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tory in almost sllent on the subject, mere-
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MooeraTe Feen.

Cent, and I'm hungry as & woll.

Iy stating that he was the Hinimp of
Myra, in Lycia, and died about the yenr

| 8260, Teadition bus woven muny & pretey

tale mbout him, apnd one runs that he
appenred In the pight tme and secretly
tmade valuable presonts to the children of
the household. What manner of person
Bt. Nicholan wun, soewns subject to varia:
tion, necording to the time, place or man-
ner of regarding him. Medleval painters
ropresent him as slender, and clad o full
epincopal robes with miter and croxier.
Modern painters and storytellers in En-
gland, Germany and Americn, give us a
Jovlal, rublcund type of n man, with none
of the features of the clerie. Kris Krin-
gla I regarded as an alteroative pame
or Banta Claus, but he Is & totally differ-
ent belng. Kris Kringle Is simply a cor-
ruption of the German word “Christ
Kindleln," or Christ Child.

Christman Is children’s day; It In the
day when, ns Dickens says, we should
remember the time when Its great found-
er was a child himself. 1t Is especlally the
day for the friendless young, the children
in hospitals, the lume, the sick, the weary,
the blind; No child should be left alone
on Christmas day,for loneliness with chif-
dren means brooding. A child growing
op with no child friend I not a child at
all, but & premature man or woman.,

The best Christmas present to a boy
Is n box of tools, the best to a girl any
number of dolls,. When they get older
and can write letters a postoflice Is o de
lightful boon. These are to be bought,
but they are far more amusing if made ot
bome. Any good-sized cardboard box will
do for this purpose. The lid should be
fastoned to It so that when it stands up
It will open like a door. A alit must be
cut ont about an inch wide and from five
to six inches long, so ns to allow the
postage of small parcels, yet not large
enough even to admit the smallest hand.
Children ahdbid learn to respect the in-
violute character of the post from the
earliest age,

Capital serapbooks can be made by chil-
dren. Old railway gnides may be the
fonndation and every (llusteatod paper a
magazine of srt. A paste box, next to
u palut box, In a most serviceahle toy.
Hobby horses are protitable steeds and
can be made to go theough any amount
of pucen, But mechanienl toys nre more
nmusing to his olders thap to the chlld,
who wishes to do his own mechanism, A
boy ean be amused by turning him ont of
the house, giving him a ball or n kite, or
letting him dig in the ground for the un-
bappy mole. Little girls, who must be
kept in on a rainy doy, or invalid chil
dren, nre very hard (0 amuse, and re-
course must be had to story telling, to the
doar, delightful thousand and one books
now written for children, of which “Allce
in Wonderland" is the flower of perfec.
tlom,

EGINNING nt Benton City, on
the Union Pacific Rond, the tele-
graph lne stretches to the north,
lenps neross to the Larnmie mountaing,
nnd 8t a polut opposite the greut mnus of

B

earth and rock and tree, called Red
Butte, It comes to a sudden stop,  From
this polut to the fort, a distance of twen-
Ly-five miles, In the roughest portion of
the way, and the skulking bands of In
dinns make it the most dangerous,

At the rerminus of the live Is a rode
shauty and a soldier operator. Close by
the shanty arve tonts of the soldiers, who
nre setling the poles and pushing the line
wlong until the fort shall bhave olectric
communication with the outside world.

It Is December now—anly two days to
Chelstman. There have been cold rains,
mnow - storine, sovere weather, and the
woldiers are wondering why they bave
not been ordered back to the fort for the
winter, when a mounted messenger ar-
rives over the trall bearing the expected
order, The Colonel's wife hns gone Eant,
The operator I8 to wire her to remaln
where she In until spring. When her an-
awer In recoived the shanty is to be closed
ap, eamp broken, and the party headed
for the fort. The nfternoon wears nway,
the night comes down, and some of the
soldlors are asleep, when Bonton City
sends In Hts eall, and follows It by a tole
gram  reading:  “The Colonel's wife
started West four days ago, and ought
to bo there or ar the fort now.”

Next morning there wis an  arrienl
from the Bouth, The Colonel's wife, rid-
‘mg a horse with a blanket for a saddle,
Jismounted at the front of the shunty,
and opened the door with a choery
“Howdy do, boys!" to the operator and
the Sergeant.  As both men stood at “al-
tention,” she removed the hood and cloak
which enveloped her, shook off the suow,
ind sald to the Bergonnt:

“T enme through with hardly an hour's
Tell
nme of the men to cook something. I
ive the Colonel n surprise.”

