A CHRISTMAS 1DYL.

ITTLE

thirust

BLOSSOM
tiny

into

-

her
3 1] § 1
diimipled s

tho great chinn
rose jar, amd shook

of sum-

and
the

lnto

tlovey
ETIOW deep
“Don't spill the pot-ponrrei, my pet!
murmured a s
It
Mabel,
and a dying fire
white dress for a
for
be Christmas, and the poor
littie
hunging yonder with that pathetic darn

weet, sad voloe

ue-eved
light

i furtively on a

cheup doll hiddea

was Dlossom's sister, b

who sat sewing by o dim

sawl
under her apron to-morrow wonld
gift must
o into Blossom's red stocking
in the tiny heel

They were alone in the world
two., and Mabel was fighting the battle
of life for both, with o brave heart but
failing hope,for ala encumbered with
the eare of the 4-year-old child,
was 8o little sho econld do to keop
grim wolf away
door,

Only two years ago they had been
the petted daughters of a rich mes
chant, but failing in he had
died of the shock, and his delicate
wife had followed
grave.

Everything wns sold to

thess
.

!
thera
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businaess,
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satisfy the
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Of all the splendors and luxuries of
their old home nothing remained to the
orphaus but the beautiful china vase of
pot-pourrt of which Arthurand Mabel
had gnthered the that summer
when they were betrothed.

roses

| Arthur

Ypox't &FILL THE FOT-POURRLI, MY PET."

That wns almost three years sgo,
pow, and to-night, as the wild winter
winds shrioked through the leafless
trecs. and the blinding smow whirled
nlong the lonely stroets, little Blossom
giirred the rose leaves In the old chinn
jar. and with the summery gust of
spiey perfume, old memories rose (o
food tide in Mabel's tortured heart.
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Where was Arthurnow swhen his bean-
tiful young love was so lonely and

- friendless in the ervel world, her silght |
form too thinly elad for the wintry |
eold, ber cheek too wan from lack of |
foxl? Was he dead, or false? |

Alas, they had guarreled bittcrj;_i
the headstrong young lovers!

itut as Mabel wept so heart-brokenly
now, she thought less of their bitter
gusrrel and more of thelr Jove sad

| she threw

happiness that golden summor when
they had gathered the roses to il the
‘hing and kissed ench other
often beneath the bending folinge.

in winter weather, they had

Jor S0

Later un

quarreled, beenuse Mabel was  dis

pleased at Arthur's flirting with u cold

cogquette, So the sweet ldyl of love came
Arthur
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And therein s

quarrel,
Arthur had flirted and Mabel had
taken him to task
He was so handsome and so rich that
women kept rilng for him even after

his engagement was anncunced, and

his casy masculine
him
love into her w

her hand be

He kpew he

vanity soon drew i
e looked
cyes and kissed
UG him.
was in the wrong, but he
waxed ungry at Mabel's nalve leetures,
“*Mammna n flirt is even
more desploablé than a female one.nnd
that a truly noble man will not
to pain

Into o coquette's tolls
wolinge
(4]
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But her timid arguments were inter- |
rupted by Arthur's angry retort:

“See here, Mabel, you're beginning
to quote my mother-iu-law to me too
soon, and 1 tell you planly 1 won't
stond it now, nor after I'm married, |
either.”

“You can never marry me nnless you
ehange your fickle ways!™ flashed Ma-

| bel, indigngntly, and Arthur, not to be

outdone, replied:

*Very well, Miss Miller, I can soon
find another sweetheart as protty ms
you are, and perhaps not so jealons!™

Mabel’s blue eyes flashed with anger,
and tossing her beautiful golden head,
his digmond ring disdain-
fully at his feet, Arthur picked It up
with & reproachful glanee from his
large, darkk eyes. bowed secornfully,
and went awny, After thatthey never
spoke as they passed by,

