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; S By MAY C. RINGWOLT.

mHE, with her sweet
young enthusiasm,
told them: of the

first Christmastide
—of the Christ
Child cradled -ln

the manger because

S there was no room
in the lon; of the Christmas carol of
peace and good will sung by the an-
gels to the shepherds watching their
flocks by night.

Clerice's face was rapt; her eyes
adoring. Of all the teachers in the

* FSunday-school, none was so lovely as

her own Miss Maud. She was certain
that the Christmas angels had the
same shining yellow hair. Did they
wear those fascinating gold hairpins,
too? One was slipping out from the
soft fluff over Miss Maud's left ear.
If only she du\ red tell her! But that
morning she had asked the awful
privilege of holding Miss Maud’s mu
—a rich sable with a beautiful bunch

| of violets fastened to it—and there

was no courage left for further inti-
mate speech. Suddenly the spell was
broken, and Clarice turned
angry jerk from the object of her
worship, and fiercely scowled at an
inoffensive little girl seated beside-
her.

“Fxcuse me,” meekly apologized
Agnes, the new scholar.

_Clarice drew her light blue silk
skir's away from the dingy brown
cashmere touching them; held herself
very straight; and, with a superb dig-
nity, sniffed the viclets on the muff.

“And now, my dears,” sald Miss
Maud, “as you know, Wednesday will
be another birthday of the Christ
Child, and who wants every one here
to give Him a present—just as you
would give a present to your own
little brother on his birthday at
home.” She smiled radiantly. “Do
you wonder how you can do that
when the Christ Child has become a
King in Heaven? [l tell you. He
left in His place all the poor little
girls and boys in this big world, and
told us that in giving to them we give
to Him. Not far.away Is a great hos-
pital for little children who have
crippled legs and arms, and poor,
crcoked backs, sick caildren who
can't run and play, but have to hobble
azbout on ecrutches or lie in bed all
day. Wouldn't vou like to make
their Christmas so happy that they'd
forget their pain?”

Her smil= gathereé up their eager
nods of assent, as a golden thread
gathering pearls.
Weil, I'm going to tell you & secret.”
She leaned confidentizlly near. “The
day before Christmas we're to have
a dear little service dowu here, and
over there.on the platform will be an
empty manger, and, as we sing our
Chr stmas carols, we are going to.
; hlup to the manger and cach
‘a'gift for some little |Christ
 at the hospital: Won't we have

g
lt will'be. nlmost ns exciting as
it every girlle: ot you were playing
‘Sunta Claus!”
- Again Clarice’s’ Bmillng face was
clouded by a scowl, and omne rude
elbow poked the new scholar's arm.
~ “Clarjce!” exclaimed Miss .Maud,
severely.

“She's crowding me!” defended a
sulky voice. |

Miss Maud looked up at ihe little
brown figure shrinking back into a
corner. The child’s eyves were lumin-
ous: her face flushed, her lips parted.
“Agnes was so intently lislening to
me that ['m snre she didr't realize
that she was leaning against anyone.
I'm surprised at you, Clarice!”™ A
cheek hid its shamed crimson In the
soft muff. To have Miss Maud “sur-
prised” at vou was ignominy itseif!
Her tears wet the violets. It was all
Agnes' fault. She would never for-
give Ler—never!

And when Sunday-school was over
and Agnes, with a timid smile, asked
if she might walk up the street with
Clarice, that unladviike little girl
slipped her arm through that of her
chum, Anabel, and, whispering and
giggling, stalked by Agnes without a
word.

The tears came Into Agnes' eves,
for mother would not let her play
with the little girls in the new neigh-
borhood into which they had moved,
because the children there were rough
and boisterous, and wused naughty
words, and she was very lonely. But
she was a brave little soul, and dash-
ing away the tears, she was soon

last—for

with !

*1 knew you would.’

skipping along in the sunshine, think-
ing what a lucky girlie. she was to
have two lively legs, and a straight,
strong back.

