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IhEW YEAR'S AT TAR FLAT

&-an- t Sasnn .Gathers the Countryside
w or Feast and Dance, and Good

(Cheer Reigns Supreme.

"Trudging homeward In the early dusk
jcf a wintry Oregon day were two boys,
fcllnton and Chester Bascom, and their
leister. Mary. It was a typical Decem
ber day, in the western part of the state.
iThe Tain came down in a cold, drizzling
fcnlst; and had converted the country road
into a sea of mud and water. Dusk had
ifallen, and tho children were on their
tway home from tho little, cheerless cab-I- n

which did duty as a schoolhouse. It
)was located several miles from the farms
tof thje UO families who "had settled in Tar
Flat.

"Its a. blame shame, anyway," grum-
bled Clinton, the eldest, "that we can't
.have any celebration here like ma says
they do back East. "We never have no
jGorge Washington Birthday, nor Fourth
Of July, or Thanksgiving, nor nothln "

"Pa said all such things was the
nonsense; there wasn't any

cense wastin valuable tme. He said
Christmas was the foollshest of all, and
he wouldn't Mow his family to git so ex-
travagant. I wonder if Pa ever was a
boy," dolefully remarked Chester.

"I've thought of just the very thing,"
exclaimed Mary. "Bet's ask him If we
can't celebrate New Year's in his big,
new barn and invite a lot of people to
come and have a dinner."

"'Taln't any use; he wouldn't let us,"
answered the boys.

Aunt Sasnn.
"You, Chester and Clinton and Mary,

come right in here at one and git warm,"
called a voice from tho doorway of a
email farmhouse by tho roadside.

"Yes, wo will. Aunt Susan," yelled both
boys at once, and soon all three were
stamping and scraping the mud from their
feet on Aunt Susan's front steps.

"When they were seated by the fire in
the cozy kitchen, she set several apple
turnovers, and a plate of hot doughnuts
on the table for them. Aunt Susan was
the staunch friend of all the boys and
girls of that section. She was their coun-
selor and advisor, and It was to her that
the Bascom children mentioned their pro-
ject for the New Year. She listened to
their excited explanation, and then said:

"That's a fine plan, children, and I'll
go around and git the farmers to help
us. "We'll decorate the barn and have

"ta. big fiUppcr, with games and a dance
tfterwards. It's high time this place was
stirred out of the dead level that it's
bin layln' in ever since the first settlers
came. Sometimes I feel as if we was
Jail molderin'."

"But you'll have to ask. Pa; he'd say
l"No,' if wo askQd," said Mary. "And,

she added, 'he's going to put the
talls, partitions and bins in the new

Jbarn. soon, and then we couldn't have it."
"You leave Pa to me; I'll manage him

fall right," laughted Aunt Susan. "Now
you must start or it will be dark before
you git heme."

t After they had gone, their pockets full
iof warm doughnuts, she sat down and
ithought over tho peculiar conditions
which joxisted in the community. The
farmers lived a sordid, colorless existence

Ion their homesteads. No social event, no
church life, no gathering of any kind
fever brol.e the monotorjy of their lives.
'There vrasficyanstant quarreling and bick-jerln- g.

Scleral families were not on
speaking terms. These, especially, she
determined to bring together.

Annt Snsan Plans,
i "Now," mused Aunt Susan, "they are
Wery prosperous, but their lives are bar-Ire- n

of anything but money glttin. Next
jweek I'll drive all over this neighbor-fhoo- d

and stir 'em up and make 'em con-
tribute to the supper. Maybe I can work
la change here. I don't believe there's a
'dozen books or papers in this country,
tend I'll see what can be done about
that, too."

Aunt Susan, the sister of Farmer Bas-co-

had come from the East 20 years
4efore. Four years later, her husband
and throe children were stricken with a
fever which 6oon carried them off. But
che had an indomitable will and, in spite
of her affliction, courageously set, to
work on the claim her husband had
taken up and was now one of the most
prosperous landowners in Tar Flat.

