A Christmas

By Peggy Webling

TIE ladies uf  the ballet troopsed

through the dingy awing door,
nnder  a  tarnished yellow oy

Imp, inta the sireet.

. Cositier Leyton, lounging against
the watl, notice:d that CVETY pirl wore a
cheap fur enllar, a string of imitation
The Taclies
smiled at Cosmo, for he

n handsome young man,

prarls, or a bhuech of violets.
of the baller
Wiy not anly
but the

manager

only son of the proprietor and
of the
vincial theatre, where a

small, prosperous, pro-

Curorgeons, old-
farhioned pantomime”

paration,

was in aetive pre-

Coxmo was an observant young moan,

amd 1The i wed Niig even Jess
Javonraldy, o and chatiering in
their everyd 2 than they liad
done in the amdd gange at the

dress relwarsal,

“Well, my oy, what do you think of
the showr” asked Mr Jeyton, the mau-
axer, wha was Int, worried, aod un-
shaven.  His =on. a « ful tonring
actor, home for the (}n tas holidays,
wis maturally vewarded as a competent
july

JEET

(I}. it all vight, @ Lhaw ered
Cosme, “The xirls won't be hanged for
their beauty, will they #?

Ol Ldon't know -girts ave all pretry
much wlike to the fellowa in front when
theyve topged out,” said Mr Jayton,
chveriuliy.

Cosnio shragged Tis shorlders,  and
idly watchetl the little erowd pushing
throvgh the stuge door., He looked bored
and fl‘lt mv]nmlu!]\' It was sneh a piti

ful, anxious crosdl, he thouglit so mean

anid sowlid, ) -
Suddenly hia tazy eves opched wile

and the quick Wond of v Teapt. finhi

Wis ‘macer o He

Hént forwasl, surprised
ar: irierexted,

Tooking after vne of the

frirls, follow Kl

n 3 fter him !

his msiers - fastening o shally
Dhlack ket e ran. Her pale
heavy vellow © Aew weross Der faee,

like u misty veil, as the swing door opin-
el Mhe it up a haml te elear it pway,
T ed L sevand as if she were vaguely
conscivmnf somebody’s gaze, Jookel
over e slioultler, aml met the eager
erf the voung man.  She did not
Blir<h, but Tooked at bim with a “wert,
awuestioning vxpression, unspoilt by con-
fusinn E-cons 110

Who thut 1" i
Tieleasel from the  spell, as
claaetd,

<L

il Cosano,
ithe door

tle Gilmer.” answered hix father,
“aopice, spuiet, ittle ey, That's her
wnele v owils withs Jae Gilimer  treats
By snnmething shocking, Um told, but L
don't listen to possip.

Rkesduln the saldest face 17ve
sen,” suitd Cosmo, strangely affected by
Tt one swift rlance.

skmph to give you the homp, ain't

“yer

ity observed his father. .
33 h.\t dées Al play in the panty-
RN wil A nsmo. " -

A f.m_\,’ answered the mmnnger,

The Jung fiest night of 1lie pantomine
wus aver. . The veisy -Tanghter had dlied
wway s the Hasling Vizghts had' e
inlo u single gas jet at oue sile of the
the wirble pillars were changed
ny sripe of eanvas, aad the

1 forest was o wilderness of dry
anclies and conraely danbed fowers,

The elves ang gobling, the elown and
Larlequin——udl the spivits of pantuin
— hud vanished; bul there was one fui
Jeft,

Ske wax crouching in a dark eorner at
e bk of the stage, hidden by n piece
of seenery, The tioselled wand bl
fullenn from her cold band, Der tuolle
skirts were erushed and dnsty, she had
twisted a bit of tovn blue vibbon ronml
her neck, and xhe rubled  her amalt
weary fect, iu their {lin dancing shoes,
ene over the other to kesp warm, Her
slraight, yellow hair shadowed her pale

Swonds her
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fare, amil her tlmid eyes stared heip-
Iessly inte the emuty theatre ws she
crept out of her hiding place. .
It wan little Giimer—Winme Gilmer—
the ill-used, urphan mece of old  Joe
Gilmer.  With a wild, childish longimg
ta excape from the wretehed lodgings
that were all ske knew of home, to be
free for a few hours teom 1he veascless
yaarrelling of her unele and s sirew-
ixh wite, she hadd chosen to spend  the
wight in the dreary theatre—cold, hun-
#ry. but free fram fear, ’
Ar she  walked, trembling | ane
glaneing nervously over her  shoulider,
twands the row of faothyhis, thery
wite o stdden souml gt the end of the
little passage leadmy from the stage to
the door. It way {he sonnd of & key in
1he Jovk, and it flashed nto Winnie's
mind that Ler brutal uncle bad  dis-
covered her lding-ploce.
She  perred into the dork
and. as the figure of a nan w,
1ed for a secehd a
groumd of Lhe
etl wrre:
The nostarted  and dropped  Ins
keye o sudden st of wiml slamed
the door, and Winne heatd hin swear,
It was not her unele’s voice. She remained
nnnovably, amd atter a lew secontfs Lhe
man ~struek aowmateh ang stoopeil down
1o hunt for the key. . He wis not sae-
cesaful i hiw mear(-h. Nhe varvd bim try
the doar, but he was unalb'e m'()]wn 1t
from the jnxide.  He turped towards
the slape. The owe pax jet threw a
pleam of light on the poor, frghtened
fai He ugave a greet sitart of sic-
prise, aml slaredd at her, open-nouih-
41l . .
“Oh, Mr

Passage,
1lhnuet-
st ine grey bavck-
street. gave a hghten-

Leyton!” she gaspegt. .

