
RAM'S HORN BLASTS.LET'S KEEJ? SANTA CLAUS.heart and cried out, "I will be father and CHRISTMAS BELLS.eighty feet high to be erected on a moun-
tain. It was lighted during Hew Year"a
night, nud the illumination was seen for
hundreds of miles, eclipsing the light of
the moon. This candle tree is no longer
lighted in China, being replaced by an
unusual number of lanterns, which are
hung everywhere. A suggestion of the
tree, however, still survives in Japan. At
the ew Year two evergreen trees are
placed without, on either side of the door.
Their tops are tied together with the
sacred band of straw, ami various objects,
dried lobsters and oranges are fastened to
their branches. Woman's Home Com-
panion.

CHRISTMAS IN DIXIE.

Memory of llnnpy llnjs of Long AflfO

Protects St. Mck.
II 10 memory of
happy days long
ago should ever
protect Santa
I'laus. When your
boy looks you
squarely in the
eye and says:
"Papa, Clarence
MeGuffy said
there isn't any
Santa Claus and
I punched him,
for I know there

JLk 9 is," what are you
going to do? For-
give the blow and

cling to a happy myth or destroy your
boy's faith in Santa Claus, and, incident-
ally in a good many other things he be-

lieves in, but doesn't understand?
"Why discuss the matter at all?" is a

natural question. Because it is a ques-

tion that always arises at Christmas time.
An Eastern preacher is discussing it from
the pulpit and holds that deceit is sin and
that the truth and only the truth is the
best steady diet for both young and old.

The man or woman who would take
from a child his 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 heart. We want more happi-
ness ; not less. We need more good influ-

ences in the lives of our children, not
fewer. Nothing but good ever came from
the Santa Claus Myth. He is a glorious
ghost, a delicious impossibility, is this
friend of the children. He teaches kind-
ness, charity, goodness. He inspires and
encourages. He brightens the lives of
millions of little ones with the joy of an-

ticipation and the gladness of receiving.
He is a companion of brownies and elves
and fairies, and flowers that speak.

When we abolish Merry Old St. Nick
lets burn all the story books, the fairy
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Ding out In Joy, O chiming bells!
l''or in your melody there dwells

The music glad of Christmas tld.
On every heart hstone far and wJlfc

And rosy lips, with laughter sweet,
The happy songs of life repeat

Ring out in joy !

King out In hope. (1 chiming bells!
r'or your clear voice of patience tells

To waiting hearts who promise yield
No golden fruit of harvest fields.

Whose garnered grain of tolling hand
Lies heaped upon a barren land

King out In hope !

Itlng out In grief. O chiming bells!
for in your trembling echo dwells

To saddened hearts a thought of old,
A picture framed In memory's gold,

A vanished face beneath the snow,
A dream of life's sweet long ago

King out In grief !

Ring out In cheer, O chiming bells!
for In your peals a promise dwells

To listening hearts that strive to heat
The future's voice of hope and cheer;

for love and Joy will have their birth
As snowdrops spring from ley earth

King out In cheer !

Itlng out In peace, O chiming bells!
for Christmas-tid- e a message tells

To eager souls that bravely wait.
And loyal hearts too strong for fate

To crush to earth oh, listen, then :

"Tls "Peace on earth, good will to men"
Itlng out in peace !

Clara Lee Puckette, In Washington Post.

In the darkness ahead there were occa
sional flares of red flames, and from them
ascended long, comet-lik- e tracks of light
that flashed into momentary blazes. The
boom of the cannon, the wierd shrieking
of the shells and their sharp explosion
blended in one wild devil's concert. .

The boy from Maine drew back quickly
from the muzzle of the starboard gun No.
1 of the I'ltited States gunboat Mackinaw.
The old gunner statiiling rigid drew the
lanyard toward himself with a sudden
jerk. There was a deafening roar aud a
cloud of choking smoke enveloped the gun
crew. Another shell had been sent into
the solid earthworks of Kort Fisher.

The boy from Maine rushed forward
through the smoke and thrust the clean-
ing rod into the muzzle of the gun. An-

other of the crew dashed a pailfull of
water over the long sleel tube. The gun
was reloaded and another shell was hurl-
ed at the spurts of damn ahead. They
had been doing this at intervals since the
early afternoon, and now it was almost
midnight midnight of Christinas eve,
1SIU.