The following week Aunt Susan, truo
to her word, to the children, sot out on
her mission of stirring up the apathetic
farmers. A great snowstorm had taken
the place of the rain, and she first drove
In her sled over to tho home of her
brother, and read the riot act to him.

Susan, what air you fillln' the heads

'Allow Mel

of these youngsters with slch "tarnal non-
sense fer? Here's Clinton and Chester
and Mary, all talkin of dedlcatin my
barn on New Tear's and havln every
chick and child ter come. Of all the
foollshest things!" exploded the owner of
the new barn.

"They ain't nothln' foolish about It,
Jim Bascom! The children here need it.
Time this place waked up. It's been
sleepin' too long," replied Aunt Susan,
with much spirit.

"Wall, go ahead with yer fixins, an
I'll help," he said, at last.

From there Aunt Susan drove all over
the country, for miles around, calling on
everybody and asking them all to do their
share toward the proposed celebration.
She took care that no one was slighted.

Aunt Sac Stirs Em Up.
People were amazed at tho plan. Such

a thing was unheard of in that com-

munity, where, as some boldly told Aunt
Susan, everyone minded their own busi-
ness. But the determined woman would
not take no for an answer.

"The children of this place air goin
ter have a celebration this time, if I have
ter cook every morsel myself, and serve
it out in my backyard in the snow,"
she muttered, as she boldly knocked at
Grandfather Smith's door. Grandfather
Smith was a crabbed, cranky, old fel-
low, and lived alone. He had disowned
his only daughter because she married
agalnat his will.

"Why, what on earth air ye talkln
about?" he exclaimed, crustily, when she
told him the plan. "No, I'm dead set
agin it. I've lived In Oregon ever since
Mount Hood was a hole in the ground,
and I ain't goin' to be moved out 'en my
ways."

When the door finally closed on Aunt
Susan, the old man had not only agreed
to come, but liad promised to bring 15
roast chickens and several turkeys.

So It was settled, and by the time Aunt
Sue had finished her rounds, everybody
was filled with the sprit of the celebration
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and pledged themselves to bring the best
they had.

passed unnoticed, to be sure,
but, as the nrst or tne year drew near,
tho children became wild with Joy and
excitement, and behaved so badly that
tho school teacher could hardly restrain
them. She finally dismissed school two
days beforo the holiday, on account of 1L

What a time they had getting the barn
Teady for the great event! All the boys
and glils of the countryside in

's3 -- &;.

v

the work, and, the day before, came In,
loads of mistletoe and cedar.

With these they covered the bare walls
and converted the big barn Into a fairy
dell. Lanterns, covered with brightly
colored paper, further added to the effect
of the pretty scene. Great tables were
built to hold the good things which the
farmers' wives were busy concocting.
For whole week, they had been boil-
ing, stewing, baking and roasting for
the supper.

And at last, the great day came, and
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the guests began to into Farmer I

Bascom's yard. They came in sleds, wag-- I

ons and on through the snow-
storm which had set In, and the
house waa soon filled to overflowing
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Christmas

Joined

bringing

the merriest crowd that had ever gath-
ered in Tar Flat. Old and young Joined
in the gaiety, and in the general good
cheer which prevailed Jealoueies and
quarrels melted away and ancient feuds
were forgotten. Grandfather Smith was
even seen to embrace his daughter and
kiss his two little grandsons whom he
had never met before.

Then the guests went over to the barn,
which bad been arranged as a banquet
halL Here, with merry laughter and
much good humor, they gathered at the
inviting tables, the children at the larg-
est.

After a somewhat long-wind- blessing
by Deacon Jones the feast began. Such
bantering, such a rollicking spirit had
never before been witnessed in that neigh-
borhood. As fast as the platters of tur-
key, chicken and other good thlng3 dis-
appeared, they were replenished. Aunt
Susan seemed everywhero at the same
time. She contrived to set separated faml- -
lies reunited: neighbors who had ot
spoken for years clasped hands in friend
ly greeting

A Jolly Time.
Then tho tables were moved aside and

the barn floor cleared for a frolic Blind-man- 's

buff," and
were played. Gray

hair and golden curls participated, and
Grandfather Smith waa the gayest of the
gay.