Agnes ‘remembered the time, be-
fore dear father's death, when they
lived in a cunning cottage of their
own on a pretty avenue, but now
mother and she had only one room
at the top of a gloomy house on &
forlorn back street.
clattered up the dark, uncarpeted
stairs, her heart was full of happiness
because she had reached home &t
ever one room is home
when mother is there.

“0Oh, mother,” exclalmed Agnes,
“I've so much to tell you!"™ And
cuddled in mother’s lap, an arm about
her neck, a hand palting her cheek,
Agnes sweetly prattled of the Christ
Child of old, and how His birthday
was to be kept by giving presents to
poor, sick little children left in His
place. “And, mother,” she cried,
“I'm going to give a doll just like
my own dear Peggy! Do you think,
mother dear—if I sewed, tuo, you
know—you could get the dollie
dressed in time?”

The' smile faded from. mother's
lips. and the arm about her girlie
trembled. “Mgy dear little Agnes,”
'she murmured, with 'a catch in her
voice, “mother is so sorry to dlsap-
point you.” She paused, then brave-
1y went on. “Agnes has grown to be
such a little woman that mother is
golng to explain everything to her.
You know, dear, for three* whole
weeks mother had no work to do.”

“Yes,” chimed in Agnes, gally,
“and it was just bpautiful! We took
long wallks, and, in the evening, in-
stead of the stupid sewing, you told
me the lovelist stories.!”

“But, love,” explained mother, with
a sad smile, “when there is no work
tlere is no pay—no money to buy
anything to eat nor coal to keep us
warm."

Still, as her feet |-

propped up by & pillow, sat Peggy 1n
a stiff pink calico dress. The curls
had all been combed out of Peggy's
struggling Dalr; the roses had long
ago faded from her cheeks, and in a
sad accident Perry had parted com-
pany with the end of her nose.

“You dear!” whispered Agnes.
Her lips formed a determined line.
How could she have thought of giving
Peggy up! What would she do all
day without a dollie to play with?
What would she do at nlghi without
a dollie to sleep on the pillow beside

her? But how disappointed her sick
little girl-at the hospital would be
Christmas morning when all the
cther children had lovely presents,
and she found that she had been left
out? . Agnes stooped over the bed,
gathered Peggy in her arms, and
pressed her to her aching heart.

It was the day before Christmas,
and the ‘children had sung all but
their last carol which they were to
sing as they marched to the manger
and laid down their gifts one by one.

brown shadow of a girl with a small
pink object hugged tq her breast
slipped timidly in. For a moment
Agnes stood dazed, as if she had sud-
denly entered fairyland, for the bare
walls of the room were festooned
with heavy ropes of Christmas greens,
the shades at the windows were
drawn, and all the chandeilers bril-
liantly lighted, while above the await-
ing manger shone a glorious electric
star. Then, ashamed of being so late,
she hurriedly tiptoed to her place,
the vacant seat beside Clarlce.
Clarice met her with a cold stare,
but the gaze of Agnes’ eyes never
reached the unkind little girl's face,
for it rested in fascinated awe upon
a vision of beauty In Clarice’s arms.
It wes o doll such as fairies might
dream of. She had dark, clistering
curls, and magnificent brown eyes.

LHer cheeks glowed with color, and

HANGING THE STOCKING.

“We ate every day, though, mother
dear, and most generally always we
‘lad a fire.” : ;

“Yes, dear, because a kind man let
us have all that we needed, and
trasted mother to pay for it when she
got work again. So, you see, Agnes,
the money that mother s making now
does not really belong to us, bul every
cent must go to pay our debts.”

A small head solemnly nodded.

“It hurts mother very much not to
give her darling any Christmas toys
nor let her girlie's kind heart have
its wish about the dollie for the poor
elele little child at the hospital, but
Agrnes will try to be a good little girl
about it, won't she?"

The arms about mother's neck
tightened " their hold, but Agnes’
mouth twitched, and she had to blink
very hard to keep back the tears. If
she had no present to lay In the
Christmas manger, how would the
Christ Child know that she loved
Him? *“Of course,” she arghed to
herself, 1 could 'splain in my.prayers
that [ had nothing to give.”