Everybody hustled and bustled, and an
hour lnter enmp was Lroken, and twelve
people headed for the north, the strong-
ost man breaking the way, and the Col-
onel's wife bringing up the rear, with a
kind word and a smile for qvery soldier,
Thae trail led up & narrow valley, and the
wild gale hnd drifted the snow until the
line had to move forward at & snall's
pace. At nightfall they had made Just
balf the distance to the fort. In a thicket

all ate mupper together. Sald the Ber-
gennt, an he looked In vain for the stars;
“I suw Injun sigus back by the creek.”
“I wee that you have revolvers as well

INDOOR OHRISTMAS GAMES.

How the Young 'ti‘. May Find Pleas-
urs if tne Day Be Stormy.

Parlor games like chess, draughts, dom-
Inoes, ete., are too heary for Christmas.
The boys and birls want more rollicking,
bip-hip-hurrah games. A committes ap-
pointed to provide desirable amusement
for a woll-known charity In New York
selocted the following program. Ten
lours were spent in selecting appropriate
indoor games and pastimes, gnd even
then no mare than were actunlly needsd
ware declded upon, says the New York
Mall and Espross. If the children can
get out of doors their amuosement in eany,
for baseball, leap frog, hide and seek,
and other games suffice, but indeors some-
thing akin to these gnmes is wanted,

In this class In o game known as “The
Country Cireun” It consists in making
rlders, tumblers, clowns, strong mon, ete.,
of all the children and with this impro-
vised company giving a performance.
Avother good “game for the house is
called “Jack-of-All-Trudes,” in which
those engnged must perform some work
In the partienlar tride to which they are
nawigned by the foreman, In this game
on Thanksgiving the boys and girls of an
Institution in Jersey eut and sewed a ot
of carpet rags, made a jote of brushes,
and split and bundled several cords of
wood,

“The Boy Hunters,” in which the chil-
dren learn the name, habits, aud peculiar-
ities of the entlre nnimnl kingdom, is an-
other good game, and “Ilebinsen Crusoe"
one of the smme kind and value,  All these
games are active ones, require constant
mavement, and are meant only for the
daylight. For the evening, games less
bolsterous must be chosen. In this class
are “Anagrams,” “Authors,” “History
of Our Times," and shadow pantomimen
The lnst nnmed, however, are the mosi
popular and enjoyable and have so In-
cronsed in favor that books written espe
cinlly to show how to prepare and per-
form them can be had at any well-stocked
book store.

A Financial Transsotion.
“Buy, minter,” snld a boy who bad just
overinken a market wagon after pursu-
Ing it for four or five blocks, “do you

Come, ol year, ‘tls tipe tp go. |
Age, perhaps, has made you slow. |
Hut your time of rule has flown

And | come to clalm my own. |

Yon are popular no more,
All your trlumphs here are gone,
With what streagth ks left to you,

Had you better hasten on. '

Learning from experiencs, |
I have promised myeh, like you.
When another year has flown
People will condemn me, too.

But what matters that to ua?
Years, llke men, must come and g=, |
Wo are fant with promises, |
With fulfiliments we are slow,
goriiucmadte M, e il
A Race Track Fiend Cured.
The following story is told by ona who
for years was an Inveterate better on
horses: “It was Christmas eve. My 4-
year-old stood by my knee In his ‘nighty’ |
Just bafore belog (ocked (o his erib, and In
his infantile manner was praying to |
Santa Claus to bring him the treasure op- |
on which he had fixed his heart. When |
he had finished 1 nuked the master of the |
house what should old Santa Claus bring |
papa? He bowed bla little head on my

as muskets,” remarked the Colonel's wife,
“Please give me one and extra smmuni.
tlon. I'll try aud not be a burden ta you,
at loast.”

As the gale came aweeplny down the
valley and roaring sround the mountaln
base, there were wild war whoops and
the erack of riflea. In the darkness a
score of Indians had erept close upon the
camp. Both pentries wore shot dead,

“It's only Injunms, boys; only Injuns!”
shouted the Bergeant, and he fired his
first whot, “Now, then, push ont.”

They had not moved sen rods before a
rifle chucked and one of the men pitched
forward, shot throngh the heart. A
minutg later two more bulletsa whistied
over the mon's heads. Then the little
band was hidden from sight of the In.
diun sentinels by the blinding whirl of
KBOw,

"“They're after us, ma'am,"” sald the Ser-
geant.

