__{Vhat Christmas Day
Brought the Convict

T was Iate {n the nfternoon of the
day before Christinas. To the
woman who walted for newe and
yet dreaded Its coming It was the

closing of the longest. wretchedest,
dreariest day that she had ever kuown,
Bhe had been ndvised not to hope. yet
she clung to bhope, feeling that If she
gave up entlrely she must dle. If the
worst came she must live for the sake
of the chilldren, who were too young
to know of the shadow that clouded
thelr lives
Often and often the womnn went to
the window and looked out at the
dreary street. Once when a boy came
down the walk with the blue uniform
of n telegraph messenger she clutched
at her throat and uttered a little monn
of despalr,
“Wha's matter, mamma? asked the
Httle girl that clung to her skirts. The
womnn could not reply until after the
messenger had passed her gate. Then
she caught the child In ber arms and
covered its face with kisses. Hope
once more revived 'n her heart.
When she went to the window agaln
the woman looked out and saw her
busband comlug. In the wave of Joy
that surged over her she did not no
tice that he looked old and hopeless
and broken and bent and that there

was no elasticity In bis step. Rbe
threw open the door and ran down the
graveled walk to the gate.

“Jolin, oh, John,” she cried, filnging
ber arms about hls neck, “you are

free! Henven be prubsd for bhis mer
cles  You ure free”™

The man pressed ber to bis heart, un-
able to speak,

*] knew that they would mnot find
you gullty~they could not.” she cried

“My poor UGrace” be murmured,
stroklug her halr, “you must be brave,
1 bhave becn found gullty. Five years
in the penitentiury.” :

“Then how ia It that you are here?™

“The judge who sentenced me has
given me a reprieve on my own recog:
nizance 8o that | ean spend Christinas
with you and the bables. I am In hon-
or bound to surrender myself to the
sherlff on the first of the year, It was
n technieal violution of the law only.
They kuow | am honest. but the sentl-
ment of the public Is set so strongly
nguinst bonkers that | could not get
Justice Even my polltieal friends dare
not support me. It Is an unexpected
favor that | nm allowed to be with you
for n few days.”

John Apstruther spoke bitterly, and
his wife Ustened with tearless oyes
Bhe controlled berself with an effort

“Jolin, the children!” she whispered.
“*“They must not know. Let them have
one more buppy Christmas. They have
becn praying for you to come home.
Let us smile and be happy with them
for u few days Let us forget the
dread future ™

Onee duriug the evening she spoke of
a purdon which might be asked of the
goveruor

“It 15 n valu hope, dear.,” her husband

sald  “We will pot wnste ourseélves on
It Aud be relapsed iovto thoughtful
sllence.

But for all the shadow that hung
over the bome there was a Christmans
tree, aud the Anstrother bables were
bappy. Thelr conviet father played
the role of Santn Claus. Thelr mother
laughed wod seng. though now and
then ber volce broke and her eyes were
wet with tears. A few pelghbors call-
ed full of symputhy and yet timid
about showing It.  All the little town
felt that it was best to let the stricken
fumlly enjoy thelr Christmas cheer
without Intrusion even on the part of
those who loved and reapected them,

When the children, surfelted with
sweets and thelr arms stlll Alled with
precious toys, were asleep once more
the mother was busy in her kitchen
with ber prepurations for the grand
Christwas dinner of the morrow--per
haps the last bountiful meal her chil-
dren would bave through all the dark
vears 1o coine

Jahn Aunstruther went to his room to
ook over his papers. In the drawer
he suddenly found something that
made bis heart leap

It was n revolver He took the shin.
ing, eruel thing In his bands. and a
sort of maduess cawme over him Here
wus his opportunity  Here was escape
from the stripes, the dark cell, the Ig-
nominy of prison life Here was pro-
vision for Grace and his babes His
£20.000 tife insurance still was in foree,

sudden sharp shock and it would be
over. Even for bher it would be better
than the five yenrs of living death.

He pressad the cold muzzle to his
forebend His fioger was on the trig
ger. He could hear Grace slnging sad-
Iy, with n pathetic attewpt to be gay
In the kitchen.

“Coward!"”

The warning volee came out of the
vold, like the volee of the angel who
spoke to Abrnhaom on the mountain
top. Perhnps It was only the cry of his
own consclonsness, made nudible by
his Imngination, But be heard It dis-
tinctly., A revulsion of feeling swept
over him,

“Oh, not that. not that, thank God.”
he murmured.

He put the weapon back In the draw-
er and went out Into the kitchen,
where Grnce wns dressing the Christ-
mas turkey.