"Let's have dance!" shouted Clinton,
in the midst of an exciting game of tag.

"All right," was the unanimous reply,
and the old country fiddler was brought
forward to furnish the music Mary ran
Into the house and brought out an old
cracked accordion, and Aunt Susan,
laughing and protesting, as made to
take her place beside tho Tiddler. With
the addition of a Jew's-har- p, played by

Chester, tho orchestra was complete. Then
tho hilarity began with a rollicking Vir-
ginia reel, the fun never ceasing until
tho break of day warned the dancers
that the old year had gone and the new
had been properly ushered In. After a
final wild waltz around the room, the
company ate what was left from the sup-
per and departed.

Clinton and Chester and Mary voted
Aunt Susan a "regular brick," as she
drove away, and so did everybody else.

3 hjr
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Tar Flat experienced a revolution in

Its affairs, as a result of the New Year's
celebration. The affair aroused the peo-
ple and developed a spirit of progress; a
better schoolhouse was built, and soon a
debating society was organized. The
many Oregon pioneers who attended that
New Year's reunion are now dead, but I
fancy their descendants have not for-
gotten the event, and will recall it. as
their children read this account of Aunt
Susan's New Year's party.

ALICE M. WELLS.

GIVING THE SNOWBIRDS THEIR NEW YEAR'S DINNER.
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BRAVE BEN GIVES BATTLE

Rescues Son of His Master From Mnd
Dog, Yieldins Up His Own Llfs

on Altar of Devotion.

This is to be the story of a hero. We
have all been much Interested In heroes
for the past year o two. and I hope
you will not be disappointed when you
learn that hero that I am going to tell
you about was a dog.

He was an Immense fellow, with a
shaggy coat, and Intelligent brown eyes.
and nearly as strong as a lion. When I
looked at his broad back and huge limbs
I was always reminded of how his breth-
ren were sent out over the mountains to
succor those lost In the storms, for he
waa a St. Bernard, and that was the
way he came to be called Ben.

From his earliest Infancy, Ben showed
a remarkable degree of intelligence.
When he was only a great, shaggy pup-
py, he was often left to take care of
the baby of the family, and you would
have laughed at the way ho would

to keep her from crawling out
on the porch. Ho would first stretch
his cumbersome limbs across the door-
way, and when Baby, who was not at all
afraid, would attempt to climb over, he
would slowly raise to his feet, letting her
slide softly on the floor; and then, when
she started to crawl under, he would
again lie down, usually managing to en-

tangle her dress or her feet In such a
manner that for a while .she was kept
occupied.

Of course, Baby would soon become
very much exasperated and slap and kick
with all her small strength. This Ben
bore patiently, not so much as growling,
although he would not accept a slap
from anyone else without protest- -

We all loved Ben. At least, so It
seems to me now, and that Is the way
I think It should be with our heroes
their death at tho post of duty should
surely wipe out any minor faults they
may have possessed.

Ben's Puppyhood.
Ben was raised under severe training;

we were not allowed to pet or play with
him very much, as it was feared It would
make him careless about his duties. So,
with carrying the dinner palls to the men
In the fields, bringing up the cows from
the pasture, and keeping away tramps,
the daxs of Ben's puppyhood soon passed
away and he attaned the dignity of full-gro-

doghood.
It was a sultry afternoon In August,

and Ben, tired from a long tramp to the
fields, was lying stretched at full length
upon the porch. Just beyond the porch
ran a fence and then a long stretch of
dusty road, along which, as afternoon
merged Into early evening, there was an
almost constant line of teams passing,
on their way home from the village.
Many dogs trotted past, most of them
passing to look through the fence and say
something to Ben; some of them, filled
with pride by conquests in the village,
urging him to come out in the road.
When, however, their braggadocio was
met by Indifferent silence, they trotted
on, fully convinced that their manner
was very terror-Inspirin- g, and that he
was afraid. The truth of the matter
was, Ben had been trained to n,ever leave
the yard unless told, and this hero of
mine respected his early training.