But, in spita of thelr ontward pride
and alienation, they bad loved too
tenderly and truly to change at heart,
and each cherished a secret hnp-_- of
reconcilintion, She thought that
would repent mnd own his
fault; he belibved that Mabel womld '
repent and oall him back,

But in one brief month her father
died, and the heart-broken wife quickly
followed her husband the botter
im:d. |

Mabel and 1ittde
all alome in

1o

Mossom were left
the cold world, Riches
tock wings, and friends forsook the
orphans. With a few dollars, snd the
old ¢hina rose-jur, they removed to a
humble room they had rented in the
eottage of n poor widow, There, for a
Hitle while, Mabel half hoped for
Arthur's coming. Suarely, if he lnd
ever loved her, he would throw pride
to the winds and come to her now,
when she was so poor, and sad, and
wretched.

But the long months came ond went
without s sign from Arthur, and it |
was more than two years now since |
their angry parting. She seldom went |
out, she did not read the newspapers—
she was too bury and Wwo poer—so .ho}

| to hes nightly

| nnd sinee then she had

(e

did not even know what had become of
her old love He might be dead or
married—married to that sweetheart
he had boasted “he counld find, as pret-
.\ ns Mnbiel snd not so jenlous.™

Mubel had tricd—oh, so hurd!—to put
Arthur out of her thoughts, but,
when Blossom’s restless Bngers
stir the pot-ponrrl into perfume,
of that dead summer and

fiokle
nlas,
would
the ghost
thiut lost 1
withered rose leaves and pull at Ma-
bel's  he with
hands
While

hands
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after
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it
and idaned agninst hey
ed the tiny silve
finger, and trotted back
tho again
presently put bed
murmuring her baby prayer, *Now I
luy me down to sleep.”

Then Mabel knelt to proy nlso, and
petition added. as

Liod Arthuar,
be, and give hiin &

knee

r

Fose

1eaves

o drowsily

she

often Dbefore: bless
wherever he may
life. Amen.'

happ:

The joyous Christmas morning
dawned with dazzling sunshine ou the
bright, new {allen snow, nnd Blossom
Wis very h.'l"l.“l'. with the new doll and

igar plums in her red stockiog, bat
for sweet
mus tolken, although in former years
the festal had showered her
with gifts. With deft fingers she pre-
pared their simple breakfast of tea and
tonst, and just as they finished ecating
their Juundress entered,

She was a sunny tempered old negro
woman, once Divssom’s loving nurse,
insisted on do-
ing their small wash, charging only a
nominal sum, such as she knew Mabel
conld afford to pay.

Blossom Inughed with delight over
big yellow orange Mamuny gave
then the old woman opened her
neat basket and brought out the snowy
garments so dalntily
plaining volubily:

sCnsOn

1}

jn‘!‘.

Inundered, ex-

“MY PRECIOUS MADEL."

YMiss Mabel, honey, dese yere while
ap'orns uy Diossom's done wared so
threadbar', dat 1 tored & snag in one
sleeve, honey, ['s migghty sorry, but [
cudden' h it to snbe my life, de mus
lin is ®0 nrd thin,  But, darlin’,
yoa git yo' needle right off an’ fix it
afore Illossom puls hit on, ‘éause
yon know ef she spy dat leetle snag,
she gwine to poke her sassy loetle
thumb in it shore, and tyar dat hole
heup bigger In o minnitl Ah, yon
spilt lttle preclous,”
Biossom, ‘‘you oeedn’t shake dem
yaller curls at me, ‘cause you knows
dat yo' ole brack Mammy s tellin'
de gospel truth on you! You always
was a doing of some mischief ebber

ve would come out from the |

Mabel there was no Christ- |

apostrophizing ,

fence yom was born, dough vou e
lovoky likke a hebbenly angel wid dug
big blue evos dimply cheels!"”
she gathervd the cherub to her brond
a loving hug while Mabel
dillgently her little work
basket for her missing thimble,

“It is not here, llow strange, for 1
had it late last nirht,” she said. Then,
& sudden memory caome over her, She
added, anxiously: *“*Blossom, you had
sister's thimble lust night, You took
it from my finger. Get it for me now,
that |1 may mond your pretty
apron!”

