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For the tralns will very llkely g0 on run-
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Jinzle hells array
At least, | eant’ ks ine 1t In any other
way,
In leeland,
Ffon won't need vour thermometers o Tce-
land,

In leeland,
And you won't have any fretful vis a sis;
For up the In that ansthing but splce

But splee land,
Fhe ears are always cold as they can bw,
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As the open : r o'er the lea

Fhey wun': 1ule so there'll
rever | delay,

Ihe rates will hé 0 Jow that almost any-
Oneé can pay,

For In thar irivits climate it Is Christmas
€VeTy
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' Little Baby Beth 5

Stanley. %
PRE
Downstairs

Baby  Beth's
it had been

_\:F'J'

L

By Caroline H,

T was New
in the parlor
(Christmas tree,

Year's eve,
was

just as

arranged a week ago—hisque doll,
toys, glittering balls, marvelous sugar
dozs and bears and “elphunts,” candy

apples and hearts, popeorn, colored rapers
just ready to lightod—and upstairs
Baby Beth was dying.  All week long,
with the fierceness of a tigress fighting
for her yonung, Maregaret Thorne had
fought for her child's life, From the mo-
ment that the first hoarse cough smote
upon hor ear and Besn had said, “Mam-
! when 1 toff," she

b

ma, it hurts me here

haid lost no time, All that doetors,
purs=s, servants, friends—mother love—
conld do hand been done, and now in her
darkened chamber the mather sat with
her baby on her knees and waited, To-
ward nicht a change had come. The
harsh couzh ceased, the panting breath

came murs quietly,

“Indn't she seem epsier?' ghe had ask-

ed, and the doetor had answered briefly,
*Yes." Then, after an interval of wait-

ying less labored?"

Ing. “Wasn't her broati
The doctor made no

“Doeror,” pitecnsly,

“don't yon think

she i3 hetrer’

Dir. Len turned away. e had
praciioed venrs,  and  witnessed
many 0 soene this, bur to his kind
beart each one "W
A “My child,” he “sha will never be
guy befter—she is ing"”

Margarst Thorne made no outery. shed
oo tear—she would bave “to-mmorrow and
all after life for tenrs.” to- 1'|". she had—
her baby., She bent over the child and

half stretehsd ont hor arms with the im-
o s take her and somewhere—
anywhere—away from evervbody, [t was

to a0

the instinet of the wounded animal. Then
ghe fell into the monptonous swinging mo-
tion of the knees. familiar to mothers,

patting her little ons softly while as
If she ware putting her to sleep,

It was heprt-hrenking, The women to
whom the child was only a dear little
baby who “woull e herrer off in heaven,"
as the phrase goes, crept about the room
weeping softly with aching hearts. Af-
ter a time Margaret looked up.

“Dortor.” she i I, “how long?"
“l ean hanlly tell,”

he answerad, “but
oniy a few hours at best, I think.”

She turned Wanen.

“Rend for her futher,”™ she said briefly.

There was a slight stir of surprise, Sig-
nificant gzlances pns<sal from one to an-
other behind her bowed head. Then they
woent out to do her hidding.

The message was quickly sent and as

to ths

qQuis k|} answered, The ease brooked no
delay. Margaret Thorne heard the fa-
miliar step in the hall, then in the room

below. A moment Inter he eame in. The
women spoke to him in the sympathetic
key of the sick room and the doctor si-
lently wrung his hand. Margaret looked
up with a slight movement of the head,
but 4id not offer him her hand.
“Murgaret.” he it was very good
of you to send for me.

righ
righ

suld,

“1t was only enid, her voice

hardening in her «fforts to steady it; “she
is sour child, toa.”

11+ made n

they

t at eonverasation, and

silenee of denth upon
. The women,

Eo
them
e, W e stale ont
the Jipntar
Alvviy

room, and

[ How

| said.

| had stond

heart and erfed ont, T will be father and |
o you, my baby, my
babv.”

tnol lier
forsnken

As he hent
in his eyes, o strange feeling of dowbt he-
gnn tueging at her hearr. Had he really
loved the ¢hild like thiz? Uneomfortable
regrets ook possession of her.  Conld she
live misitdged him? She micht have send

poor,

over her now, nll his heart

Beth to <ee him oceonsionally, it seemed
to her now, when she had her all the
time, HMe had been more generous than
s

She glaneed furtively at him. He rest-
ed his head on his right hand., his left
clasping Deeh's.  Ilis oves were fixed on
the ohilid as if he would in these few mo-
ments left feast his famished heart upon
that which had been so long withheld.