“Ilve yenrs will soon pass,” he sald
cheerfully, “and there will be a gen-
erous nllowance for good conduct 1
will have some sort of bookkeeping to
do, nnd the life will be bearable, no
doubt Let us meet the future bravely,
dear heart. God will pot fall to send
us comfort. And you—you dear, brave
Httle womnn—you will get along some-
how. We bhave friends yet, thank
heaven,”

It was the first time he bhad ventured
to spenk of the Iife in prison, and she
wns comforted to kuow that he took
#o bravea view. “That night they slept,
and the next day thelr Christmas din-
per was an ocenslon of Joy to the chil-
dren, and the parents, thankful to be
together, simulnted a cheerfulvess that
almost decelved one nnother.

It wns Inte In the afternoon that a
inrge number of thelr nelghbors come
trooplng In with words of love and
sympanthy and encourngement. They
promised w look after Grace and the
children, and when John got back-—
they spoke of it ns If be were golng
only on u little journey—they deciared
that the village would be at the train
with a band to recelve him,

“You will be a convict, but not a
eriminnl, John" sald the lending mer
chant warmly. “You can step Into the
best job In my store the day after youn
get home. | promise you that and call
upon these nelghbors to witness 16"

John Anstruther rose to reply, but
before he could speak the door was
opened and a blue coated messenger
boy appeared with a telegram. An-
struther tore 1t open with shaking fAn-
Rors
“T'he governor has slgned your un.
conditional pardon as a Christmas gift
to your wife and bables. He did It an
an act of justice and In response to
telegrams from hundreds of men
throughout the =tate who know you
are an honest man. Congratulations.”
The name signed to the telegram
was that of the secretary of state.—
Chicago Tribune,

Christmas Treasures

By EUGENE FIELD.

COUNT my trearures o'er with eare—
A lLiLe toy 1het buby Knew,
A Ittle mock of faded hie,
A Hitle look of golden hair
Long years ago this Christmas Ume
My Httle one—=my all 10 me—
Bat robed In white upon my knee
And heard the merry Christmas chime

“Tell me, my Uitle golden head,
If Banta Claus should come tonight,
What shall he bring my baby bright,
What treasure for my boy?' | sald
And than he named the little toy
“While In his round and truthful eyes
There came » look of glad surprise
That spoke his trustful, childish joy.

: e
And as he lisped his evening prayer
He asked the boon with baby grace,

And, 1oddilng to the chimney plnoe,

He hung his little stocking there

That night as lengthen shadows crept
1 saw the white winged angels come
With musio to oyr humble homa

At Kiss my darling s he slept.

He must have heard that baby prayer,
For In the morn, with glowing face,
He toddled to the chimney place

And found the little treasure there

They came agaln one Christmastide,
That angel hoat so falr and white,
And, singing all the Christmas night,

They lured my darling from my alde,

A little sock, a little oy,
A Uttle lock of golden halr,
The Christmas musio on the alr,
A-watehing for my baby boy,
But If again that angel train
And golden head come back for me
Tao bear me to sternity
My watching will not be In valn

For This Christmas,

Ye ol time stave thut peualeth out
To Christmas rovelsis all,

At mavern tap and wassall boul
And In ye banquel hali=

Whiles yo old burden rings ngain,
Add vet ye verse, as dus,

“God rest you merry, gentiemeon,™

and he kpew well that it was noafor-
feitable even o ase of sulcide A

And gentlgwamen too'

Festal Day In Dixie
A Carnival of Cheer

SOME[I(I“‘ there is a charm about

4 Christivas down In Dixle pe-
culiarly fascinating. It savors
more of the old English hollday
when the wnssull bowl was filled to the
brim, when the Yule log glowed and
the bour's bewd was borne into the
banguet. It wax In the good old days
before the wur thut the folks of the

south observid this joyous season with
prodigulity wore luvish and bhospitality
more extensive than were dreamed of
even In the nnnels of Bracebridge Hall

Then cowe the true earnlval of mer
riment. ‘The old manor was ablaze
with life und beauty. From the sur
rounding country all the belles and the
beuus hod gathered. Morning brought
a weet at daybrenk for the fox hunt,
and plghttime called for “Old Uncle
Epbraim,"” the plantation fddler, whose
reels  were fumous throughout the
whole country. Feast followed feast,
and the splvit of eelebration extended
from the muaster down to the Oeld
bands, each of whom recelved a jug
filed with good whisky when he enlled
for his Christinas rantons,

But these are the days that have
gone, nnd with thelr golng departed
many chiructeristics which made. the
Christmas time down south so distine
tive. While the fate of war and chang:
ed conditions have curtalled the prodl
gallty of former days, most of the an:
clent customs remain, and In many In
stunces Christmos (o the villages and
the country Is but a mild repetition of
antebellum observances.

