
My Christmas Dinner.
By Grace K. Gkey

Illustrated hj H. E. Taylor

<§gg> LOOK forward to Christmas Day-
SIH w ês surprised delight at the
2i«s presents she has plannedIshallgivo
IWf lier,is pretty to witness, while the
wjm half-crown tie she saves up to buy
$ for me is always becoming. A

smell of dinner makes the morning
savoury and delicious. My wife andIdine
tete-a-tete. Admiration compels rae to
propose and drink numerous toasts in her
honour. She laughs and looks charming.
She tells me the thingsIsaid toher the night
we were engaged,and blushes when Isay
themagain. After dinner Brown and his
wife and Scrimger and Mrs Scrimger come
in. While my wife and my wife's sister are
playingduets to the ladies in the drawing-
room, Brown, Scrimger andIl'etire to my
study, so-called because Ismoke there.
Over anafternoon pipe we talk of ourselfish
bachelor days. Those weredays! Brown,
whose wife's mother lives with them, sighs
at the recollection, and Scrimger and I
hasten topoint out to Brown that he is a
better man since he put those days behind
him. He is happier ina well-ordered home
than in lodgings, where he may possibly
meetevil companions, and have holes in his
socks. Ifhe has alittlemoneyit is infinitely
wiser to put it onhis wife than on a horse.
By the latter course he may never see his
money again; whereas he may look at his
wife's new spring bonnet for twoand a-half
hours every Sunday morning in church,
providedthe weather is uot too doubtful and
the Simpsons have passed in their winter

tilings. When Serimger and [have finished
telling Brown;ill this

—
such is tins beautyof

Christian oounsi'l—wo almost boliovo it
ourselves.

In view of so much qniet and profitable
pleasure, consider my feelings when my wifo
came homo from a Charitablo Aid mooting
and, with tears in her eyes, beggod tno to
forego my Christmas dinner for Little Dot's
Hospital Cot Fund. Little Dot whs an
orphan and a cripple. The prico of our
dinner would buy her a pair of beautiful,
warm, thick blankets. My wifo said wo
should be gainers by the act of self-sacrifice,
for wo would lead higher and noblor livesin
consequence.

"Think of it,"urged my wife,pleadingly.
"Little Dot is friendless and

—
without the

blankets—homeless. A rich dinner, once
eaten,gives only indigestion. Blankets will
giveLittle Dot warmthand thereforepleasure
through the cold winter months. It would
be sinful to eat up so much lastingcomfort
and happiness."

"If you put it that way,"Ifoolishly
began,for her eyes were wet,aud she liad on
the red dress thatIlike.

Sho kissed me, called me Dicky, and
declared Iwas always her own old boy.
She said our dinner would more than buy
the blankets

—
there might be a trifloover for

a doll and spring flowers." The turkey alone," she said triumph-
antly, "will save 8s—

with accompaniments
you can call it10s;haraand three vegetables
briug that part to, say, 15s; fcheu .mince
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