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| zled ranchman, held both his hands un-
til the other had vanished in the eun-
flower stalks. Carlin glowed under tde
irl’s touch, and ved
“Do you belong to this—company?” he
asked, a little bitterly, as she lovsed his
arms, now that it was too late.
| “No, but you remember what you said
a little while ago, ‘taAsre is more than one
kind of bravery? "
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| A Whole Dinner ;
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By
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J By JESSIE LLEWELLYN. A x 1 “.""‘H“ ,~uun:h-nl off to the right
' and suddenly stood before them the quare
tette so recently deoaited. The passen-

HAT about getting through | and the driver were standing in a lone- | 8613 were covered by taeir revolvers and

HE holiday rush kept us late, and to-night, driver?” some row in the struggling moonlight. :‘lfl‘}' were at the landits’ mercy once
|| although thoroughly tired in mind “It’s all right, I guess. “Hands up!” and their arms were ex- | more.

and body I felt no relief upon be- Drifting some on the Lit- [ tended toward the stars. Miss Macon, | But the masked chief stepped forward,
. ing free to leave the crowded store | tle Cimarron, but that won’t do much |even in her terror, noticed that the con- [ holding in his hand Carlin's wate and
ond return to my cheap boarding house. | L‘&l‘l.llil.gl:." o stellation of Orion was nearly overhead. | I'-‘:kuxl...uk; he gave to the others their
] LEAN back in my arm-chair as the snow-flakes soft and white 3 Slowly I made my way among chattering ‘.“ﬁ 30 miles.” ’ -y . And then the chief of the robbers came | '_";'”'K"AL“ their watches, jewelry and re-
Clothe the hilltops and the valleys in habiliments of white, clerks, comfortable matrons and fashion- W v_ll_ that ain’t much. This 'tmm $ | to her side. . }'n\"'h Carlin was the only one who had
While the cutting winds of winter send their music far and wide, able young women to the rear exit. 1 was gmzd lut it. Goin’ to start right off, “'()uu:k,‘ ma'am, what have you got?” Lidden his gun, )
Disputing with the mellow bells the joys of Christmas-tide ; horribly consciozs of my frayed jacket, ln;:\‘.‘nll.' ] Something in the tone aroused ,i“'r and 1t was all done so sflently and quickly
I seem to catch the echoes of the songs they sing on high, and the lean leather chatelaine at my side. | The anxious traveler Seturn_od to the | she kmke.‘] anxiously into the half-masked | that lhg stageload eould scarcely under-
Beyond the mystic beauty of December's vaulted sky, )| “Christmas!” 1 smiled bitterly. h‘ru In the uninviting f).luoc of the Mid- | face of the handsome frontiersman »\uu““'“"l what was happening. )
And again is told the story of the Christ-child's humble birth, : ‘Serves you right for not staying mar- | Continental hotel. ~ She was brown-| bent toward her. “In New England men W hen the last ln‘nkrt had been distrib-
As I sit and, eager, listen by the dear old Christmas hesrti:, ried,” 1 could hear the last harsh words | haired, cheery-faced, and_ (“'l'h‘"f_l)' ac- ‘{“"1 the masked chief bowed low. Ilis
i : ; of my maiden aunt as 1 left the sleepy | cWstomed to looking out for herself. She !llf\: Hl‘l‘lllh Just showing beneath the
CHERE s music in t?m st_ee}ilcs, thfzrc are chimes deep in the.dells, { village to seek independence and self-re- | Was bound for the Indian school at the fringe of black curled a little—whether in
And the wild winds mingle g'adly with the holy Christmas bells, \ spect. other end of the stage line—a position fun or contempt none could tell.
Qr.\d‘l”!ook bey:)nd th;:cw.l::duw 0::1 B}')ff.'«m?)"o o ! “Other women?” rang the voice, “well, an\"‘allcd her. 3 ) “M'.”,y Christmas! I am Santa (I.un:!”
ccalling soma sweet Christmases in life’s iohg-ago; men will be men; he makes a good living All aboard!” called the driver, and He bowed again, stepped back, bent his
W_yhat scenes come floating back along the win ng ways of Time, for you, don’t he?” the passengers hurried into the three- eyes on Miss Macon--and the strangers
Lxgclhe fragxalh:eﬁof the flowers of an ever nc.d CI!"\":- I heard the key turn in the great store | f€ated carryall that served for a stage. Lkad departed.
Till my chamber m.h w”.h faces a:n“'l | hear H10 SOUDAAO8 mirth door, but still I remained on the step, | The woman sat beside John Carlin, the The passengers, looking down at their
That brighten with infectious glee the happy Christmas hearth, slaring out at the lights tearfully reflect- | owner of Circle Bar ranche. He tucked watches, read the time—it was past mid-