Beyond the fence, close to the road,
Joe. the eldest "boy of the family, was
splitting wood and throwing It over the
fence. A passing dog had been so of-

fensive in all his remarks that Ben de-

cided to seek a more secluded spot for
his nap, and arose and stretched him-
self. Uncle Dan, coming out of the
house, walked to the fence and stood
talking to Joe

Just then a dog came running around
the bend of the road. I have heard Un-
cle Dan tell many times how his eyes
were suddenly attracted by the approach-
ing dog; he was a monstrous fellow, his
coat was all rumpled and dusty and one
ear seemed to be torn. He came swift-
ly along toward the boy, busily working
at the wood.

Ben to the Rescue.
As he turned out of the road and made

straight for Joe,- - Uncle Dan saw what
made his heart stop and the blood freeze
in his veins the ponderous Jaws were
white with froth; the dog was mad. and
it was too late to warn Joe For a
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second. Uncle Dan grasped the fence,
stunned by the terrible fate which
seemed inevitable for the lad. Then,
there was a growl that nearly shook the
earth, and a great mass of fur Just
touched the top board of the fence as
Ben sprang behind Joe and caught the
mad dog by the throat. It didn't take
Joe long to get over the fence, when he
found what was going on.

Uncle Dan ran for ,hls gun, and the-ma-

dog was soon dead, but not before
he had made a wound in Ben's shoulder.
We were in hopes, however, that he had
been merely bruised by the great paws
of his antagonist, so we shut him up In
a barn to await developments.

How anxiously we watched him, and
how eagerly we brought him everything
that dogs are supposed to deem delica-
cies! But we, finally, saw madness ap-
proaching, and Uncle Ben rode over to
get a neighbor tq come and put an end
to the dog's misery. When ho came,
and Uncle Dan gave him the gun, I re-
member how I, running to mother for
comfort, found her crying also.

We made him a grave In the very pret-
tiest part of our garden, and, although
the spot where he lies mny now be for-
gotten, the memory of Ben, our dog hero.
Is 1111 fondly treasured In the hearts of
all who knew him.

JENNIE BRYAN BHBLLABERGER.

LITTLE MISS PEARY.

Her "Warm Greeting In the Far-O- ft

Land of Her Birth.
Little Mario Aknlghlto Peary, daugh-

ter of the famous explorer, was born
farther North than any white child in the
world, during one of her father's expe-

ditions- to find the pole. Her birthday
occurred on September 12, 1S93, at Anni-
versary Lodge, then Lieutenant Peary's
headquarters in Northern Greenland.

Twice since Marie has visited the coun-

try of her birth, once In the Summer of

, A PJCK. IT UP;
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1S97 and once again this year. It was on
July 20 last that Marie and her motner
sailed from St. John's Newfoundland, on
the stanch ship, the Windward, to Join
Lieutenant Peary in the frozen
On the occasion of her visit in 1897 her

was the of a great cele-

bration among the Eskimos, who had
not seen her since she was 11 months old.

An Eskimo named Keshu was the first
to reach the ship, and his delight was
unbounded when the nurse held little
Marie In her arms. He recognized the
child at once, notwithstanding the change
that a few years had made In her ap-
pearance, and he" about her so
vigorously in his excess of delight and
kept up such a succession of shouts
that Marie at first was somewhat
alarmed. But perhaps memories, long
forgotten, came back to her and soothed
her fears.

Keshu was quickly followed by all the
Inhabitants of Cape York who were able
to Jump along the Ice, and they gathered
In a ring around Marie, their faces shin-
ing with pleasure, and all ejaculating in
chorus: "Na, na, nana, nana!" which
is an Eskimo greeting of welcome and
excessive of great dellghL

MAMMA'S BIRTHDAY PRESENT.