But had she nothing? Her face
suddenly crimsoned,'and a great
lump chioked-her little throat. There
was Peggy herself! -

Without speaking, she got down
from mother's lap, and darted across

the room to her little bed. There,

THE ANGEL AND

THE SHEPHERDS.

And the angel said wate tiem, Fear not;

Albert Edelfelt.
I bring you good

for, behold,

tidings of great joy.

Ithere was the cununingest dimple in
her.round chin. She was dressed in
claret velvet trimmed in white silk,
and wore a claret velvet poke bonnet
with white silk strings and an ex-
quisite white plume gracefully touch-
ing the brown curls on the right side.
And best ol all, she had a necklace
of gold beads, and gold bead brace-
lets dangling over her hands.

“0Oh,” murmurec Agnes, “won't
vour little hospital girl be pleased?”

“My little hospital girl!"” scorn-
fully whispered back Clarice. *“You
don't suppose I'd give my best doll
away! Here's my present”™—she held
out & box of jack-straws—*"Lady Lu-

'For 'Fcnptly of “Two

Ouster Scup, Gherkina.s Roast-Dack)
~Apple-and- Cclery Salad

Squash. 11 Plum_Pudding, Hard Sauce,
-'Lihngenne Oranges. Grapes. Coffee”

cile and I simply stopped in.” She
airily tossed her head.
our way to a Christmas Eve party.”

“Form in line, my deats,” inter-
rupted Miss Maud, briskly. *Yes,
our class comes last, but you must
sing all the time we're marching.”

The children's voices caroled joy-
ously as the procession pressed for-
ward, but one little singer was mute.
She was the last in the line, a little
brown shadow of a girl with a small
pink objzet hugged to her breast.
Miss Maud stood by the manger, now
heaped with all sorts of playthings,
and nodded and smiled as each wee
member of her class approached.
Puzzled, she watched Agnes pause,
look at the manger with frightened
eyes, and hesitate. Then she saw
the small pink object lifted to the
child's 1llps, and heard the sound of
a smacking kiss of farewell before
trembling hands lald a doll with
straggly hair, faded cheeks and a
broken nose among the new toys.

“Why, my dear,” erled Miss Maud,
puttingher arms about Agnes, “what
is the matter?"

A great sob shook the tiny figure.

“Tell me all about it,” comforted
Miss Maud

And Agnes brokenly confided the
whole story. But as she explalned
how rmaother's money belonged to
somchody else, and how she had noth-
ing to give the Clrist Child except
her only doll, neither of them noticed
a little listener who drew nearer and
nearer.

*No, no,” cried Agnes, "I wouldn't
take her back. I want the little hos-
pital girl to have her—she'll 'preci. te

Pegzy's crippled pose, won't she?”
Agnes forced a smile through her
tears. “Only,” she faltered, *it will
be so—so lonesome without any

doll—ie.”

skirts. She turned, and with a start
of surprise, looked down into Clar-
ice's enger face.

“I've lots more at home, you
know,” she whispered. And, laying
Lady Lucile in Agnes' astonished

arms, Clar' e ran after her chum,
! Anabel.--The [nterlor.

The door softly opened, and a little |'

Polatoes, Scalloped, with Grated Oniony-

“We're on

Something lugged at Miss Maud's®

‘WISDOM TAELET.

Altho a mule
Be sweet and kind,

Just walk in front,
And not behind.
—Birminghum Age-Herald,

NOT OLD FASHIONED.
*“I suppose she fairly gushed over
the ring?”
““Well, yes. She sald it was a nifty
piece of ice.”—Washington Herald.

SMOKE JOKE.
The smoke nuisance is still in our
midst.—Atlanta Journal.
Another cigarette fiend who
hales.—Chlecago Record-Herald.

in-

THE WAY SHE DOES.
“She keeps her house in apple-ple
order.”
*‘Yes, I notice the atmosphere there
is rather crusty.”’—Baltimore Arnieri-
can. i

- EXPECTED TO TAL™.
Nurse (announcing the expecied)
w‘Professor, it's a little boy.”
Professor (absent-mindedly) —
“Well, ask him what he wants.,"—
Boston Transcript.