rught—Christmas morning.

The stage reached the end of its jour-
ney six hours late. Before it arrived Car-
lin had asked permission to call on Miss
Macon and discuss the strange events of
the ride. “I am not used to receiving
gifts at that time of night,” said he.

. Though Carlin called and they talked
| over the night's happenings, she did not

the robes around her and remarked:
“Mighty poor day for a pleasure ride.”

“Slightly,” remarked his at-mate,
smiling, “and you know what day !

“Yes, and we are likely to run over into
Christmas, for the roads may keep us out
until after midnight, ma’am.”

“Call me Miss Macon—I'm the new in-
| stryctor.”

" SEE six little stockings hanging in a pretty row,

We hung them round this cherished hearth one twilight long ago,
And we laughed and nestled closer 't
And hardly slept for watching for old
I remember, ah! who does not? how the sunny Christm
Revealed the wealth of treasure from the doll to drum and horn—
How the house was filled with laughter till d to shake the earth,
While brighter glowed the fire upon the old Christmas hearth.

s | ted demands of my wife and se

weary horses were stalled in the drifts| impatience he swung his arm across hi n grown
that had been Leaped among the dead | face and the mask was for an instant dis- | daughters for Christmas money.—Judge.
sunflowers and ragweeds in the draws. It | placed. Only for an instant, but it was i s e

was a tiresome, cheerless journey, and the | time for the bright moonlight to fall on

