, sh. simp-
ly raised to him the sweet, fair face,
and content with what he read there.
he stooped and pressed his first kiss
upon the young red lips.

Curiously enough, their wedding
Sday was set for Christmas Day, .the
Sthird anniversary of John Maxwel'Ps
leave-taking. Dent wanted the event

zeU for a nearer date. Aliee was
Wa8raltent. Perhbas she had a Usoelal

He yould never :n4 wets.-6 ! 'sbeet''f
that he should not.

' I 
Lov•a is =ever.

jealous, and he flglht upbraid Air. r?,
think even while he "bad won her that
she might prqo e Inconstanti to •i-as
to her first lover. oame `d, whta
she was his wife, his very own, she
would whisper the story into his ear,
and then they would bury poor John
together.

Somebody has said it was bad luck
for a bride to don her wedding dress
before the wedding day. It was all
nonsense, Alice thought, as later, she
stood before her mirror and saw re-
flected there her own form clad in its
white silken robes.

Poor John! She wished she had not
thought of him, as she stood in her
wedding dress. The air was very
heavy tonight. It was this which op-
pressed her so.

"Come in," she called to the knock
at her door.

The little maid entered.
"Oh, Miss Alice! law, Miss, how

beautiful you do look. The gentle-
man is downstairs and wants to see
you immediate, Miss."

The gentleman! Of course she
meant Dent. She had a great mind
to run down just as she was, to hear
if he would echo the little maid's ver-
dict, and say that he, too, thought her
beautiful. The impulse of vanity was
not to be resisted, and gathering up
her silken sk-ts she ran lightly down
the stairs. The room was in shadow.
the large, old-fashioned lamp on the
table burning dimly; but sitting in a
corner on the sofa she saw a man's
form, a man who rose impetuously to
his feet as she entered.

With a smile upon her lips and in
her eyes, and a bright spot of scarlet
in her cheeks, she tripped across the
floor and turned the lamp so that its
light streamed full upon her, then
looked up into Dent's face to see the
look of love and admiration gathering
there-looked to find it not Dent, but
some one who. for a moment, seemed
a stranger-some one whose face was
bronzed and bearded, but with a
strange pallor gathering on it as he
looked in vain for the words of love
and recognition which did not come-
looked from her own paling face, from
the dying spots of scarlet in her
cheek, to the silken train which
swept the floor in its purity, and the
orange flowers she had fastened in her
breast. Yes, she knew him now. It
was John, come home to claim her
for his very own. His voice was very
hoarse when he spoke.

"I came for my bride." he said. "Is
she here? Is this dress for me "

"Have pity," she wailed, in answer.
I "Two years were such a long while.

For six months I had not heard. I
thought you were dead, or had forgot-
ten me---"

r "Men do not forget," he answered.
"We leave that to the women who un-
do us. Six months! And it seemed
to you a long time to wait. Child, do
you know what I have endured for
the reward of this moment? What
was hunger, toil, privation, homesick-
ness to me? I almost welcomed them,
for ever behind them all was the
thought that all were for you, for the
day which was slowly, slowly creeping
on, when I might stand before you
and say: 'Alice, I have proved my
love with a price. You may accept it,
darling, without fear. It has been
Spurified through fire.' And when, six
i months ago, my crowning success

came, I started in search of you; but
the long hardships had done their
work. For months I was at Death's
door, unable to write, or to let others
write. Then, when I grew stronger.
I said: 'I will wait until I can go to
her.' You were sheltereed; cared for,
happy-aye, I was so mad as to think
praying for me-I even thanked God
t that your prayers had restored my life

and reason. I am as the man who
toiled all his life in search of a glit-
t tering diamond, and when at length

he picked it up triumphant, he discov-
ered it to be a piece of shining glass."

"John, John! Forgive me," she
pleaded, clinging with both hands to
I his arm, her face upturned in its palo
beauty to hise. I loved you then. Be-

t lieve me, I loved you then."
Through the open window stole herI words, paralyzing the form'of an un-

seen listener, who had at that momente appeared upon the scene. What did it

, mean?
a He heard not the man's answering

wqords-"Forgive you? Never! "-but
a saw only his last, mad, passionate em-

brace as he snatqhed her unresistingB form in his arms and covered her face

Swith kisses which seemed half hatred
Sand half love, then released her and
Swent out into the night

1 The next day a little note was put
into John Maxwell's hand, and, as he; tore it open, the strong man trembled
t like a child. He had grown calmer

a since the night previous, though all
Sthe joy and lightness had died out of
a his life.