CRUEL DAD.
“What's the matter, daughter?”
“Ferdy and I have parted forever!”
“Good! In that case, I s’pose he
won't be around for at least two
nights.””—Houston Chronicle.

JUST S0.'
“So vou think the pubiic demands
bolsterous fun?”
“‘Not exactly. Girlsterous fun Is
the thing for a musical comedy.”"—
Louisville Courier-Journal.

DISCORDANT.

She (at the piano)—"I presume
tou are a true lover of music, are
you not?"

He—'"Yes, T am; but pray don’t
stop playing on my account.’—
Judge.

TRAMP AND SCHOOLMARM.

“There ain't nothin' bad about e,
missus,” said the itinerant at the
back door.

“No?" replied the lady with the
eveglasses, '‘How about yvour grame
mar?”’—TYonkers Statesman, "

LIMITED CREDULITY.
Salesman—''Sorry, we're quite out
of game, but I can recommend the
sausages."”
Mr. Van Sharpeshooter—''H'm, yes.
But my wife would not belleve I shot
'em.”"—Ally Sloper s.

TRIUMPH OF HUMAN NATURE.

“Them seventeen mothers in the
villagé Mothers' Club agreed to de-
cide by ballot which had the hand-
somest baby.”

“Well, who won it?”

“Each kil got one vote.”—Judze.

LITERATURE.

“I see vou have here Gibbon's ‘De-
tline and Fall’ and Hallam's ‘Middle
Ages.' i

“Yes,” responded Mr. Nuritch, "I
like them fat volumes, It don’t take
go many of ’em to fill up a shelf.""—-
Houstcen Chronicle.

TIMES CHANGE.

“He writes my daughter a long
letter full of poetry every day. He
must be a sap-head.”

“Peleg, your reasoning is twenty
years behind the age. Poetry is the
safest kind of filler these days, and
a letter every day Indicates much
wealth, with white paper as high ae
it is.”—IKansas City Journal.

FOOLISH FRIENDSHIP.

“Those cartoons of me that my va-
emies are circulating are positively
hideous,” remarked the candiiate lor
office.

*“Do you think so0?” rejoined his
wife. “You ought to take a look at
the pletures of you that your friends
are putting on their campaign ban-
ners.''—Washington Star. "

ON THE SAME TERMS,

Diner (who has run up ‘a heavy
bill)—*You are manager here, eh?
Well, six months ago I dined here,
and unfortunately, being unable to
pay my bill—er—you kicked me
downstairs!"”

The Manager—'Very sorry, In-
deed, sir, but business you know—er
—1I had to—er s
—'‘Oh, that’s all right, old

Diner-
chap—but—might I trouble you

‘again?"—London Weekly Telegram.

‘ SEASONABLE.
“Bishop Greer, of New York,” sald
a missionary, “*has an apt way of fit-
ting a story into zn address. :

“T once heard him speaking on the:

divorce evil in a very chilly and bad-
1y heated hall.

“After a remark or two about this
defect, he said he was reminded of
a little Yonkers girl.

“The child, one unseasonably cold
morning returned from church quite
blue.

“*aAnd what was tae text, dear?’
her mother asked her. *

“‘Many are cold, but few are
frozen,” was the reply.""—Washing-
ton Star. :

Salving the Gladiator,

The Gladiator salvage has been a
somewhat long and tedious operation,
due malnly to the trofiblesome tides
and unpropitious weather. However,
the ship is *‘up” at the moment of
writing, and sheuld before long now
be seen in Portsmouth harbor.

No absolute decision about reflitting
her seems to have been arrived at.
She is a type of veseel now quite cb-
solete, as cruizers go; but for that
very reason lkely to be useful In a
variety of ways. Obsolete ships ean
he risked where betfer onsu caopot
be.—IEngineer.
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THE GIRL'S SECRET.