Her low. thrilling yeie strangly
fecled  Cosmo I‘(-\mu—nn it was lhe
manager’s’ sin, U He approacheid © her
ruphdly. with heightenel colour, and
Lk her luund; Wfightly and lwsnutm"l\,
on her shonlder,

“Yon oot ltte gitl! Yaon fary, you
1.n|n llu-\u—r! What are you  doing
her

al-

ta  go home”
loonking trusttuliy ntn
unele 15 %0 ernel—im
-l ean't bear it—

raild

hix T,

“My
not a chikl any longer

dewelt? .

batrst intu tears, as UCos-
o clremded, but the tears stowly filed
ihe eyves that were still locking into
hix, an:) bung on the lashes, winle  her
parted lips trembled anrd "her torehead
sl it fronbiled lines.

1 wish 1 were
She dad not

Cosmn, vheckal s tirst ampnlse 10
take bar in hix arms A ne reabsed
that it wias ber trank, mnecent natuse,
EVen e ihau her youtl, that made
Iy contiide in oan absolute slranger.

“Yonr uwele s evuel—1o yont.he
axkel,

"Yes! CLhey eall mm oolld Jop Gilmer
We used o piny in the halls in bis
barritl sketehes=—d  hate them—Imt he

can't get many ol 5 now. When
man drinks—ol, if yvou knew what L've
sliffered—1the fear— e shaan .
CUDon’t speak of itI7 anterrmpited Ce
‘mo. “dem’t think of gt When b osaw
¥on by chance gomg out of the theatre
1 kuew that you wers unhappy. i've
been watching you alt 1he evening. Yon
matde e fprget the paint and nonsense
Se-nll b T e Bwept s chaod round-the
altvary stage,”"for yon are RO aTilers,
vRO pracctul, Fo pretiy!c 1 don'tispeak
stily, Tor 4'm o very cuol-headed, un-
wntimental fellow —* he wax 23— bug
sthe minute 1 saw yon | felt that  we
should be friemls, the dearest inenads,
Jorgive IllP for ml\mg Lhir, Lmt. I ean’t
f‘\l)l(‘-iw—

Hix earnest, gentle muamuer hud acted
Jike s churnl on the ginl, as she louked
intu his fHushetll fave with strange oy
and wonder in Rk owil but ot L Inst
expression chunged, and we
illll‘l’l'ullll'll b in n Toghtened vowee,
peinting upwards,

“Look At the
TLogk!  Look!”

Cosmio fpun Youml, and, followimg 1he
line of LieT shaking linger, saw that A

rmuoke!” xhe  enied,

Fairy Story

grey eurl of smoke was winding 1ts way
through the flapping pieces of scenery
acrory the top ol the stage. He could
pot distinguish the exact place trom
whenee it came. Lut he instantly kbew

“There’s something on fire in the
lew,” bhe aaild, instinetively throwing a
dy arm round the girl, Il go up
anit see what T ean do. How lucky 1
c¢ame back to the thealre—it was the
merest accident—yon  get away as
quickly as you van and give the alarm
ut the fire station™

He stripped off his overcoat as he
spoke and made Winnie Gilmer put it
on, but it was nat until she was neariy
at the door thut ne remembered drop-
ping the key

“You ean't wet ont!™ he exclalimed,
turning an apitated face up to the {lies,
where the curl of grey smoke had grown-
more swift aud thiek. “‘Stay where you
are and huat for the key. but I'm afraid
it fell outside the dvor, Don’t be fright-
ened, It's all right!”

He gave her lia box. . of matches,
tourhed her hand, wnd rushed away.

Winnie Giliner hunted wildly for the

key, listening w1l the time for Cosmo's
voice, He hadl cimbed the ladder on the
prompt side of the stage, leading to the
narrow gallery from which the carpen-
ters lowered the curtain and scene
vloths, amd discovered ut once that a
tangle of ropes and bity of old scenery
were smouldering uand smoking against
the wall. He leapt for the half dozen
buckets plaved in the gallery, but only
two of them were filled. Dashing the
water into the threatening mincke, he
saw that promptitude and s fair- supply
of water would save the situation, .

With the energy of youth and qtrength
he <limbed down to \Lhe \iLA‘l;P again,
pushed Winnije Gilmer out of the way,
.md tried to foree_the door. |

“Can’t we Jdo anything? You're wast-
ing time!™ ried the airl, fur cfforta
were uxeless. ’ -

“If there were s.man in the flies to
take the buckets as L pas: ‘em up, we
could get it under in ten minutes,” he
answered, ]uduu" the dum and shout-
ingz. :

“Where are the burkeis?” asked Win-
nie. .