Something in his position made Margarit
think of one other night when they had
sat like this and watched Deth through
the eroup, and how they had felt thae if
God would only spare her they could
have nothing in life to trouble them again.
gentle and tender John had been
that nighe !

And then there was the time that Beth
was burned and John had walked with
her the whole night long and would not
even let the mother rest him, becanse “she
was weak and he was strong,” he had
How the memories came thronging
upon her! Oh, if she eould only wake
and find thar this year had been a dream
—4a horrible dream—and there had been
no quarrel !

The elock ricked on, the fire sputtered

firfully, but the silence of the vigil was
unbroken, Jonn Thorne raisw] his head
and locked at Margarer as she Iny with
closed eves.  Her white, suffering fuee

How much older she
was only four years sinee she
a bride of nineteen and given
herself to him. Why, eonld it
four years? It seemed like an eternity.

tonched his heart.

:'Hk"‘!. It

he only

The breath comes slowly. The lirtle
hands are very still, and yet, O bahy
fingers, through the solemn watches of

this nighr, thon'rt gathering up the tan
gled, broken threads of these two lives,

LET'S KEEP SANTA CLAUS.

Memaory of Happy Dnys of Long Ago

M'rotecis St Zivk.
IS memory  of
happy days long
ago should  ever

protect Nanta
{'laus, When your
Ihl" looks you
squarcly  in  the
and says:
“Papa, Clarence
Metiuffy said
there  isn't any
Santa Clans amd
I punched him,
for 1 know there
i5." what are yon
going to do? Mor-
give the blow and

eye

i g
oling to a happy myth or destroy your
bay's faith in Santa Clans, and, incident-
ally in a4 good many other things he be-
lieves in, but doesn't understanmd?

“Why disciiss the matter at all?” i3 a

natural guestion. Beeause it is a gques-
tion that always arises at Christmas time,
An Eastern preacher is disenssing it from
the pulpit and holds that deceit is sin and
that the truth and ouly the truth is the
hest steady dier for both young and old.
man or woman who would rake
from a child Lis sublime faith in a Mys-
terious Being, who rewards all the good
children and skips the bad ones on his
annual tour of countless chimneys, has a
shriveled hearr, We want more happi-

[ &
he

ness: not less,  We need more good influ-
onces in the lives of our children, not
fower, Nothing but good ever came from

the Banta Clans Myth. He is a glorious
A  delicd it possibility, this
frieod of the ehildren, He teaches kingd-
charity, He inspires and

goodness,
CTENNTAEES, tl af

jots is

ghost,

.Il"i'-“
He hrightens the lives
millions of little ones with the joy of an
ricipation and the gladness of receiving,
e is a companion of brownies and elves
and fairies, and flowsra that spenk.

When we atmlish Merry Old St, Nick
lots burn all the story bhooks, the fairy

¢lglity feet high to be erected on a mouns
e It was lighted daring liew Year's
aighit, and the illumination was seen for
bundreds of miles, eclipsing the light of
the moon,  This candle tree is no longer
Hghted in China, being replaced by an
nonsual number of lanterns, which are
hmng everywhere. A suggestion of the
trew, however, still survives in Japan., At
YNew Year two evergreen troes are
placed without, on either side of the door.
Their tops are tied together with the
sacred band of straw, and various objects,
dried lobsters and oranges are fastened to
their branches.—Woman's Home Com-
panion,

'CHRISTMAS IN DIXIE.