Investment WliloU Little Phil Made
With Fonr Cents.

"Ja-mes- !" cried little Phil, drawling out
the word with a plaintive rising Inflection
In his voice. "Oh, s! But what'll
4 cents buy?"

It was the day before mamma's birth-
day, and dear, plump. Jolly little Phil
wanted to get her a present, but what
could he get with only 4 cents?

Phil's papa was away at sea, and Phil
and his brothers felt they must do alt
they could to make mamma's birthday a
happy orie for her by each giving her a
present.

"I'll tell you what," said James, and
after whispering together most mysteri-
ously, they started off down town with
smiling faces, the four precious pennies
carried tightly clasped in Phil's chubby
little fist.

After a time they came back radiantly
happy, Phil very much excited and say-

ing over and over "Where s'all I
hide it? Oh, where a'all I keep It?"

At last he ran to his mamma, with
nis sweet face all smiles, and holding up
a big cigar-bo- x, asked, "What's In it,
mamma? You tan't dess, 'cause it's such
a big box."

Mamma guessed; but no matter what
she guessed, Phil and his brothers al-

ways burst out laughing, Phil exclaiming
continually, "You tan't dess, never!"

After a while Phil became anxious
again, and insisted upon hiding the "big
box." The brothers suggested many
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places It might be put, and finally Phil de-

cided that "Way under the bed, mamma
touldn't weach it."

The next morning when Phil was In
the midst of being dressed, he suddenly
remembered the precious box, and slip-
ping away from mamma, he ran to the
bed, plumped himself down upon the floor
and wriggled his fat little body out ot
sight, and a moment later came a plain-
tive wail: "Oh s, de man's cheated
me! Dey's only one, dey's only

The brothers ran to him. full of excite-
ment and laughter, crying: "Let's see!
How's he cheated you? What has he
given you?"

One little leg and then the other came
wriggling out from under the bed. Phil
crying, "Oh, t" as the boys, pulling
and laughing, helped him out.
scrambling to his feet and showing the
mysterious present to James, he cried
again: "He's cheated me; dey's only
opel"

"Why, no!" cried James, "they're only
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Then,

stuck. Don't you seer
"Oh, bo dey ltl" exclaimed Phil. A

happy smile broke over his anxious face,
and running to mamma, who sat quietly
waiting, he said, in a most satisfied way:

"Dey's ticked together, mamma, but
dey's weally two!" And there in his llt--
le hand lay two what? Why, postage

stamps, to put on letters to papas loutns
Companion.

Chinese Children's Sports.
Little girls In China play house In much

the same manner as children do In Eur-
ope and America. They have no special-
ly made toys for the purpose, but use clam
shells and small cups, in which they pre-

tend to serve food. Boys make various
kinds of popguns and squlrtguns out of
bamboo. They make lanterns out of tur-
nips in the Autumn.

About the 15th day of the first month
the Is a popular sport. In the
country one village will tug against an--

From the New York Herald.

other, the notion being that the village
which wins will have a good harvest. The
rope is of straw, two feet In diameter,
with its ends divided into branches. The
men take the main stem, and the women
the branches. The women load their
skirts with stones.

Britain's Tiny Black Bugler.

This excellent picture, taken by our special
representative. Captain Asplnall,, of tho "West
African field force, says London Sphere, ihows
Bugler Carr, the smallest soldier fighting: In
Ashanti. Though quite a boy. he has been in
every engagement of the Ashantce war, and al-
ready wears a medal for his bravery in the
operations In Sierra Leone, two years ago. He
is a. Lance-Corpor- in the British service, and
Is seen here saluting.
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RALPH AND THE MANIAC

Tbrllllnf? Experience of a Portland
Lad, on Xeiv Year's Eve, Xigh to

Third of a Century Ago.

It happened 32 years ago, or during the
Winter when the Willamette froze so
solid that heavy wagons crossed and re- -
crossed.