ed in the wet pavement, when there came,

|l‘lnm somewhere below my waist line, a
|
|

_ ere s across the fl snov i in. T
o,?.AYL‘h"'e ,erc.ms‘ lo'r;or.nc ;ohmc “Crgs""}v‘ _‘]Lvecc'{ SHOW. “ | Better be prepared for whatever hap- | explain. 1 > Was a newspaper story of
Wh “‘H rciulg Ahd “f' globy ol s f 1““"""' l‘ﬁ-(l'gol" =6 | | pens, Miss Macon; this is a tough stretch la crazy stage robber who gave back all he
1 ;:‘n ;‘ il ,St“:g"‘ ‘ p éﬁ l"‘ nzxpii\—n‘:-' ls' B cf country across the territory.” stole (you may have read it) and she did
IH.( 2 eav;:;n-l;)n Ld Eova .“,J:'c.;’C:orubl;;f:-h‘“ T | “Are the Indians bad?” Her eyes grew not correct that—not even when, a year
Af);:leami?l cﬁr c“x ?)to'n": ?ixrlxl‘rsw""\r'”s?\ex‘:ii:-'rtrovr:the lace; | big and wondering. later, Carlin made her his bride and
HO@ TACWLICO.NI0) SATIL Y, CLIYSR LIC S1R00 W i plaos; | “Whites are a blamed sight worse than claimed that he had rececived two Christ-
Till Judea wakes to glory and new beauty crowns the earth, sdklking, \Wa o g i » el e
And the choristers of Heaven sing about my Christmas hearth redskins. e can handle Indians. ) mas presents from the chief.
et hiedicddd] s 7 ‘ ® But some good men go west—very Years afterward they visited New Eng-
LD Time seems in his dotage and upon his tresses white good men!” The eyes grew softer as she land, the guests of #heir brother-in law,
Lie the snowflakes of a Christmas that has filled me with delight; {Hvul}led a memory of the days back east. the mayor of Danvers. *“Do you know,”
Far and wide the bells are ringing, and their music, glad and free, | “Yes; but, blame 'em, they don't stay remarked Carlin, to his wife, “Frank has
Tells the story of His coming on the land and on the sea; s0.” a fine mouth—it reminds me of some one
And mingled with their anthems is that chorus all divine | The eyes flashed and she looked out over “ Well, It Aint Right.”* I have seen somewhere.”
That filled a mother's heart with joy one night in Palestine ; | the broad prairie, stretching away in She did not reply.
And I bow my head a moment as the children check their mirth, patches of brown and white to the ‘far | treat women with more eourtesy,” she re- = —
And silence comes to sanctify the dear old Christmas hearth. | korizon. Nor did she renew the conversa- | torted. " “|5""”‘" Experience.
) N A ) L g y “You' \ ) 9 Th eder ( ¥ 3 newspa
-I BLESS the glorious dawning of this queenly winter day, | tion, and the handsome ranchman was You're from .\m'v”hnglund. What are (‘(_“' _““":‘“L’ up from his newspaper)
. ) A ot | | sorry. you doing out here? —Great Scott! Here is a yarn about a
It brings to all a gladness from a region far away, == ” Eny 5 5 . '} : . 2
And while the bells are ringing over all this beauteous earth | The day wore on. They stopped at a I'm going to the agency—I'm Miss Ma- !]lmn \I\ 10 a;mntl a night in a pit with a
1¢ ! e > ringing over all this beauteou: | e e il i ol b o AL 4
I bless the loves that cluster round the dear old Christmas hearth, cabin for lunch. They climbed long con, the new e ,)( i Y"' pautiingsine how he must
T. C. HARBAUGH slopes and toiled through sandy wastes I'ne man stepped back as if he had been | have suffered! )
4 w3y where in springtime would be rushing | struck by a mailed hand. He motioned to : “vlm?‘ll"""k I_ can casily do '-'““F'—I
«“ & . rivers. They rattled down the declivi- | his confederates to join him, but they did know all about it. l"?r two \}euks‘bc:or’
Filane, Mush O & iion | ties of ravines and more than once the | not see his signal. With a quick action of | the holidays I was obliged to face the uni-
i

| emall whine. A Sight for the G

Please, mum, gimme a nickel?"” 3 to win,

3 ; ; | five passengers kep stly the .| his clean-shaven features and for the The glirl you'd glve the wor

3 I looked down and beheld the smallest, | V€ Passengers kept mosgly their own im e 3 'L . pidaeial o ol 1 “ To show ¥ you dear,
: | dirti 4 seala 1o P I bad | Préssions of its scomtorts. oman gazing intently at hun to realize ¥ Y. S
[ | dirtiest, most forsaken l.ttle woman ad | Tiithell e Miss M \ 1 that this wa P héd o time'ob fate Now f ath your chin
4 | ever n. She could have been no more| A0 the late afternoon Miss SHRACOR _"“!‘" e % 8 lor her a time or Iale . A neck U can never wear,
2 - — | even. but there was endless weath- | the silence, taking up the thread of the She gathered herselt together with an —~N. ¥ \
. 7 seven, t re was e 8 | , “ . 1 ; thy of . e g
¥ y ) S . - cheeks, and | morning’s discussion: An old friend of | effort that was worthy of a better cause, _—
3 he ts it over his knees in the buggy tales in the hollows of her cheeks, and | and el p I 1 y rAN' 3 v S o}
: 13 n B he over-bright 1 ! :s bespoke knowl- an stepping closer to the bandit whis- ADVANTAGE IN SIZE.
% this iter—and the furs are not in the | the over-brigit : eyes b :,n.dL k ‘-] { pered one word. He, startled, trembled
-] \RA iy v TN hQ: > dge of filth and starvation an wreteh- ! T s » v
g Ch [ OHEE, L Eknow AL, 808 I've be 'Il'“ "“? : :,“ ) and s % and obeyed her swift instructions to step
3 every square inch of it in hopes I'd finc GRELS, . | he wi ’ » others t
A rlstmas i e A OUEE R a penny”” she whined. | b:l.:;nlnlnl.n_f \nng;m',“ llev.ll\nu t ; others to