A few of the large country homes
still hnve some of the old servauts who
were with the family In slavery days
If these old family darkles have been
away during the year they nlways re-
appear with the approach of the Christ
mas bolldnys und assume dutles about
the bhousehold. The old "mammy,” al
though her services have boen engngod
elsewhere during the rest of the year,
reports to make the fruit cake for
Christmas dinner,

Bhe alone knows the culloary tradi-
tions of the famlly kitehen The In
gradients of this wonderful cake have
been handed down from generation
to generation, and the splee and the
brandy and the eltron and all such
things are compounded necording to
the proportions lald down years and
yoars ngone.

These fruit cakes bear the family

name, and some time, through the cour
teay of the scason and the exchange
of complliuents of the day, u sllee of
Grantiand cake is on the same piate
with a slice of Dublgnon cake Not
Infrequently these cnkes are cooked a
year In advance, by which time they
are fully seasoned and settied, although
the cracks In the leing and ita yellow
tint war the beauty somewhat, Its
cooklug ¢an be Intrusted to no hands
except those of the antebellum family
cook or her descendants.
Not wmlone this old cook, but all
branches of the service In vogue dur
Ing the days of slavery are usually
represented about Chrlstmas time. The
son of your father's and your grand
father's conchman comes. nnd on rare
dnys the old man himself hobbles to
the house und spins out wmarvelous
tales of the past.

These old darkies nre all presented
with gifts, and for each of thelr chil-
dren u present of some sort has been
prepured. This feature generally comes
in the woutbern bhome before the rest
of the fawmlly bas been attended to.
In the meantime the cblldren have
been keeplng cager watch st the door
of the room where RBantu Cluus bas
made bis visit No one s ‘;llu\\‘ud to
enter this sacred precinet” uutll the
paterfamilion gives the slgnal, but be
fore this sigual ls given every member
of the househiold must be dressed and
ready for breakfust nnd the morning
prayers must have bevn suld
When everything is reandy the chll
dren ure allowed to rush in and exam:
Ine the contents of thelr stockings
Some of the largest children still have
tmplicit falth In the wonderful person-
ality of old Santn Claus. Forged notes
from the old fellow, admonishing them
to mnke thelr behavior according to
the precept of thelr mother. are eagerly
rend and compared The Interchange
of presents umong the older members
of the famlly usually tnkes place st the
breakfast tnble, but In most Instances
they ure ullowed to mingle with the
bounties of old Santa Claus and are
plucked from the sume holly tree from
which his preseuts hang.

The bunt for the bholly and the mis

tletos, whil * ns exciting as the
chase for 1. ur's head, Is just as
much & featu o« as that old Eoglish

custom and equally enjoyable. Sev-
ernl days befure Christinos eve a big
wngon, 0!led with straw and brimming
full of pretty glrls snd boyvs, oo, |s

driven Inte the woods, where the
search for the holly is carried on It
requires o most aelle  Youngster to
seale o the belght where the mistle
toe grows, sl be I always sure of

B generons rewand of kisses Trom the
girls below

Christmsus  day s always  qulet
Bometimes the hoys and girls have
been tauglt carols, which they sing

At home or fo the villuge chnpel hard
by Night brings mirth and youthful
Jollity mgnin when the darkles come
once more and sing old songs or par
ticipate In outdour gnmes

About It all there has been a qualnt,
old tdme favor Everybody Is happy,
and yet there Is a tinge of sadness
about It all, for the southern Christmas
now Is but & falnt echo of days
gone by.

The Joys of Christmas,
Be merry all, be merry all;
With holly dress the festive hally
Prepare the song, the foast, the ball,

Celebrating the Day
Ancie:_ltli and Now

On Christmas eve the bells wore rung;
On Christmas eve the masy was sung.
That anly snight In all the year

Baw the stoled priest the challce rear
The damsel donned her kirtle aheen;
The hall wan dressed with holly green
Forth to the wood dld merry men go
To gather'in the mistletos,

Then opened wide the baron's hall

To vaswal, tenant, serf and all.

Power 1nid hin rod of rule aside,

And Coromony doffed his pride

The helr, with roses In hin shoes,

That night might village partner choose,

O snng Sir Walter Beott of the
glorles of Christmas eve and of
Christimns Ttself. And the world
yielda to him the palm for the

best practical description of the wsen-
son's dear delights.