“They won't tuke me prisoner,” whis-
pered the Colonel’s wife, ns she held out
the revolver,

“That's right, ma'am. We are headed
for the fort right enough, and maybe the
red fiends will haul off after a bit and let
us go in pence. A merry Christinas to
You, though I've seen inerrler ounes In
my time"

For n mile or more the little party
breasted the storm. Then eame a sud-
den shot, and the rear guard went down,
There were seven men and 8 woman at
B o'clock. At 0 o'clock there were but
fire men, at 10 but four, at midnlght
only two, Two men and n woman-—the
Sergeant, the soldler-uperator, and the
Colonel's wife. The others had been
picked off one by one, and the Indians
still followed. Now wnd then the trio
halted, knelt down, and péering into the
snow-whirl, opened a fusillade which
::llcl-r'krd pursuit if it did not wound aor

Instinet must have guided them In
that storm—Providence must have shield-
od them from the bullets, but the storm
continued to rage and the veugeful foe
to pursue, till the report of the firearms
renched the ears of the sentinel at the
fort. No one had ret learned what wan
happening, when three figures stnggered
up to the gate, and on into the fort, and
up to the door of the Colonel's headquar-
ters. Two of the figures beld up a third
between them. Aws he peered in the Ser.
geapnt snlated and said:

“Col. Duwson, T report myself, and 1
bring yoo n Christmas present.”

And as the Colonel utterod a shout of
surprise and rushed forward with out.
stretehed arms, the brave litile woman
fell Into them, and the two men sank
down in their tracks, and those who lifted
them up wet their fingers with the blood
of heroos,

A handsome merry-faced womnan, who
in five yenrn older—na Sergeant of infantry
who limps a bit—na lone grave in which
sleeps the soldier-operator—nothing more
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that hard gnowball ¥

“Yan bet I do,” replied the man, slack-
ening speed.

“Will e gimme n quarter of 1 keteh
him and bring hhw here?*

'.‘.(‘i,‘.'

“(jimme 50 conts 7

“Yeu," wnld the driver, lifting his whip
from the socket; “but I don’t give you
any. mare'n thar."

“Well, git the money ready."”

“You haven't got the boy that threw
the snowhall yet.”

“Yes, I huve, That boy Is me, Dnad’s
sick, and me mother can’t get work. The
twins s too little ter enen anything, an® if
1 don't hustle there won't be any Chriat-
mas tree at onr house. I'H take n lickin'

any day fur 30 cents”

“BOTH MEN STOOD AT

to be sten. The Colonel’s wife may tell
you the story—the Sergoant couldn't be
conxed to, but he onn't conceal the limp,
nnd is prond of the extea sivipes ho has
worn on his aloeves ever sinee that Christ-
mnn duy,

I will pemember the poor if 1 have te
make a memorandum to that elfect gvery
morning.

ATTENTION."

“Sonny,"” said the market man, in a
volce that was remarkably husky, “here's
yer 50 cente. U'm In & hurry pow—yon
neodn't bother about deliverin® the gooda.
We'll enll it sguare,"~Whashington Star.

Now comens the glad New Your;
Thovgh tate way do her worst,
ELe canoot blot that legend clear:
“All bilim due on the dratt'
—Athuta Constitution.

i

knec again and innocently pleaded: ‘And,
dear Santa Clans, please bring papa
race horse that can win sometimes.! That
was his mother's work, 1 suppose, but H
went. 1 bought a tree that night, loaded
it down with toys the boy had asked for,
and then trimmed it with the tickets that
hain't won In the races. The unique
feastooning repiesented hundreds of hard
dollars that bad been scattered in the
wake of 8 race-track ‘skate. 1 have not
played a horse slunce that time, and 1
have wade up my mind that 1 never will
ngnin, It's a delusion and a snare.”

Johnny's Woe.
Curly bheaded Johnny had & tear drop In his

oxe,

Curly-headed Jolinny couldn't speak without
a sigh.

And tho Christmas preparations that were
‘round him everywhere

Hnd not the least effect upon his melnn-
choly ale,

“Oh, what's the vse of hanglng up my stock-
Ing."" he wonld say;

“There’'s nothing to look farward to for me
on Uhristmas Lay;

He'll serateh us off bis program when e
hitches up his team,

PFor Banty needs a fireplace, and they heat
our dat by steam.”

—Washington Star.

A Christmas Church Idea.