Blossom trotted from corner to cor-
ner with a puckered brow of grave
perplexity and her rosy thumb in her
month, sure sign of perturbation.
Mabel and Mammy joined in the search,
diligently, but all in vain,

“Oh, dear! the little mischief, she I
always losing some of my things"
sighed Mabel, impatiently. “There
was my golid pen that went so strange-
1y, my tooth 1
embroidery sliks
trifles, DBut she
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Wisle

reckloss upan the swarm earpet!
A ery of dismay rose from Mabel's lips,
but Mammy and e
on thelr
fiass o
treasures

And sudide

som were already
knees seattering the fragrant
nd bringing to light all the lost
Mabel in Mam-
my's fat black hand o square, cream-
tinted envelope, sealed with pale-blue
wax, and on the back her own name in
Arthur's writing: Miss Mabel Langley
Miller,

*Oh, my Lor® Almighty, dat lost let-
ter! Da's done Lid It, dat
little mischiefl" ald
half sobbing
from her hand,

She thought at first that It was one
of Arthur's old love letters., but sud-
| denly she saw that the
brvken, and eried,
“Maummy, Mammy,
here? When—Ii
broke in a
whimpered

' "Taint nothin' important,
Muabel, L
! I've been wrone that 1 never
Dot letter

liem to our

BaW
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the
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“Oh,
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Mammy, Mammy you've
'l mey forgive
you walled Mabel,ms s

brolke the

nes lever

seeret the old rose-jar had kept those
two long weary yeurs
And under date of two ago,
| Arthur had written in a passion of
love and remarse and tenderness:

“My Darving Maner: | was in the
wrong, from first Iast, Will
forgive me, and make up our dreadful
quarrel?

“1 have been
moment since we parted.
flirt again if you will
| ngain, my darling.

“My heart aches for yon in your loss
and sorrow, my own sweet love, but I
will love yon enough to make up for

| everyihing when onee you are my dors
ling wife, DBlossom shall be my Tittle
Send me one word, my Mabel,
to put me out of mmy misery and bid me
come to yon! Your AnTnere,”

She turned on the old black womau,
her blue eves hagganrd with despair,

“The letter was from Arthur.to mike

to you

never happy one
1 will never
take

me back

sister,

|up our quarrel,” eried.

knew all about it, then, how we
ench other and how we parted.
now it is too late, forover late!™
and she fell sobbing, with her lovely
face agalnst the withered roses of that
golden summer when she and
had been happy together.

So black Mammy, with a sob of dis-
| may, rushed from the room, and Blos-
som erouched over the seattered pot

she

But

too

Arthur

prurel in round eyed pmazement,
Mabel alterpately kissed and wopt
over the letter all doy long. but in the
early glonming hesrd o
foolsl P inside the room,
“Miss Mabel, honey,
him back to you, sohbed &
volee ontaide the and the girl
sprang to her feet in bewilderment
A palr of tender nrms ol i

sho munly

I done foteh

dariin’,

dusor,

har to
| % wirm, manly breast, darle,
brem e
nng yearningly o hors
Lthur Earle breathed, with d
tion:

'n|)' !trt‘t‘in.l'.u Mabel, we mest for-
give Mammy and Blossom their share
in our long separation, for we both
have sulfered so decply that oyr re-
wiion Is all the mare sweet and thrill-
ing! No more sadness and loneliness
for us, Mabel, darling. This s the
must joyous Christmas of my life, and
to-morrow you shall be my worshiped
bride!™
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love inlo her own
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N all receipts for cooking

requiring a

the

ROYAL

leavening agent

BAKING

POWDER, because it 1s an

absolutcly pure cream of tartar

powder and of 33 per cent.

greater leavening strength than

other powders,

It will make the

best results.

will givv the

food lighter, sweeter, of finer

flavor and

ROYAL BDAKING POWDER CC,, 1046 WALL §T,, NEW-YORK

Bome men join a church with no
better motive than others rob a bank.