the

A Quoaint Custom the Survival of
Slavery Days,

In some parts of the South, notably
Alabama, the observance of Christmas is
kept up after the manner of slavery days.
Two weeks before the festival brawny
colored men in the employ of the planta-
tion owner search out g timber tract, fell
the tree of greatest size, cut off the trunk
where the cirenmference is greatest, big
enough to admit of it filling the space of
the open hearth, fasten heavy chains to it
by driving in spikes, haul it to the near-
est river or pond, sink it and anchor it
well below the surface. On Christmas eve
it Is drawn up, taken to the owner's man-
slon and in the presence of his family,
relatives and friends the deipping log is
placed on a roaring fire in the hearth. To
roduee the water-sonked wood to ashes
is a slow process and sometimes n week
lapses before this is accomplished.  In
the meantitme the plantation darkies do
not work while the incineration is in pro
(n Christmas the hostess
serves the company with eggnog and she
supplies them with eatables while the log
sizzles in the fire place, The banjo and
guitar are brought ionte play and the old
melodies are sung and jlzs and other
dionees are gone through with 2est.  The
white folks take a hand in the fun mak-
ing, too, and with song and story make

greas, Ve

firs

Rlod, lo,

mun

E]r).:l the andgel said

of
Blor 2ot 700
the Lord.

host praisi
@oryﬁ: od in

he Aosftlﬁ‘:.f the Lzriibcan)e upon them,anc
Boa 2 . .
e er:u?rﬂ",oofﬁen-;i 2arnot, for,behold I bring ydou good fidings
rest joy, whic
i borp

[@lnd this shall be a sign an
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@nd saddenly fhere

t and Bestof Curisimas Stories

:)d there were i the same<oantry shepherds abidipg ip the field, keepivg
wafc%over their flock® by nightt

were sore alraid,

h shall be 1o all Feop!e.

es, lying ip amander.
ug.aasw?ﬁ fhe ange
Goed, and 5A>nr;3,

highest; and'on earff) peace,

ithe glory of fhe Lord shone

hisday in the cify of David aSeviour,
fayoa; Ye shall find the babe wrapped in
[ amalfitade of #e beavenly
good will toward mep.

which is Christ

¢nto.Bethlebe
Al
lyind in the

~
<

E-’J wh CT
w‘aﬁ 'h:n
tHhem the

Blut Mar

/&

beaven, the shepherds said o
Lord-hath made known anto as-
Bind they came »
mander,
jey had seep ity 1’3?_

d them concerning his c
@nd all they hat beard Q'f’wor}dcrecr

nd iFcame 16 pass,as the andels were gone away from them in©
e untdb agother, Let us now §o even
ing which iscome 16 pass, which the
and Joseph,and H2 babe

made known abroad the saying which fi

m,and see 1515

2115 haste,and found Mary,

hild.

shepherds

ept allthiese fHings,and pondered them ip per
Ahd the shepherds retarned, glaryfying and praising God for all
the Hings hat they had heard apd seen,and

at thase things which were 1oId

it wastold unto the

M\

heart:
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and with a touch no other hand might
use, art weaving them together, deftly,
surely, with heaven-sent skill!

There was a slight stir., The mother
and father felt a quiver pass throngh the
little form. With startled faces they hent
over her. There was a gasp, a sudden
throwing up of the little hands—then all
was still.

In an instant his arms were around her,
her hend on his breast.

“Margaret, my wife!l"

i) John, John "' she =ald.

The clock struck twelve, A New Year
had dawned.

. L]

In the twilight of a summer day a man

[ ] L] L] L L

and woman atand bexide a little grave. |

There is an air of suhdued sadnees about

hern that tells to whom the little mound |

1 vl when they speak It is
cheorfully. 11 is a Ui

A stranger wonld

stown] beside sach

grief are not measgre 1}

the setting sun fills the
the of f:t"‘---r!
y lay, loving |
ipon the green turf, |
1 hand, go forth. A stray
white stone, We
Itisa \.'vr_\'|

faces
with

b T eroas he

» inseription.

stonp to read
simple one:
BARY BRETIL.
AGED THREY.
“And a little ¢kild shall lead them.”
The Hoosewife,

Tommy Got One.
mmy {nn { hAristmas

Taus get all

morning »-

3

Sunta ( dis stun

" Mamma—Oh, be
ay ‘\-n-, . JU™

.‘f'

huys 1T,

b a Jar to let

3 watch on him !

Town Topics i

| many heuthen nat

tales, and all the make-believes that wield
an influence for good in the lives of chil-
dren. But Santa Claus is in no danger,
for if the children love him, so do the
parents. Memory of happy days of long
agn protects him. A eentury hence he
will be making his rounds and langhing,
with the children, at those who would de-
stroy him.—Cincinnnti Post.