i somev ! She h e % | suar » four remaining passeng
! C m f E u cd a wor ul combination of eol- I was hall interested. A thought be- | ’ “Oh ‘I'L‘r'm‘l' lxl \\l culufll y u'“ i
H 1t : | yond 'sel d | was welcome. | < SO AL a6:
{ o) ed)’ o) ors wool which would have made Jo-| Yond myselt—and him d . | T S e X o iagc g
B rrors ; g Belioiga by b Pl ia et began again: | manded, reac hing up to the strong face
3 sep a somber garment by compari- - » | and lifting the mask. It was one she knew
% M T e il son, a looked at it with great admira-| There were just six cents in my pocket, so well in the old days

tion I'hen she carefully replaced it. “I | for 1 had deposited my last dollar with TN YR iy o
3 don't know as it's just nece to keep | the boarding-housekee; @ in case the | Well, s Hight, he .:.1.'1"“““1'
b By ELISA ARMSTRONG BENGOUGH. Y ) A 1, e et g . hame-facedly. “But who eares?
2 it away up there—he wouldn’'t see it if | laundryman should call in my absence. ‘ “1 care—everybody cares—your poor old

t s right der hi ) 3 otwithstanding > child’s arde | ; W T i
‘ it w right under Dear me, 1 twithstanding the child’s hardened mother sitting alone in the little farm-

g burning. I little face there was an expression about |
t attracted me. It
in its  maturity. |

Louse at Danvers, cares. You don’t know |
Lkow much she cares—and Anna cares!”
The man brushed his arm across his

face as if his eyes hurt him. *“Yes, I sup-

certainly smell somet
nder if it can be my cake ia the oven, | her wide mouth
I had almost forgotte: I

00 HERE, now, we are all ready | wonder if it
for Christmas,” said ]} had wi
lickerby, as she elimbed stiff- | other things on my min

h all these | was almost moth

Laying the nicke

e

) down from the ir on Josiah now!” she eried | side in my hand, 1 said: | | pose it's so. But things got mighty tough
d been stanc leck the he heard the door “It is all I have. If you take the nickel | [ l h.nj >(uv do something l": the l'nbsl
b with holly. “How .~-u-;.1;-.-‘? “I'll stay out | T shall have to walk home, but if it is the | "Lu.--, \\'(,u‘mx‘x I‘ d'a xu;w‘."; N .
i b he comes in, cold .vu.\l \\_"]. surely | penny you choose 1 may ride, and 1 am | |G Frank,” went on the wom-
1 find place looking so like | he orauions | vepy tired.” | r 4 “Go home to your moth-
imes sclare, I have a good inds as if shot an impudent, inquisitive glance | er, and help hLer run the farm. Be a man
the room—and | " ;vg’nu."
‘vouse live?” she asked. | | “*And Anna your sister ?”
ly I repeated my street num- | 1 “Frank, she has grieved for you all this
) | time—she wants you now.”
she scornfully replied. | *“*But,” bitterly, “you will tell her about
1 swiftly grabbing the ai"’ about—this?”
nickel she darted arour the corner. 1“1 will do this, Frank. T will give you
The next day was Christmas, and 1 did o | two years to prove vourself. If yvou are vou goin’ to hang wup
! L to breakfast, but lunched off | ** What About Getting Through Tonight ? ** iiGaore. 4 ,,.‘IW will be yours and mine. | your king, e
i scda crackers and some stale candy in my ' 1f you do not, I will tell them of to-night His Big Sister—No, Tommy. I'm too
{ room. | is in the west—he was a daring|and oi—" | old.
“Christmas! Christmas!” I repeated , but a brave one.” J She turned toward the group they ¢had Tommn:y the older one gets the
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She was much embarrassed, but before I | because the thought was original. ' The girl, heedless of tne summons, lift- Grewt
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