If men had to be judged by one an-
other nobody ecould ever get to
henven.

The gquickest way for & man to find
out what others think of him

run for oflice.

s Lo
Don’t do aoaything to-day that
wouldn't want to be found
the judgment day.
It is mot what you put into
pocket, but what you tale oul
wiil make you rich.

Ton
lolngr on
your
that

Happiness consistsin a virtuous and |

homest life, in being content with a
competency of ontward things, and in
using them temperately,
Catarrhh Can Not e Cured

With LOCAL APPLICATIONS, as_thoy
an not reach the seat of the disease™ Ca
arth s s blosd or constitutional disease
nd n order 0 cure it you must take in
ornal remodiea. Hall's Untnreh

oond and mecoassurfaces
@ is not a quack medivine. It was pre-
Ibeed by one of the best physicians in this
untry tor yemrs, apd i a regular pre
iption. It is composed of the best tonies
nown, romhined with the best blood purl
vrs, acting llirw-tl_\.' on the mucaous sar
west.  The perfect combipation of the two
rgredients s what prodoces such  wonder
uitd i euring Catarrh. Bend for
uinde, free
F.J. CHENEY & CO
Sold by dr

Halls Pamily

Proge., Toledo, O
tu, price T,
s, She

tiern

1t {s the safegunrd of o cltizen to be o

For Cornps, Cnovr. Astima. Broxs-

Lemiris and Sore Throat use Dr. Thoma

she done took en burn |

ae |

\ He

“hristmas. | ain't no dude.

Eclectrie 0Oil, and get the gennine,

How =any men pul thelr best Lustr
mueit loto thelr political aets

Quinsy tronbled me for twenty years

Sinee 1 started using Dr. T
tric Uil, have not had aun

oil cures sore throat at once
Letia Conrad, Standish, Mich. O

nmnMls

At Denneit Byron Fisher, aged 21
and single, placed a Winebe<ter on the
talile, pulled the trigger w ith a wstick
and sent & bullet through his heart,
lie was a sehool teacher

Many people wear long faves bedcause
are afrald they wouldn't be considercd red
glowus i they didn’e

My plhysician said I conld not live,
my liver ot of order, frequently vom-
ited greenish muouous, skin yellow,
small dey humors on face, stomach
would not retain food.  Burdock Blood
Bitters cored me. Mru.  Adelnide
O'Brien, 472 Exchange St., Inffalo N. Y.

Hiska—Gigson was hera to-day. 1
v get o word onut of him.
nppeared wery much occupled.
Wickn—Dont see how that can be,
He tald me that he had eaten bardly
anyihing for a weel

eould hiar

Farming and Stoeck Maling ln Nebraska

A pamphlet eontaining valuable in-
formation about Nebrashkn, northwest-
ern Kansas and eastern Colorndo, with
n sectionsl map of that eountry, will
be sent free om application to P, 8
Eustis, General Passenger Apent, C. 1L
& Q R L, Chicago, 11L

If eonvermation be an art like
pe nting, sculpture and literature, it
owes Its most powerful charm to na-
ture; and the least shade of formality
or artifice destroys the effect of the
best eollection of worda

ST. JACOES OXIs

gounes PAIN

OF PAINS RHEUMATIC, NEURALEIC, LUMBAQIC AND SCIATIC,

WALTER BAKER & CO.

. The Largest Manufacturers of
s & PURE, HICH CRADE

COCOAS AND CHOCOLATES

On (Jils Continerut, have reswivnd

HIGHEST AWARDS

the great

I 1R\ il . Fod
[ j j1 In Europe and America.