“Over yonder—they're always fitted—
the srovernor sees to it limself. What
are you going to 4o¥” Le broke off, as
she ran tewands the frant of the stage.

‘Winnie Gilmer waide no answer, but
she seized the rungs of the ladder with
her strong little hands, and commenced
to climb,

“U'cme down!
Cosma excitedly,
“Feivh the water!” she apswered.
Onee again ber veice  thrilied and
totched his heart, he was filled with
wuntidenve and hope, and—inexplicable
a~ 1L seemed aftorwanls—abealfite fuith
in her physical sirength and endurance.
{'osmo Levtou bad never worked in
his life as he worked then, and as quick-
I¥ as he passed the heavy buckets up
the ladder, the girl poured their con-
tents over tie fire. She was unconseiona
of fatizue or fear in the intense exeite-
ment of tHF minnte. When her hands
tanched Coamo he felt that they were
Lurning hot, her eyea were wide and
right, her pale vellow hair was swept
away from her faee, aud her body bent
and swuyed like a strong reed in the

wind.

Come doan!” cried

Again and again 'esmo  raised lig
voice, shouting re!’ . -
At Iust there was an answering
shomt, The door Imrst open, and half

a duzen men rushed on to the stage.
The smouldering fire had not burst
into flame. but the puily of smoke were
stilt wreathing their way through {he
atrips of hanging svenery. )
“You're just in timel” eried Cosmao.
In the work and confusion that fol-
lowed, nobody lhought of Winnie Gil-
e,
» %hie erept inte w  dark corner,
watched the men with listless eyes. All
her energy had died away, and she
felt utterly weary. Big tears fell through
the dirty, shaking litfle Junda abe pres-
prida over ler face. Bhe was thinking of

and

her uncle, and started to her feel with
cry of fear when a hand was suddenhy
laid on her drooping head; but it was
uot Joe Gilmer who waa bending over
her,” 4t

“Rrave girl! Little hercine!” aaid Cone
mo Leyton softly, and he laid one end
of her torn blue ribbon agaihst his lips

“l must go home,” ghe said belplessly,
elinging to his hand. “Hay, goud-byd
to me—gomh-byet™.

Cosmo did not eay good-bye, for in
the light of his sudden love e foresawm
a time when that word would nevar
again be apoken between them.

*To-morrow!™ he whispered,
row!”

To-mors

A Gold Miner’s Plaln Stary.

A VICTIM OF INDIGESTIUN, AND
MOTHER SEIGEERS BYRUP WAS

WORTH MORE THAN GOLD TO
HIM.
W, (. Cousing, of King-strcét, Bendi-

go, Victoria, is a gold miner by ocrupa-
tion, and is widely known in that eity,
where hie wan horm, pethaps 30 years
ago. Some years ago he wygk B great
sufferer from indigestion, aml as a resulg
of it became sn il that he was unable
1o give attention to his business. On
the advice of -his friend, Mr W. Hunt,
the mannger of Npringvale, a sheep sta-
tion between Melbourne "and Ballaraty
Mr Cousins used Mother Seigel’s Syruyp,
and was enred, as he tells in a )"U.er,
dated August 9, 1905, as follows: —

“For more than ﬂuen years my hoaltl
wns a conxtant source of anxiety to me.
I was costive, bilious, unab’e to digest
food. and troubleil-with headaches
racking pains all over the bedy. My
complaints were sufficient to render half-
a-dazen men miserable. Such was my
state in 1804, when my friend, Mr. W.
Hunt, manager of Mpringvale Station,
advised g vourse of Mother Seigel's Cura-
tive Syrup. He spoke of it as his only
medicine, which had been of untold bene-
fit to him upnn several oceasions, and
sgid that he was sure it, would do me
rood if only T would give it a fair tnal:
I vconsentedgeand » the treth-of my
friend’s statements soon appeared. The
cunstipation froms which 1 had so long
suffered was Droken up; and thie bilions-
ness, headaches, and ather digestive
troubles began te abate. By the time I
had taken six bottlem of the Syrup, all
of these wymptoms had left me, and [
Lad become guite a different man.

“Ay health has remaimed all 1 could
wish it to be, a blessing for which T am
wholly indebted to  Mother  Seigel's
Curative Syrup, But for its timely aid,
1 Dbelieve my econatituticm would have
been ruined. It will always be a plea-
sure to we to make known the sterling
merit  of DMother Seigel’s MNyrup, a3
shown in my own case, and other equnal-
1y remarkable cases thal have sinee come
to my notice”
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Peerless
Gloss =

puts 4 permanent gloss on boois and
shoes—a shine that outshines all othet’
shines j a brightness that is not dulled.
by a little damp, but remains as long as.
actual dirt and mud can be warded off.
It is this great and special quality that’
that makes it worthy of its name !
“ Peerless ” ; that is, absolutely without
an equal. Famed for forty years, it is still
pre-cminently the best shoe polish that
has ever been invented. It adds to thé
life of a shoe by its preservative qualities,
moreover, and is so easy to usc that it
is but the work of & moment to apply lt-
Sald by all Hoot & Shot Deaters & at all General St
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