S"You have had your revene,." she
Swrote. "The man I was to marry saw

you take me is your arms, and heard
me sy that I had 'oved you. Perhaps
I deserved my punishment, but it is veryt htter. You left me two years. If you
had loved me you would not have done
so. I was a child, and I forgot You and
Slearned to love another. I no longer
eask you to torgive me, since you have

Swreaked upon me your revensge."
, His own life stretched bare and

,. blank and desolate before him. For
a moment he felt a wild joy that so

hers might prove. The next, after ag brief struggle, his mahood eon-
g quered. His revenge should be same

a thing nobler than a girl's wrweked Ile
a lenel years, h ah~e it reau withboet
l a blush o aham~s

• -One-msn , 'hd given,- ,_

r had` enounced.- It. , So. the' `fwed.,-
r, day was not :postponed, `bs '- , '

t iingers trembled as she again
her _weddling sitemi , ai tearsm n
Slhe

r 
eyes as she benit to tasten 4be

'orange blossoms in her breadt -n-
Christmas Eve.

SShe knew that--Dent aad taken her
back -to -his heart and-home, that some-
how all -had been* explained to him;
but -quite how it ai ll happeed she
never knew until, a year later, her
husband bent, over her -where she -lay
with her baby boy sleeping on her
breast, and told her all the story, end-
ing.with a proud glance at the child.

" He gave us our happiness, -darling..
We will name our boy after the man
who wreaked on us such a revenge."

CHARLES DICKENS' "CAROL".

Tremendous Work Done by the Authore
a Lees Than Two Months.

Pre-eminent among Christmas
books may be placed the "Christmas
Carol" of Charles Dickens, which has
always ranked among the most pop-
ular of his works. Rarely has a book
which made so great an effect and
took so high a place in public favor

r been produced under circumstances of

such high pressure and in so short a
space 4f time. The "ghost of an idea,"

which, as Charles Dickens said in his
preface, gave birth to "this ghostly
little book," came to him during a

visit to Manchester in October, 1843,
and the story was completed before
D the end of November, the time availa-
ble for its composition being such
n spare hours as were not actually

t needed for the two numbers of "Mar-

e tin Chuzzlewit," then in progress. It
s was a tremendous piece of work, and

2 was not without a remarkable effect
a upon its author, young and vigorous
g as he was.

t Writing to Professor Felton after

i the book was published, he said:
B "Over which 'Christmas Carol' Charles

a Dickens wept and laughed, and wept

e again, and excited himself in a most
e extraordinary manner in the composi-

-tion; and thinking whereon he walkeda about the black streets of London fit-

r teen and twenty miles many a night

h when all the sober folks had gone to
e bed. * e * To keep the 'Chuzzle-

r wit' going and, to do this little book
in the odd time between two parts of
r it was pretty tight work."

5 The Christmas Pudding.
Provident housewives are now pre-

paring their Christmas plum pudding.
Plum pudding is much improved by

I standing several weeks before it is
used. An excellent recipe for Christ-
mas pudding consists of three-fourths
of a pound of suet chopped very fine.
Mix with it while chopping a table-
spoonful of flour; three-fourths of ad pound of raisins, seeded; three-fourths

0 of a pound of currants, three-fourths of
r a pound of sugar, three-fourths of a

pound of fresh bread crumbs, the gra-
ted zest of one lemon, one-fourth of a

i pound of candled orange peel and cit-
ron cut into thin shavings, one-half

e teaspoonful each of ground cinnamon,
g cloves, nutmeg and allspice. Mix the
u dry materials together thoroughly and
Y then add six eggs, one at a time, and

t one-half cupful of brandy. Add an-
a other egg if too stiff and more bread

x crumbs if too soft. Wet a strong

's cloth in cold water, wring it dry, but-
t ter it and dredge it with flour. Turn
r the mixture into the center and draw
5 the cloth together over the top, leaving
's room for the pudding to swell a little,

r. and tie it firmly. Give it a good round
0 shape. Put it into a pot of boiling

r, water, having it completely covered

k with water. Cover the pot and boil for
(- five hours. Do not let the water fall
0 below the pudding and in adding more

o let it be hot. After it is removed from
the water let it rest in the bag ten
h minutes to harden a little. Then cut

- the string and turn it carefully into a
dish. Before serving pour a little

.e brandy, if you like, over the pudding
o and touch a match to it just before
o serving.

The Chrisltmas Traveler.
r When Christmas day dawns many a

-traveler will be unfortunate enough to
it find himself far from home with no
It prospect of getting there for the cele-

bration of the greatest holiday of all
g the year. To many of these this neces.

it sary absence is a bitter misfortune,
I but there are others who have not the

g good fortune to deem it such a mis.
e fortune. They have perhaps no settled

d home or no relatives or no especial
d friends with whom they yearn to be on

the festal day. But these people are

t comparatively few in numbers. Most

a of the people who are traveling on
SChristmas day are doing so because
cireumstances make it necessary. TheyP are longing every minute of the day to

t be where they could join in the merri-

ment and festivities with those who are
Sdearest to them.