Unlike the Druteh Praeess, Alha

Thew -a Chemieads or Dyes are
R mSE AR A8% Dol b Sy

daue e crnl & O
WOLD BY GAOOERS EVERTWHERL

WALTER BAKER & 00. DORCHESTER, MASS,
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nken internnily, and mcts directly on the |
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“Hanwn's Magle Cornm Salve.™
f Lo cure or noney rofundml Ass POUEF
L for ite Frwe L cehiis

Wagg

Iwa st aciprired hab,t

It the llaby s Catting Teoth.
Wi and pae (hat obd and woll-rked remesly,
s o e NOoTHl10 BEYROP fur Chibliet Teelkhgs

Moo

I s o loag bosd Lhat knows bo Surong
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Sprwgian, Wash,, Masen 8, U
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The Modera Mother
fornd thut her little Hnen ave im-
proved more by the pledsant laxative,
Svrup of Figs, when in of the
lexntive ¢ Wocl of agentle remedy than
by any other, and that it s wore se-
veptable to them, Childeren enjoy it
The troe remedy,
yirup of Figs, s manafactared by the
California i'lg Syrup Co. anly

el

“Well, sir,"" stad the vivacious Indy

| to the artist who was painting ber

portrait, *‘yvou haven’'s finished ul
have you? Or, has the hour
» 17" ' Nelther, madam,” repliod
“lam waiting for an op=
f how your chum

nf
"

expre
the artist
portunity
looks when in repose.

seeing

DO YOU EXPECT

To Becormme a Mother?

I so, then permil os €0
gay Vlat Dr. Plerce's
Favorite I e

L 12 hndead,
tj’\ MAK K

- \'lul-h:r'a. Friead,™
FoR n

CiQU L Chitdbistb Easy
-'-}HE;‘BIW preparing the
#ystem for partari-

bion, thos assi=ting Nature amd shoresin

“Tabor,” The painful ordeal of childben
in robbed of its, lerrors, and the dangers
thereof greatly lessenedito both mother and
child,  The period' of confinement is also
greatly shottened, the mother Hucnmhru.:j
and built up, and an abundant scervtion
nourishiment for the child promoted

Send 10 cents fora lage Hook (168 pages),
giving all particnlars Address, WonrLp'S
DiipENsany MEDICAL ASSOCIATION, 663
Main 8t., Buifalo, N. ¥V

PAINLESS CHILDEBIRTH.

Mrs, Furp Host, of Glenville, N. V.,
AV 1 read about Dr. Pierce's Fae
vorite Prescription being so good for a wos
mian with ¢hild so ¥
got two botiles last
September; and De.
cember 15th 1 had a
twelve wind  baby
girl. When 1 was
cqrfined J swas wot
nck im any way. |1
did not suffer any
pain, and when the
cliikl was born I walk.
ed into another room
and went 1o bed. 1
keep your Extract of
S.part-Weed on hand
all the time. It was
e cold weather "
nn? ofir  1oom  was Mng, HYsT,
very cold but 1 did not take any cold, and
never had any after-pain or any other pain.
1t was all due to God and Dr. Pieree's Fae
vorite Prescription and Compound Rxtrmct
of Smart-Weed, This is the ecighth Nvin
child and the largest of them all, 1 safs
fered evervihing that flosh could suffer with
the othor babies, 1 always hiad a doctor
and then lie conld not help nie very e
but this thme my mother and my husha
were alone with me. My baby wis onl
seven days old when T got up and drese

and left my room and stayed up all day."*

ONLY A
RUB
TO MAKE YOU
WELL ACAIN

" GOLGHESTER"

SPADING
BOOT.

BEST 1M MAREET.
BESTIN FIT,
BEST IN WHAKING
QUALITY.
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Lecting Ut hone 1 e
e Wit In
:’."“.‘;'t"“' In othor hard
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Y FOR 'I'IIIE‘I“.n
and don't he put off
with lafgrior gouds,
COLCHESTER RUBNBER Op,
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