Strange Origin of Christmas Tree,

Moat of us know that the (Christmns
tree comes to us direet from Germany.
And we know of the tree \\'fl"‘i!\iil of the
Druids which obtained in England and
Franee, and which probahbly had some in-
fluenee on the later use of the tree in the
Christian festival we do not all|
know that a sin

ith the tree
1€ A erowning foar r

|
fram san worship, w |
Lory. The revival » |
winter solstice has syvep 1  suhjeet :
of rejoicing and of i by evre.
monies which represe: t new  light
hronght back to the world, Our tree,
with its small ecandles, its gilded knick-
nncks and toys for t) children, s a di-
rect descendant of il festival in

honor of the sun.

1 ex)st

in Ieeland, where the
is found adorned with barn-
The
English yule log is a faint survival of this
fostival Bat it is o hat |
wish to draw your attention, back farther

n than the Draid mysteries of the Gal-

that home of

Traces
enpiire '?'-1‘"
ing lights during Christr & night,

these th

forests. It is to China

lers and

f story It has
ns 24T B, ¢
mps and Howers
f the a |']i"'l"-‘
ngain in the records |

lived 713735 A. |
husdred- lamo tree |

hwen shown that as long

a handred
waa pln d om the steps

all =i e
hall., This appeas
of I'rincess “.‘l:-! "0

1), and who caused a

an tree With
-

- ]

the colored folks happy., At some of these
gntherings M) persons take part, the old,
capacious mansion giving ample room for
all.

Carinas Castom of Oxfordshire,

In some placés in Oxfordshire, Eng-
land, it wae the right of every maid ser-
vant to nask
ivy to trim the house, If he turned a
deaf ear to her importunities or forgot
her request she wonld steal a pair of his
hreeches and nail them to the gnte in the
yvard or on the highway, Thils was sap
posed ta debar him from all privilegea of
the mistletoe,

the hired man for a hit of

CHRISTMAS BELLS.,

Ring out in foy, O chiming bells!
For in your melody there dwells
The mnste glad of Chelstmas tide,
On every hearthstone far and wile,
And rosy Hps, with luunghter sweet,
The happy songs of life repeat—
Ring out in Joy !

fing out In hope, O chiming hells !
For sour clear volee of patlence tolls
To walting hearts who promise slelds
No golden fralt of harvest tlelds,
Whose gartered gieain of tolling hand
Lies heaped apon a baeeen lnnd—
Ring out in hope !

ing out In grief. O chlming hells!
For In your trembling echo dwells
To suddened hearts a thonght of old,
A pletuee feamed In memory’s gold,
A vanished faece beneath the snow,
A dream of life's sweet Jong ago—-
Ring out In grier!

RRing out In chesr, O chiming bells!
For In your peals o promise dwells
To listening hearts that steive to heap
The future’'s volee of hope and cheer;
For love and Joy will have thelr hirth
As snowdrops spring from ley earth—
Iting out In cheer !

Iting out In peace, O chiming lwells !
For Christmas-tide a messige tells
To eager sals that bravely walt,
And loyal hearts too strong for fate
To erush to earth—aoh, Hsten, then:
Tis “Peace on earth, good will to men"—
Ring out In peace !
—lara Lee I'uckette, In Washington Post.

ahend there wore ocea-

In the darkness
sional flares of roil Qomes, and from them

dscendi] long, ecomet-lke tracks of lizht
that tlashed into momentary blazes, 'l'iw1
boom of the cannon, the wierd shrieking
of the shells and their <harp explosion
Dlended in one willl devil’s conesrr. .

The boy from Maine drew boack guickly
from the mugzle of the starboard gun No,
1 of the 'nited States sunhoat Mackinaw.
The ol gunner standing vighl drow '!1-"
lanyard toward hiwself with o swlden
Joerk,  Thers was aodeafoping roar and a
vlond of choking <moke enveloped the zun |
erew.s  Another shell hodd beony sent into
the solid earthworks of Fort Fisher.