“The girls have a secret,” said Joe
‘Sherman, “and I can't think what
it is.”

. “How do you know?"
'boys, in a chorus.

“Well, I will tell you. Just now,
'as I passed along the ‘hall, I heard
_paals of Jlaughter coming from
,Alice’s room. nnd I heard voices say-
/ing, ‘Won't the boys be surprised
iThey don’'t even know we have a
'ser:reft Don't talk so loud or they
Lmight hear.""
| As Joe finished speaking the boys
.looked at each oiher in great wonder.
i Well, we necd not worry our heads
lover it,” said fun loving Jack Pres-
jcott. “Let's go out and build a fort.”
! While the boys are having a good
time I will tell you about them.

Joseph Sherman and his brothers,

/Stuart, Albert and Laurence, and their
iparents, were spending the Christmas
‘holidays at thelr grandmothers.
‘ John, Alice, Edith and Bert Pres-
icott, with their parents and their
icousins, Mildred, Ellen, Flcrence,
iGertrude, James, Walter and Edward,
.wlth' ‘their parents completed the par-
I‘ty

It was Christmas night. The day’s
fun was over and the boys were sit-
iting -before the library fire talking
‘of the day's events, when the door
jopened and Mrs. Prescott put her
'head in the door and said: “The
lzirls have a little surprise waiting
!for you in the parlor.”

Mrs. Prescott led the way into the
large parlor. All the furniture had
‘heen removed, and in cne end of the
room was a raised curtain platiorm
‘covered by three rows of chairs,

When all were seated Mrs. Proscott
itapped a small bell and the curtain
‘rose. The play had begun and it prov-
‘ed to be a fine one. The boys long

asked the

| ‘remembered the treat and greatly en-

Joyed it. ]
This was the girls surprise.—New
‘Haven Register.

1f man Js destined to achieve the
mastery of the alr, it will be 2
revolution indeed. Who knows
inquires the Christian Register,
whether th2 next generation may not
see the day of transatlantic alr
lines, polar excursions, and pleasure
tours over the world's great moun-
tair ranges? Already we have the
news of a German company organized
to run a rerular line of passenger
airships fetween the continental
capltal citles from St Petersburg to
Parls. and Vienna to London. It
world be a beautiful and desirable
fesult “#f sclence were thus te add
to the sum of human knowledge and
enjoyment. But if the coming air-
ship is to be chiefly A new agent
of the destruction, a fiying battleship,
thén Iot us hope that the day of Its
completion may be gtill far dlstant.
Our old war-torn world would be bet-
ter off without it. Sclence, which
ought to be heneficent always, labor-
ing for the good of man, wonld be
maleficent indeed if It peopled the
very air above us Wwith Mnged de-
stroyers. i

Overcrowdinz In Scotiand 13 not sn
hnd as It wsad ta be. The propor-
Hen living more than four pe2r room
¢! from 18.67 per cent in 1561 to

9.56 in 1901.

TOO WARM. .
“And have you clothes for all cli-
mates?"”
“Yes: except the one my hushand

mentions when he gets the bill."—
Pinlr Vo TTn
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INSURANCE

When placing your Insure
ance give me a call. I rep-
resent a very strong line 0

FIRKE - - -

Insurance Companies,

Agent for rthe large
LIFE - - -
Insurance Co. I will ap-

preciate a skare of yourbusi

ness. | can be foundat my
aﬁce--—()ﬂice No. 3---over Banko
Edgeneld

James T. MIMSS

V. A. HEMSTREET
&BRO.

Guns, Pistols, Knives.
CARTRIDGES.
First Ciass Repairing.

‘655 Broad Street, .

Augusta. Ga

Near Georgia Railroad Bank. -

Light Saw, Lathe and Shin
gle Mills, Engines, Boilers,
Supplies and repairs, Porta-
qle , Steam and Gasoline En-
gines, Saw Tecth, Files, Belis
and Pipes. WOOD SAWS
and SPLITTERS.
Gins and Press Repairs.

Try LOMBARD,

AUGUSTA, GA.
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