"Cease firing," came n hoarse order
out of the dark. The gun crew of No. 1

flung themselves down on the sloppy deck '

with audible sighs of relief. The devil's
concert did not abate noticeably. The
remaining vessels of the Federal fleet
were still exchanging compliments with
Fort Fisher. j

The old gunner quickly filled his pipe, '

and the glow from the bowl half illumin-
ed his wrinkled face now and then.

"Put's mo in mind of a Christmas ev
I sjHMit at the mines in Californy," hi
remarked, "only it's just a mite worse."

"Ion't talk about Christmas," said ont
of the crew in a husky voice. "1 left
three children at home. They are in bee
now and three little stockings are hnngina
above the fireplace same as always, I

hope. The wife is sitting up a while may-
be, a thinking of me or maybe saying a

bit of a prayer. Ion't like to think of it
when things are so dubious. What are
you thinking about,-Fritz'.'-

"(f the Vaterland some," replied an
unmistakable accent. "Vat is the matter
in i t the bov? He is always talking be-

fore."
The boy heard nothing. He sprawled

on the deck with his head on one arm.'
The smell of the pine trees and the odor
of boiling maple sap was in his nostrils.
He was many hundreds of miles awnyl
from the Mackinaw, off Fort Fisher, back'
in the Maine woods with a sugaring party.
The smoke of the pine-kno- t fire was ris--

ing slowly and the golden brown syrup
hissed and bubbled in the kettles. Merry j

little shrieks of laughter rang in his ears.;
She was there, the pink and white of her
face so prettily emphasized by the mink
tippet. I low absurdly small those little
red mittens seemed in comparison with
his! How blue her eyes were! There
was no one looking just ope kiss on
those lips created solely for the purpose

"Starboard batteries commence firing!"
came the hoarse ami relentless order from
the darkness.

A none too gentle kick brought the
boy back to the Mackinaw, but her face
looked at him for an instant out of the
gloom. Starboard gun No. 1 again added
its voice to the devil's chorus. I

The sky began to turn from black to'
grav. "A Christmas present." said the
gunner grimly as he jerked the lanyard.

The Mllc Mistletoe.
For many generations after the last

Druid was dust the mistletoe had its vo-

taries. The plant hail almost every med-

ical proiwrty, according to early physi-
cians. It was believed to be a remedy
for all ills, physical, mental nad senti-
mental. In pagan days it was dedicated
to Olwen, the Celtic Venus, and through
the ages the plant and the tender passion
were rather intimately entwined, says the
Cincinnati Enquirer. Kissing beneath i

began so far back in history that no one
has ever attempted to trav the custom
to its youth.

Johnny's SnicKcstlon.
Johnny (on Christmas eve) Mamma,

can't you give the baby something to
make him sleep

Mamma Why, John ny ?

Johnny ISecause if Santa Clans hears
him yelling, he might think we're all just
as bad. Current Literature.

Jntnplnir at a Conclusion.
Tommy Santa Claus is coining to din-

ner t.

Klie Oh ! How do vou know?

mother both to you, my baby, my poor,
forsaken baby."

As lie bent over her now, all his heart
in his eyes, a strange feeling of doubt be-

gan tugging at her heart. Had ho really
loved the child like this? Uncomfortable
regrets took possession of her. Could she
have misjudged him? She might have sent
Beth to see him occasionally, it seemed
to her now, when she had her all the
time. He had been more generous than
she.

Site glanced furtively at him. lie rest-
ed his head on his right hand, his left
clasping Beth's. His eye were fixed on
the child 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 Margaret
think of one other night when they had
sat like this and watched Beth through
the croup, and how they had felt that if
God would only spare her they could
have nothing in life to trouble them again.
How gentle and tender John had been
that night .'

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, because "she
was weak and he was strong," he had
said. How the memories came thronging
upon her! Oh, if she could only wake
and find that this year had been a dream

a horrible dream and there had been
no quarrel !

The clock ticked on, the fire sputtered
fitfully, but the silence of the vigil was
unbroken. John Thorne raised his head
and looked at Margaret as she lay with
closed eyes. Her white, suffering face
touched his heart. How much older she
looked. It was only four years since she
had stood a bride of nineteen and given
herself to him. Why, could it be only
four years? It seemed like an eternity.

The breath comes slowly. The little
hands are very still, and yet, O baby
fingers, through the solemn watches of
this night, thou'rt gathering up the tan-
gled, broken threads of these two lives.
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and with a touch no other hand might
use, art weaving them together, deftly,
surely, with heaven-sen- t skill !