The boy from Maine forward
through the smoke and thrast the ¢loan-
ing rod into the muzzle of the gun. An-
other of the erew dashed a pailfull of
water over the long steel tnbe, The gun
wias reloaded amd another shell was harls
ed ar the of thme ahend,  They
had been doing this av intervals sinee the

rusild

spirts

early afternoon, and now it was almost
midnight—midnight of Cheistmas l"-'l'.!
184, |

“Cease firing,” enme a hoarse orider
ot of the dark, The sun ecrew of N 1
flung themselves down on the sloppy deck
with nulible sleghs of telicf, The devil's
Cidert i!--‘ ol alkiie "‘Il.:l'-'I!I.,\'. The
remaming vessels of the  Federnl flect
werp still exebanzing complitnents with
oyt Fishoer,

The old gunner quick! 1 his pipe,
and the glow fron the bow! balf illomin:
¢l his wrinkled face pow il then,
“Put's me in omind of o Christmns ow
at e i in

v Hilk

Californy,”™

| Spment

retarked. “only it's A mite worse" |
“Dhan’t talk alwovr Cleel<tmns shid one !
of the erew v o husky voles, 1 Iefi
throe eliildeon ar Tuog | pre i b
mow and three little stockings are hangsina
|:|'.|> the I 1 51 ns nalwavs, 1

] | b b A L while m L5
b, n thinking of nayhs =aving a
hit ol o prayer, ke to think of it
when things are so Wihat are
yon thinklng about,.
“t0f the Yateriamd 1 replied ar

unmistakable aeeent,"*Vat iz the |n.ut--rI
mit the boy?  Ile s nlwavs talking be-

foge,™
The boy heard nothing, He sprawled
on the deck with his hewd on one arm.
The smell of the pine trees godd the odor
of toiling maple sap was in his nostrils.
[T was many hundreds of miles away |
from the Mackinaw, off Fort Fizher, back
in the Maine woods with o sngaring party.
The smoke of the pine-knot fire wns ris-
ing slowly and the golilen bhrown syrap
his=edd and hubbled in the kettles,  Merry
lirtle shricks of langhter rmng in his ears.
She wns there, the pink and white of her
face so prettily emphasized hy the mink
How those little
mitiens with
ITow hlue her Thoere
oty | one kit on
the puarpose - |

<all
comparizon

absardly
MR T || imn

tippet.
ril
his!

oves were !

Wits no anking —inst

thoss lipe created solely for

“Starboard batteries commence firing !
enme the livarse aud relentless onder from
the darkness.

A none toa goentle kick bronght the'
boy back to the Mackinaw, hut her face
looked at him for an instant out of the

eloom. Starhboard gun No, 1 again salded
115 voloe to the ey il's rhorus,

The sky began to turn from black te
gray., A Christmas anid the

gunner grimly as he jerked the lanyard,

present,”

The Mystlie Miatletoe,
For many generations after the last
Prenid was dost the mistletos had its vio-
The plant had almost every med-

raries.

Enny to De Happy.
Mrs. Nexdoonr—Aren't yon always
worried half to death when it comes ta

buying a Christmas present for sour
hashand ?

Mrs. Sunshine—Mr, ool 1 buy my
hushand something 1 want for mysalf,

and he buys me something he wants for
himself, and then we trade.

Rlow the trumpet, heat the drum,

ienl property, aceoriding to early physi-
cvinms, It was believed o be a remedy
for all ills, physical, mental nad senti-
mental,  In pagan days it owas dedicated |
to Olwen, the Celiie Venus, and through
the agvs dant amd the tender passion |
were rather intimately entwingd, say= the
Cipeinnnti Enguirer, Ris<ing beneath it
| bezan =0 far bhock in history that no ope
has ever nttempivd to trace the castom
to its yvouth,

Johnny's Snggestlion.
Johnny (on ] Mamma,

to

1stmns eve)

something

ean’t von give the baby
make him sleep to-night ? |
Mamma-—Why, Johnny?

Becnnse if Santa Clans hears
might think we're all just
I.i'--r.-.llu'.-_

Joh
him yelling, he
("urren!

ns bad,

Jumping at a Concluslion,
Tommy—Santa Clans is coming to din-
ner to-nizht,
Oh! loaw do you know?
ymy— Ma told me a white haired old
gontleman was coming and we'd have to
e very gool.

Vanlshing Pomp.
How worldly pride kin pass away,
I's takin® ol my tex
What ls a Christmas troe one day :
Is kipdlin' woud de nex’

Glad am I that Santa's come |

—Waslkington Star,

RAM'S HORN BLASTS.

Warnlng Notes Calling the Wicked
Hepentunoe,
IVING |8 the only
way of  Jenruing
to live,

The fool sacrl-
flees hls wisdom
to his wit,

Wandering nev-
er finds any ter-
minus but woe,

Ruising thae
wlmnd often reaps
the whirlwind.