Christmos with us Is a day of giving
and recelving, of good cheer and good
feeling, nnd essentinlly It s one of re
liglous significance. Hence It will
sound strange to many to be told that
A number of our Christmns customs
tome down to us from pagnn times
Yet such Is the fact. Traces of some
heathen rites are found In England as
well as here, and the enuse of thelr
survival lles deeper than theology
When the mother country, so ealled,
was  converted to Christianity the
priests found her people wodded to
many old customs. Not all of these
were what they would have had them.
but they bad a practical work to per
form and went at it ln o practical way.
The more revolting of these customs
they properly uprooted altogether: the
better of them they preserved, only in
grafting the rites of the chureh upon
them

which had thelr origin 1w the old Ro
man Saturnalla and bad come Into
use among the drulds survived In the
grim mythology of the Baxons and are
a portion of our Inberitance today
Conspleuous among these ure the burn.
Ing of the Yule log nnd the hanging
of the mistletoe bough.
Among all peoples who celebrate the
day at all it bas always been o day for
enting nnd drinking, for singing and
dancing and merriment of all kKinds. In-
deed, this has been the eriticlsm of the
church agninst the mapner of observy.
ance—that ltx spiritual meaning was
too often forgotten in the general tide
of worldly cheer,
In England its observance Is univer
sal.  The chronlelers tell us that In
Chesltire no servants would work on
this day, even though thelr fallure to
do so resulted in thelr discharge The
richest families were compelled elther
to do thelr own cooking on Christman or
eat what hnd been prepared beforehand,
while dancing and merriment relgned
And the games that were played
number uenrly legion, the most of
them. though, on Christmas eve. Run
THEATREETS IN MANY FLACES WERE PILLED
WITH MUMMENS
ning In sacks, ducking for apples,
Jumping at cakes suspended by a
string and trying to cateh them be-
tween the teeth, drinking bard clder
mixed with egg nnd splees, and n
score of others—these clolmed and still
clalm In Devonshire the time of old
and youug. the children themselyes
belug allowed on this one night to sit
up until the midnight bell tolls

What hns been aptly culled “a beau
tiful phase In popular superstition,” «
very old bellef, was that all the pow-
ers of evil Iny dormant and harmiess
on Christmas day
The cock crowed through the Ive-
toug wnight to drive all evil spirits
awny: the bees snng In thelr winter
hives; the cattle, balf human at all
times, became wholly so at midnight
and talked ke buman belngs.
Bread thnt was baked the night be-
fore Christmns could not possibly be-
come moldy., The sireets ln many
places were filled with mummers in
fantastiec gurb.
ludeed, there were mummers in the
duys when SRaturnalia relgoed over
even the Homan emperors, but they
were oot necessnrily of the Christmns
thme The love for musquerade Is nl
most ax old as the buman race Hself,
But as to the day itself, It was then,
as it Is now, n very merry day, with
good fellowship bubbling even from
hearts where theclogical nponbellef
dwelt—a day sacred to the famlily, to
the eating of roast turkey and cran
berry sauce or roast beef and plom

of beer, nle nnd wine

the old day, but it is still the happlest
day of all the year—at least where the
shadow of misfortune does not chwud
the sky.
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I 200 Acres for Sale

"OR TRADE

| Fifty acres has been seeded to alfalfa.
| Some buildings. Al under fence,
Railroad line through tract. On Snake

river. Well drained bench land. Elee-
tric pumping plant can be installed for
$12 per acre. Will cut up to suit buyer,

Address Box 128, Ontario, Oregon

SAVING TIME & TEL
SAVIN 5 TELEPHONE]

Means Not Only Time But Money.

Do you ever consider how long it takes to travel the distance
from your house to the Doctor and Merchant and what time
you save by telephoning? If your time is worth anything, you
cannot afford to be without a Telephone,

Malheur Home TelephoneCo.

A Complete Line of

Wedding Statinnery
At the Argus Office

BUTTER WRAPPERS
Must Be Printed

We are printing more wrappers than any other two
| offices in this section, There is a reason. We have
the machinery, type and workmen necessary and we
take the same care with Butter wrappers that we do
with wedding invitations,

Take your next order of
Butter Wrappers to the

Argus Office

Buy your Meat at

The ONTARIO MARKET
and get

the best the market affords

Empire Lumber Company, Limited

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS IN
Sash, Doors, Lumber, Lime, Cement, Plaster and Coal

SOLE AGENTS AND DISTRIBUTORS OF

Malthoid Rooiings and all P & B Produc's

The Most Complete Line of

=Jumes Whitcomb Riley.

To walcome merry Christmas,
-W. R

Building Material. If you eannot find it anywhere olse

We have it.

come to us.