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

In an instant his arms were around her,

her head on his breast.
"Margaret, my wife!"
'() John. John!" she said.
The clock struck twelve. A New Year

had dawned.

In the twilight of a summer day a man
and woman stand beside a little grave.

There is an air of subdued sadness about
them that tells to whom the little mound
tlnnua and vt when they speak it is
hoi-ful!- y and cheerfully. It is a tiny
prave "only a baby." a stranger would
say but we who have stood l'ide su'--

know that love and grief are not measured
by feet and inches.

The glory of the setting sun fills the
place. It lights up the faces of father
and mother as they lay, with loving
hands, forget-me-not- s upon the green turf,
and then, hand in hand, ro forth. A stray
sunbeam falls across the whit stone. We
stoop to read the inscription. It is a very
simple one :

IIAHY HKTII.
KCT.n THRER.

"And a little child shall lead them."
The Housewife.

Tommy tint One.
Tommy (on Christmas morning)

Wh'-r- e d's Santa Claus get all his stuff,
mamma?

Mamma Oh. he buys it.
Tommy Well, he must be a jay to let

anyone palm o!T a tin watch on hiiu !

Town Tuiic

WuraiiiK Notes Calling; ho Wicked
to ltepeiitunce.

1VIXO Is the only
way of leu ruing
to live.

The fool sacri-
fices his wisdom
to his wit.

Wandering nev-

er finds any ter-

minus but woo.
liaising the

wind often reapa
the whirlwind.

The torch of
truth must be fed by the heart.

Only In ministry Is the secret of man-
hood.

Winds of flattery waft no one to the
skies.

All things must depend on the things
within.

If yo.ur goodness Is goody-goody- , it la
no good.

The Impact of your life will depend
on Its uplift.

You, cannot save souls unless you
bow yourself.

Many a little obedience has led to a
large blessing.

If you really love your Lord you will
never be lonely.

You do not rise In the world by giv-

ing yo,urself airs.
The uphill road always lo,oks steeper

until you are on It.

It Is your motive that gives moral
value to your money.

Praying for cnlm is not the best way
to prepare for storm.

It take.s more than a melting mood
to soften a hard heart.

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

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

Jesus becomes Christ and Iird only
as He becomes central In all our living.

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

Everyday goodness in living Is the
est commentary on the law and tha

Gospel.

HIS TWIN GIRLS.

How Tno Boyish Names Were Cor-
rupted Into Keuilnlne.

When,- - after the successive advent of
four daughters, twin sons were bom
to l'rofessor Shawe of Canby Academy,
he was a proud father indeed. The two
sturdy babies received the names of
Darius and Kiehard, which the profes-
sor explained to his friends were good
names, historic names and family
names all at once, and had besides the
advantage of suggesting good nick-

names or none a thing always worth,
considering In the naming of boys.

If HIchnrd should become Dick, why,
Dick was as satisfactory as HIchnrd;
and Darius probably would retain It

classic entirety, but if It did not, what
could it become but Dare? Dick and
Dare could there be more manly, at-

tractive, picturesque nicknames for a
pair of fine boys?

Alas for the good professor's hopes!
It Is as impossible to calculate what
nickname his mates will bestow on a
small boy as where lightning will
strike.

Hichard did not become Dick nor Da-

rius Dare. A big Uiy at school prompt-
ly discovered that Hichard Sliawe sug-

gested 'Kickshaw, which at last became
Jinrickshaw, which In turn was cut
down to Jinny and remained there.

Equally unexpected was the fate of
Darius. There was In the boys' class
a girl much larger and older than lie,
mimed Maria, whose stupidity kept her
with the little ones. Darius and Maria
are names easily confused when quick-
ly spoken, and the two were constantly
answering the teacher in each other's
stead. So perhaps It was merely nat-

ural that they should presently be
known ns IUg Maria and Little Maria.

"Little Maria" and Jinny" the pro-

fessor's Ixiys remained through pri-
mary, grammar and high school, and
well Into their college days. They ac-

cepted their feminine cognomens cheer-
fully enough; but It was long before
tlielr father Itecame reconciled to the
Inquiry from teasing friends :

"Well, professor, and how nre your
twin girls Youth's Compan-
ion.

Mental Limitation.
"Your honor," said the nrrested

chauffeur. "I tried to warn the man,
but the horn would not work."

"Then, why did you not slacken speed
rather than run hi in down?"

A light Beemed to dawn upon the
prisoner.

"Gee!" he said, "that's one on me. I
never tlwught of that" Philadelphia
ledger.