If the platform of a chural or Sunday
school room be deep enough to admit of
it au artlstie Christmns arch can easily
be made by an amatenr enrpenter, writer
Florence Wilison, in the Ladies’ Honu
Journal. The upper part should havs
wires stretehed neross, to which may In
fustened small hemlock boughs, thu
forming a solid mass of green. The
framework should, of course, be wound
with evergreen, the whole placed about
two feet from the wall, so that hehind
it may be hung the Christmas bells o
red and yellow immortelles at differen
lengths by ropes of evergreen. Thes
bells may be made to hang at differen
angles by using fne picture wire. Lot
ench bell be worded, so that they may
secm to ving ont thelr own song of “Glory
to God in the highest."

For a Sunday school festival, a post
office where ench ebild npon Inquiring
might find a0 envelop addeossed an
souled, containing a preity Chrlstma
card, Is 0 unlque featore. Then there |
the bhuge snowball made of cotton, he
sprinkled with dianmond dust and Flle
with gifts for the infant class, whiel
may be rolled through the window wit)

—Youths" Companion. |

ab approprinte letter from Santa Claus.

THE CHRISTMAS TREE STATE.

QGreat Demand Is Annpally Made on
the Foreets of Malne,

Not all who desire a Christmas-tres for
the hollday ngs can sally forth,
armed with a hatchet, and hew from their
own acres. Therefore at =sch Christman
season great demand ls made on the for-
ests of Maine for young spruces,

No (ree but an evergreen will do, and
no evergreen but the apruce presents (he
delicate, feather - flat, clean - limbed
branches of dark perennial shade, which
throw out by contrast the brightness of
the suspended presents and favors,

On Bunday, the fifth of December, 1801,
ten car-loads of Christmns treen for New

ork were detated in the Portland yard

ause they were lpaded so that jt was
impossible to work tha brakes. This ob-
jection was overruled, and the sweet-
smelling freight whs allowed to procesd
to ita destination. How the cars were
loaded can eanily be described, but the
fragrance of twenty-five thousand fresh-
Iy cut evergreen trees must be left to the
reader's Imngination.

The ten cars, all “flats,”" or platform
cars, were each thirty-four feet long,
londed eight feet high, and all eame from

e small station of Wikcnnaet, which

es at the hend of one of the numerous
bayw on the const of Majzs.

At regular intervals about each can
four on each side and two at each end,
were stout spruce stakes, originally
Christmas trees which might have done
duty st the Castle De Blunderbore. These
rose to the top of the lond, which was lim-
ited to a height that would clear all over
head bridges on the road.

In this space the trees were packed |
lengthwise, butts to the front and rear
tops to the center, so compactly that the
loaded ear was one solid block of green
Each car held about twenty-five hund
trees, large and small, tled In bundles o
four. From six hundred and fifty to
soven hundred bundles were packed in o
car, so that the ten car-load lot contalned
twenty-five thousand trees nt least.

The marketing of Christmas trees Is a
Malne specialty. Every year speculntors |
purchase the right to cut trees from the |
land owners, paying half a cent, one cent, |
and two cents aplece for trees from eight |
to twelve years old on the stump. Then
the natives are hired to cut and bring |
them to the shipping point, =where they
cost the speculator from ten to twelre |
cents each, londed on the car. |

He pays also for their shipment to New |
York—sixty-seven dollars per car, or aboat
two and one-half cents per teee,

The trees retall in New York for from |
one to five dollars each, according to their |
size. The same quality of tree can be
purchased on the strect, in the city of

| Portland, at from twenty-five fo ffty !

cents each, while in other parts of the
Btate boys who wish for Christmas trees
sally forth and cut them for themselves.

Yuicti ‘e Crstoms, lo

It is customary to give a quarter pres- |
ent and expect n §5 one in return.

With the usual perverseness of uature,
Christmas comes in the middle of a hard

| winter,

The modern highwarman doesn’t say
“money or your life!” he wishes you “a
merry Christmas." |

The small boy who tries to make too
much noise In apt to blame Bupta Claus
for not giving him an extra head for his
drum.

Bome peopls wish you a merry Ohrist-
mns instead of giving you a present, be-
cause It's ensler to pay the compiiment of
the season than it is to settle with Banta

us,

Your wife expects yon to look pleased

Father calls me Willlam, slater calls ma WIII,

Mother calls me Willle—but the fellers eall
me Billl

Mighty glad [ aln't a girl—ruther be a hoy

Without them curls and things that's
wirn by Fauntlesoy!

Love to chawnk green apples an' go swim-
win' in the lake—

Hate to take the castor-ile they give f'r
belly-ache!