New Year's Day was at hand. Within
a home, then isolated, but now near tho
center of an East Portland residence dis-
trict, preparations were being made for
celebrating the holiday, In hearty Ger-
man fashion. Activity- prevailed in the
kitchen, for much baking and brewing
and boiling was going on. Two plump
little girls found delight in watching the
stoning of raisins, the boning of turkey
and, above all, the untying of the plum-puddin-g.

"What a sljame we haven't holly to fix
in the center, like we used to back Eastl"
exclaimed Etta, one of the little girls.
Her brother, Ralph, who lay upon tho
sitting-roo- m lounge, reading "Robinson
Crusoe," heard the words.

"I saw holly down town today. 'Sposln
I go for some?" he said, stalking into the
kitchen.

"Oh, do, Ralph, do!" chorused hlssi3ters.
So Ralph donned the buffalo overcoat

that had been brought, by chance, from
East of the Cascades, and which came in
so handy during this unprecedented cold
snap, and started southward. In which di-

rection lay the then primitive town of
Portland. How he longed for skates the
skates he had given away upon coming
to this usually mild climate as he looked
at the transformed Willamette, smooth
as plate glass!

The little town reached, Ralph bought
the holly; went to the Postomce, and
then met a friend, with whom he spent
a couple of hours. The Winter afternoon
had begun to wane, when, finally, he
started for home.

How quickly the darkness came! A
timid boy might have been afraid, for
huge, strange-shape- d shadows lurked in
the forest, and the swaying of fir boughs
made an uncanny, sobbing and soughing.
Even Ralph wished that he had borrowed
a lantern. He Wished it more than ever,
upon finding that he had lost the path.
Yes; his feet not only sank In the snow
and became entangled in a growth of
fern and Oregon grape, but he also en-

countered stumps.
Casting about for his bearings, he be-

came confused and imagined that he had
passed the point at which he should have
crossed the river. In vain, he peered
through the darkness for a glimpse of the
Portland lights which, by the way, were
far less luminous and powerful 32 yeara
ago than now.

While considering whether to go ahead
or turn back, Ralph became aware of the
near presence of some person. Footsteps
sounded, and, shortly, a man appeared at
his side.

"Will you tell me how far away Port-
land is?" asked Ralph.

"About a mile," the man answered.
"I guess I'll cross here, then," Ralph

remarked.
"I'll go with you," said the man.
"Wondering whom the stranger could

be, for Ralph thought he knew every one
In Portland and Its vicinity, he accepted
the proffered companionship. The full
moon had risen, and they were able to
pee each other by Its light. The man's
face resembled a mask, so unnaturally
white it was. His black eyes glittered.

Never a word he said, but upon reach-
ing the middle of the river, he gave a yell
that awakened the echoes, and began
Jumping upon the Jce which, to Ralph's
dism&y, bent under his .weight, for it
had begun to melt. The bending of the
ice seemed to fill the man wltH'wftld glee
and excitement. His frightful yells echoed
and as again and again, he
came down, with all his weight, upon the
treacherous flooring.

Recognizing a maniac in his companion,
Ralph fought back fear and strove to ap-
pear calm. His assumed calmness quiet-
ed the maniac somewhat, and they
crossed the river In safety. To Ralph it
seemed a never-endin- g walk a walk of
death, as It were. What relief the lad
felt, when, finally, safe upon the opposite
shore!

But how should he dispose of his dan-
gerous companion? He could not con-

sider recrosslng the river under the same
perilous . circumstances, else he might
have delivered him to the proper authori-
ties. Leaving the man to follow the bent
of his diseased mind was equally out of
the question; he might die of exposure,
for, already, there were indications beto-
kening an unusually cold night.

And so it happened that Ralph brought
the man to his own home, and there, his
parents having determined that It would
be an act of inhumanity to turn tho
stranger out into the cold, outer world,
he was permitted to remain until the ice
in the river broke up and the stream
could be crossed In boats. Then he wo3
turned over to the authorities.

AMY MAGUIRB.
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