We Want to Know, Too.
An Inquirer asks the New Y'ork Sun:

"What has become of the comets? Some
twenty-fiv- e years ago there were whop-ie-rs

on exhibit, or, at any rate, they
seemed Immense to my youthful eye.
Are they out of fashion? Are fnore
expected to put in an appearance at
some future time? I sliould like to
show a good specimen to my chIIdren.',

I'nemperted Settlement.
"Did the old man fettlo anything on

his daughter and her husband wbeo.

How policemen are abused I And
did you ever know a iollcenian who
wasn't a petty good fellow and anx-
ious to do his duty We never did.

TILsvclcftJtv.
"

There's going to be a railroad up la Ice-

land,
In Iceland.

Ind what a funny railroad It will be !

I would never think of Iceland as a nice
land,

A nice land.
ror week ends at a cot tape hy the sea.
For the trains will very likely go on run-

ners like a sleigh,
Ind they'll harness up the engine In a

jlnsxle bells array.
It least, I rant' Imagine It In any other

way,
In Iceland,

ton won't need your thermometers In Ice-
land,

Tn Iceland,
and you won't have any fretful vis a vis :

for up there In that anything but spice
land.

Rut spice land,
rhe cars are always cold as they can b'.
5h, they'll have to dig the sleepers out a

dofen times a day.
Dr perhaps they'll tunnel through the great

bis icebergs in the bay,
ind that will lie Just bully till toe Ice-

bergs move away.
In Iceland,

& Journey will be Jolly up In Iceland,
In Iceland,

The scenery's so wonderful to see ;

It will seem like nothing short of para-
dise land.

Paradise land,
M the open cars go whirling o'er the lea.
I'hey won't have any schedule so there'll

never be delay.
The rates will be so low that almost any-

one can pay,
Tor In that curious climate It is Christmas

every day,
In Iceland.

I Little Baby Beth f
V Br loroline m. iamry. w

was New Year's eve. Downstairs

IT the parlor was Baby Both's
tree, just as it had been

arranged a week ago bisque doll,
toys, glittering balls, marvelous sugar
dogs and bears and "elphunts," candy
apples and hearts, popcorn, colored tapers
just ready to be lighted and upstairs
Baby Beth was dying. All week long,
with the fierceness of a tigress fighting
for her young. Margaret Thome had
fought for her child's life. From the mo
ment that the first hoarse cough smote
upon h.'r ear and Beth had said, "Mam-
ma, it hurts me here when I toff," she
had lost no time. All that doctors,
curses, servants, friends mother love
could do had been done, and now in her
darkened chamber the mother sat with
her baby on her knees and waited. To-

ward night a change had come. The
harsh cough ceased, the panting breath
came more quietly.

"Didn't she seem easier?" she had ask-
ed, and the doctor had answered briefly,
"Yes." Then, after an interval of wait-
ing, "Wasn't her breathing less labored?"
Th doctor made no reply.

"Doctor," piteonsly, "don't you think
he is better?"

Dr. Lenioyne turned away. He had
jirai-tico- many years, and witnessed
many a scene like this, but to his kind
heart each one was new.

"My child," he said, "she will never be
any better she is dying."

Margaret Thorne made no outcry, shed
no t?ar she would have and
all after life for tears," y she had
her baby. She bent over the child and
half stretched out her arms with the im-

pulse to take her and go somewhere
anywhere away from everybody. It was
the instinct of the wounded animal. Then
she fell into the monotonous swinging mo-

tion of the knees, familiar to mothers,
patting her little one softly the while as
If she were putting her to sleep.

It was heart-breakin- The women to
whom the child was only a dear little
baby who "would be better off in heaven,"
as the phrase goes, crept about the room
weeping softly with aching hearts. Af-

ter a time Margaret looked up.
"Doctor," she asked, "how long?"
"I can hardly tell," he answered, "but

Only a few hours at best, I think."
She turned to the women.
"Send for her father," she said briefly.
There was a slight stir of surprise. Sig-

nificant glances passed from one to an-

other behind her bowed head. Then they
went out to do her bidding.

The message was quickly sent and as
quickly answered. The case brooked no
delay. Margaret Thorne heard the fa-

miliar step in the hall, then in the room
below. A moment later he came 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 did not offer him her hand.

"Margaret," he said, "it was very good
of you to snd for me."