Most all the time the hull year roun’ thelr
aln‘t no flles on me,

| But jes' ‘fore Christmas I'm as good as [

kin be!
Got a yaller dog named Sport—sick ‘Im on

the eat;
Fust thing sbe knows she doesn't Know
where she ls at]

ot a clippersled, an’ when us boys goes
out to sllde

| "Long comes the grocery cart an’ we nil book

[ !
But, sometimes, when the grocery man s
=orrited und eross,
He reaches at me with bls whip and larrops
up his hoss;
An" then I 1af and boller: “Oh, you uever
e

teched me ¥
But Jes' ‘fore Christmas I'm as good as [
kin bel
Gran'ma says she bopes that when [ get to
be s man
‘'l be a missloner ke bher oldes’ brother

an,

As wus et up by the canulbals that llves ln
Coylon's lale,

Where every prospeck pleases an’ only man
Is vile!

guess she'd know

when she gives you n $40 smoking jacket
and tells you she has had it charged.—
Truth.

Her Heart's Deslre,

There comes a timme once in every year,
when children may without tmpropriety
give their loving friends a hint In sesson.

Uncle William was talking with Lucs,
his best little niece, about Christmas, He
wished to know her mind upon a certain

That Bulfalo Bill an' cowboyn is good enough

'r me—
Excep’ jes' "fore Christmas, when I'm good
as I kin be!

Then ol' Sport he Bangs around, so sollom
Uke and atitl—

Hls eyes they seem s-sayin': “What's or mat-
ter, Hitle BLIT"

The cat she ancaks down off her perch,

[ ia' what's b
Vv them two

aneniles ov hern that use ter
make things hum]

ghly interesting object. bot preferred
0 pet at it indirectly.

“Now, Lucy,” said he, in a casval man-
ner, “if T were guing to buy a doll for a
little girl, what kind of a one do you
think. she would lke?"

“0, Uncle William," answered Lucy,
with ﬂndl&:u!zad Interest, “there is no
Ing like twinal"

The Boarding-House Turkey.

“Is the fuse Inid?” Inquired the land-
lady of the head waiter,

“It ia, madame."

“Then fire it.”

“I have, madame.”

“But the turkey is still whole.”

“Yes, madume, the powder had no
effect on it.”

“Then send for some dynamite, and
tell the boarders the turkey Is so tender
it takea time to carve it.

His Reason.

It was drawing near to a very intevest-
Ing season of the year. Willy was getting
ready for bed. His mother looked happy.

“My dear,” she said, “I am giad 1o see
that you do not hurry through your
prayers as you used te do.”

“No, ma'am," said Willy; “Christmas
s week after next, and I bave a good
many things to ask for,"”

He Was Surpriscd.

Mrs. Gazsnm—I1've got a box of clgars
for my husband’s Christmas present,
which will surprise him,

Mrs. Maddox—Women don't know how
to buy clgars for men.

Mra. Gazzam—I know that, mo I got
Brother Jack to get them for me.—
Judge,

Nothing Slow About Johonie,

Tommy—INd ser have a good tun
Christmas, Johnnie?
.}'g?:nlo—l)on‘l ver wee dat 1 did?

But I an; 0 paclite aud stick so earnestlike
ty bix,

That mother ses to father: “How lmproved
our Willle laf*"

But father, havin' been a Loy hisself, sus-
plelons me,

When, jea' "fore Christmas, I'm as good an 1
kin bel

For Ohiristmas, with Ite lots an’ Jots uy can-
dles, cakes and toys,

Wuz made, they say, I'r proper kids, and not
v nanghty boya!

So want yer face, and bresh yer balr, an'
min' yer p's and q's,

An’ don't bust out yer pantaloons, an' don't
wear <ut your ahoos;

Say yemsum to the ladles, an' yeaslr to the
men

4n'" when they's company don't pass yer piate
'r ple again;

Bug, thiakin® uv the things you'd Hke to sos
upon that tree,

Jea' ‘tove Chiristmas be gn good as you ki be!

—Eugene Fiell, In Ludies' Home Journal,

A Christmas Entertainment,
A novel ldea for a children's Christ.
mns entertninment s a butterflies’ ball,
writes Elizabeth Robinson Scoril, in the

spangled with gold or paintad to repre-
sent the tinting of the butterfly’s wings,
A light yoke of wire is canstracted to
the shoulders, fastening under the
and to this the wings are
effect is very brillinnt and
other pretty fancy In an archery
The children carey swmall

with fSowers, and sheafs
flower-bedecked quivers.

“You haven't got §6 abont you, Jonea "
"No.? baven't .ﬂit"‘l“i\o hﬂnm' :

to buy my Christmas present.”-
Constltution, ey