The torch of
truth must be fed by the heart.

Ouly In minlstry 1s the secret of man-
hood.

Winds of flattery waft no one to the
skles.

All things must depend on the things
within.

If your goodness Is goody-goody, It ia
no good,

The impaet of your life will depend
on lts uplift,

Yow cannot save souls unless
sOW yourself,

Many a little obedlence has led to a
large blessing.

If you really love your Lord you wlll
never be lonely,

You do not rise In the world by glv=
lng yourself airs,

you

The uphl!ll road always looks steeper
until you are on It,

It Is your motive that glves moral
vilue to your money.

Praying for ealm Is not the best way
to prepare for storm,

It tukes more than a melting mood
to soften o hard heart.

No great work was ever done with-
out the shedding of blood.

It's ensy to shut your eyes and talk
of a world where there Is no God.

Jesus becomes Christ and Lord only
#s He becomes central In all our liviog.

The brightness of your crown does
not depend on the darkness of your
frown,

Everyday goodness In living 18 the
hest commentary on the law uand the
Guospel,

HIS TWIN GIRLS.

How Two Boylash Names Were Cors
rupted Into Feminine.

When, after the successlve advent of
four daughters, twin sons were horn
to Professor Shawe of Canhy Academy,
he was a proud father Indewed. The two
sturdy bables recelved the names of
Inaring and Richard, which the profes-
sor explained to hils friends were good
uames, historle names and  fanlly
tames nll at onece, and had besldes the
advantuge of  suggesting  good nick-
niumes or none—ia thing wways worth
considering In the paming of boys.

1 Richard should bevome DIek, why,
IMick was as satisfactory as Itlehard §
and Darlus probably wouldl retain it3
ciassle entlrety, but If it did not, what
could It beeome but Dare? ek nnd
Diare—eould there be more manly, at-
tractive, nlckunmes for a
pitle of flne boys?

Alas fur the good professor's hopes!
It g as impossible too enleulate what
nickname bls mntes will bestow on a
small  boy where llghtning  will
strike.

Richard ! not become IMek nor Dine-
rius Dare. A blg boy at school prompt-
Iy discovered that Richard Shawe sug-
geste] “Rickshaw, which at fast bhecamo
Jinricksbaw, which In trn was cut
down to Jinny-—and remained there.

Equally unexpectid wus the fute of
Iiaprins, There was In the boys' cluss
g glrl much larger and older than he,
named Maria, whose stupldity kept here
with the lttle ones.  Darias and Marin
are nuines easlly confused when guick-
Iy spoken, and the two were constantly
answerlng the teacher o eaclh other's
stend.  So perhaps It was merely nat-
urnl that they should presently ba
known ns Blg Maria saod Little Marla,

“Litte Maria™ and “Jinny™ the pro-
fessor's boys remnined  throngh prl-
mary, grammar and high school, and
well Into thelr college days, They ae-
cepted thelr feminine cognomens cheer-
fully enough; but It was long lefore
their father became reconclled to the
Inquiry from tenslng friends:

“Well, professor, and how are your
twin girls to-day?'—Youth's Compuan-
lon,

PHETO e s e

us

Mentanl Limiintiona.

“Your honor,” sald the arrested
chauffeur. I tried to warn the man,
but the horn would not work.”

“Then, why Jd1d you not slacken speed
rather than run him down?"

A light seemed to dawn upon
prisoner.

“Gee ! he sald, “that's one on me. I
never thought of that."—Philadelphia
Ledger.

the

We Want to

An Inguirer nsks the New York Sun:
“What has become of the comets? Somae
twenty-five years ngo there were whop-
pers on exhibit, or, at any rate, they
seemdd lmmense to my youthful eye,
Are they out of fashlon? Are more
expected to put In an appearance at
some future time? [ should like to
ghow a good speclmen to my children.”

Know, Too,

Unexpected Settlement,

“id the old man settle anything on
his daughter and ber hushand wbhen
they married?”

“Yea, Indeed, he did; he settled hime
self."—Raltimore Amerlean.

Ilow policemen are abused] And
did you ever know a pollceman who
wasn't a petty good fellow and anxe
lous to do his duty? We never dids