"It was only right." she said, her voice
hardening in her efforts to steady it; "she
is your child, too."

lie made no effort at conversation, and
so they sat, the sib-nc- e of death upon
them. It grw oppressive. The women.
o:.e by on", stole out of the room, and
tlx- - doctor finally muttered something
about going into the library to lie down,

them to call him if there should
b" any change. The two were left alone
with the dying child.

It was a strange srvne. Each held a
baby hand : ea-- h with a burden of gri-- f

unutterable lnt over the little form and
watfhed the flickering life go out; and
eaeh shut up and dub!e-lo"ke- d and bolt-

ed the heart that the other should not
know what was therein. They were but
a hand's breadth apart, but between them
was a great gulf hied.

John Thorne had not swn his child
in'e that day when

he g.ive her and his home into Margaret's
hands and went forth alone. Mow he bad
lng-- f r a sight of the baby face, for
a tou h of the fiaby hands, none but hirn-ej- f

o i'd ever know. But he had fe--

too pr .! to ak to hT, and M.ir-jrar-

hid in bitter sx- - .rn. "It is the
way of the x. A woman would never
fcate fori? .'ten V.er own chiM." And she

A Quaint Cuittom the Survival ot
Slavery Day.

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 a timber tract, fell
the tree of greatest size, cut off the trunk
where the circumference 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-
sion and in the presence of his family,
relatives and friends the dripping log is
placed on a roaring fire in the hearth. To
reduce the water-soake- d wood to ashes
is a slow process and sometimes a week
elapses before this is accomplished. In
the meantime the plantation darkies do
not work while the incineration is in pro-

gress. On Christmas eve 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 into play and the old
melodies are sung and jigs and other
dunces are gone through with zest. The
white folks take a hand in the fun mak-
ing, too, and with song and story make

$tories

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

Carinas ronton of Oxfordshire.
In some places in Oxfordshire, Eng-

land, It was the right of every maid ser-

vant to ask the hired man for a bit of
ivy to trim the house. If he turned a
deaf ear to her importunities or forgot
her request she would steal a pair of his
breeches and nail them to the gate in the
yard or on the highway. This was sup-

posed to debar him from all privileges of
the mistletoe.

Knay to lie Happy.
Mrs. Nexdoor Aren't you always

worried half to death when it comes to
Inlying a Christmas present for your
husband ?

Mrs. Sunshine Mr, no! I buy my
husband something I want for myself,
and he buys me something he wants for
himself, and then we trade.

1
. ypAioT!
Blow the trumpet, beat the drum.
Glad am I that Santa's coma I
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tales, and all the make-believe- s that wield
an influence for good in the lives of chil-

dren. Rut Santa Claus is in no danger,
for if the children love him, so do the
parents. Memory of happy days of long
ago protects him. A century hence he
will be making his rounds and laughing,
with the children, at those who would de-

stroy him. Cincinnati I'ost.

Atranx Origin of f hrlntmaa Tree.
Most of us know that the Christmas

tree comes to us direct from iJermany.
And we know of the tree worship of the
Iruids which obtained in England and
France, and which probably had some in-

fluence on the later use of the tree in the
Christian festival. I'.ut we do not all
know that a similar festival with the free
as a crowning feature is observed among
many heathen nations, and that it comes
from sun worship, which is oldT than his-
tory. The revival of the sun after the
winter solstice has ever beon the subject
of rejoicing and of by cere-
monies which represent the new light
brought back to the world. Our tree,
with its small candles, its gilded knick-nack- s

and toys for the children, is a di-

rect descendant of this old festival in
honor of the sun.

Traces of it exist in Iceland, where the
"service tree" is found adorned with burn-
ing lights during Christr s night. The
Knglish yule log is a faint survival of this
festival. Hut it is beyond th-s- e that I
wish to draw your attention, back further
even than the Iruid mysteries of the tjal-li- c

forests. It is to China, that home of
all wonders and of all history. It has
been shown that as long ago as 217 It. ft.
a tree with a hundred lamps and flowers
was placed on the steps of the audience
hall. This appears again in the records
of Princess Yang, who lived T 1 .1 T.Vi A.
I) . aud who caused a huo Ired 1jjd tree

Tommy M.i told me a white haired old they married?"
gentleman was coming and we'd have to "Yes, Indeed, he did; he settled hi ra-

ize very good. self." Haltlmore American.

Ynnlahlmr Pomp.
Hew worldly pride kin pass away,

I s tnkln' f"ti my lex'.
Vast is a Christinas tree one day

Is kiudliu' wood de ni'i'.
YaUiut;ton Star.hid cljL.-ii'j- i' lie Li passionately to her j