Time's new Les.
A new least is about to be turned in

m the Book of Time, and each one of us

is almost a page nearer to the Finis
er which concludes life's history. The
re well-thumbed pages of the past--here

illuminated with the prismatic picter-
d ings of hope, there blotted with the
ar tears of sorrow-are turned down tor-
io ever. Their contents are beyond re-

a visal. The items have been trsans-a- fewed to the records of eternity, and
Swhat is written there s writtea-4her

learin ie no eesaures. But time white

iidle'e rif Isrity age beilot. al-.
sa new ge is Immesdately under ear
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SANTA CLAUS, V•S. --
HE big blond mechanlo
looked awkward and out
of place in the crowd of
women shoppers at the|
toy counter. Ie seemedl
painfully conscious of the
sharp contrast between
his old working clothes

and the stylish dresses of the ladiesi
who jostled him on either hand. One
given to studying the arces of Christ-
mas shoppers would easily have-Tread
the question which makes Chirstmas
the most -pathetic as well as the happi-
est holiday in the year--the question,
"Can I do it with the little money I
have?"

At length the man caught the eye
of a sales girl, and leaning over the
counter said In a low voice:

"Say, miss, I've got a little feller at
home that's been talking for months
about Santy Claus bringing him a
horse. I'd like to get him one if I can
afford it. How much is this?" and he
pointed to an equine paragon in front
of him.

"That is three dollars," said the sales'
girl. "Best grade we've carried. You
see it's covered with real horse hide
and has a real hair tall and mane."

The mechanic shook his head hope-
lessly.

"Yes," he said, "it's a fine horse, all

"THAT'S EASY."
right, but I can't pay that much. 1
thought p'r'aps I could get something
for a dollar-a smaller one, mebbe."

"I'm sorry," said the girl, sympa-
thetically, "but we cleaned out every
one of the cheaper kind this afternoon
and this is the only one that's left of
the three-dollar lot." Then suddenly
her face lighted up. "Oh, say," she ex-
claimed, "wait a minute."

She dived under the table and came
up with a counterpart of the horse
they had been discussing; a counter-
part, but with a broken leg and minus
that very useful appurtenance, a tail.
"There," she said, "I just happened to
think of this! Somebody knocked it
off the counter yesterday and broke
the leg. The tail kept coming out any-
way, and I guess it's lost now. You
could have this for a dollar. Mebbe
you could fix it all right"

The man examined the fracture sorl-
ous•y. "Why. that's easy," he said.
"All it needs is to peel the hide up a
little and splice the leg and then put
on some of old Peter Cooper's salve.
Make it as good as new."

"And perhaps you can get some
horsehair and make a tail. Thbe're
Just tied in a bunch and put in with ai plug."

"'Oh, I'll fix that all right, miss. Ive
got an old bristle shaving brush that
I can use. It'll be real stylish one of
them hobtailed coach horses, you

tknow."
They both laughed.
"You're mighty good, miss, and I'm

obliged to you."
"Oh, that's all right," said the girl

"I know how it is Christmas times
1 myself," and she sighed as the cis-

p tomer turned happHW away to play ils

Spart oft Santa Claus, vetersry sir-

"n e enems - tae • -
emo et serh awQ ai

- '. 'ilb SA '-ak-it

S,, {t he yere 4cicae

almor trent c humn atS c,
.. beoot; the,9 al of

tbhat usmtau Z 'it' the iowlanRds
The tsndcey to ;mirth M lity at
the -closo the -year, which see=
almost nhent is human; nature, ha
in north BHitain been fr th most
part tainrre from Christmas and
Chris~muriveb to New Year's day and-
the prasi eve*nsg, knLwn by the
appelatioa _ f Rogmsenay. In many
pats of the highlands of Scoland.
howeeruand also in the county of
Forfar, an4 o s otr districts.,
the day tor _ erry-making t
Christmas.

J0 not m*,j.- .
Twine the sw an bollyCa me4 lndsifa Bthe snow.

In each "as.. he a-tingle.
And afar.on

Comes the l angle
Throucgh ecb ourneying.

Set the board and•~' the" blessing
For the bounty pl1yspread.

In the slimplne•t-w j expressing
What a loving 1u2bScal

"Peace on farthe' 1j;nhiesarth nearest
When the snowr- us abide,

And the winter
In the hush of, C••i:imasti.de.

Bring the old -minian's fiddle.
Relic of the by enedaya.

Send the fairest downt he nmiddle
While the liltir gusic sways.;

Light of foot andquick ol laughter
Bwing the dancers toe and heel.

As they pass or follow after
In the quaint Virginia reel.

Deck the tree and light the candles,
Let the stocipngdall be hung.

For a mint with '1 a sandals
O'er the -housqitops -hg has swung;

And his reindeer steeds are prancing
Through the staeepangled rime,

And the moonbeamn. le are glancing
In the merry Chrnstatime.

FORTUNE IN THE MISTLETOE,
N Ge la there is a farm
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holly. trowing. It is
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family, consisting of
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do tai tarxiing. It all
besga through the tail-
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study which •-~' weant to New
York. Shi reisU n the sreat city.
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southern home, that talent for art Is
too general .. to le amuch -hope. for
special distinctle- and wisely con-
eluded to turn t• 'selatuag that
would bring mop ye-dj- giBlt. Be-
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