MEANING ¢
CHRISTMAS

BY REV. T. B. GREQORY

Ragrgnns
| UT for Its great days, In-
carnating wnd flashiong forth
the Idesl, humanity would
have no more history than

a flock of sheep,

Such days are the monu-
ments of mentul and splritoal achleves
ment, the etérnpl reminders of the
only true progress—the progress that
enntles us to percelve and admire the
moral sublime,

Conspleuously radiant nmong these
gl diys I8 the Christmas, standing
a8 It does for the nativity of One who,
nil theologlenl quibbliug nsiile, was the
living embodiment of the most Leans
tifal and, at the samo thwe, the most
helpful wanhood that this world has
evVer seen.

The one who I8 foremost In our
thoughts at this time wis pre-dmlnent-
Iy hopeful.  Brom the hatp over
which he swept his hand there came
no pessimistic stealn, no note of de-
spalr,

He gnve us the gospel, the “Gind
Tidings." To all his word wos “Be
not ufrald" The Supreme In whose
embryce he evap pegted, ke the hdabe

In mother's frms, was supreme love, |

which
o the
your hearts be

Hence that other word af his,
he was so fond of repenting
multitmle, *Let not
troubléd,"

Religlon, so-oalled, 18 responsible
for a vast amount of mental misery.
It has ernsed mmany o wind, broken
many o heart, driven countless thou-
sunds Into the throes of despuir, but
lot it be remembered that the Beauti-
ful One who |2 commemorated In the
Chrlstmns sengon wuthorized no man,
or comblpation of men, to speak In
his name the word of gloom,

He who wox born In Dethlehem, or
In Npzareth, for it mopkes no difer
ence where he frst saw the lght of
earth, grew up to be the most uncom:
promising optimist that ever walked
the ways of earth, Wherever Lie wenl,
along with him went gladness, aod
from his rudiant presence despalr fled
as the dnrkness flees bofore the rising
sin,

He was like the wonderful river in
the sea, warming and encournging all
that he touched, The Gulf Streanm of
humanlty, he put new lifo and cour-
age and Joy luto the cheerivss, sor-
rowlng world to which he came,

And he wag able to do this becsuse
bhe wns so glorlonsly  hopeful, so
stinnehly cobumlitted to the bellef Lo
the best.

Looking up, he snw, lnstead of the
“bluck, bottomless eyesocket,” the Uy
Ing, loving glance of the “Father,
whose “eternal goodness” would never
do him harm,

Looking nhead, this man saw no
fapooks or bogles, no devils or fends
in the way. Tho path was clear, nnd
over It hung no dark clouds of impend-
Ing disnster, .

If Jesus had written o poem we
may be sure that it would have been
very similar to Whittlor's:

1 ¥now nol whers his lalands Hft
Their fronded palma in ate;

1 only know I eannot drift
Beyond his love nad care

And so benids the sllont ses
1 walt the mutfled oar;

No harm can coma from him to me
On gosan or on shore.

Now It Is Just this sort of spirit
that every one should feel within the
soul at this Christmas time—the apirit
of n brave rroustfuloess, of n rock.
riibed confidenice and hope,

Bo pot afrald of anything. To be

afrnld 15 to be a sham, n cringlog
menind, a nobody s while to besghle to
believe in the best and to trust that,
no matter what our evil genius mny
suggest to the conteary, the 1ght
awnlts us on shead, Is to be a hero
und a conqueror, a friend nnd helper
to all mankind.

It 1s well, then, that in ohedlence
to old custom we should throw about
the Christmas senson the partl-colored
miuntle or joy and wreathe it with the
heart's most exurberant gladness.

It would be o glinme not to be glad,
and wot to (ry to make everybody
elge glad, on Christins day !

On Christmns day to be a cynie and
to curl the lip of scorn at sight of
the rosy festivitles about us, would
be an unpardonable crime, the very
abyss of the mean and contemptible,

It i& a part of the unwritten low of
every  healthful  heart that when
Christmas comes we are to “put our
hest foot forward," cast all care” to
the winds and be ns full of glaidness
nnd good will ns un egg 18 of ment.

And right here in this unconguer-
nble optimism we find the oniy true
and gendine Christiunity. The one
whoge birth the Christmns slgnallzes
tame to replece tears by swiles, sor-
row by happiness; worry by confl-
denee and despalr by the “hope that
mwiketh not ashamed,”" and In his
nume T wish yon sl a "“Merry Clirist
mus I"—not merely an abundunce of

turkey and plum pudding, but an ex-
trn nbundanee of “good will to men,*
with no lack of the disposition and
resolve to make everything else as
ns yourselves,
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Tomorrow's Christmaas,
&0 off to bed we'll go.
We'll hang cur socks upon the shall

Dolly, dear,

For Father Christinas, though!
Don't try to keep awake, my Jear,
But shyt your eyes up tight.
If wa're awake, he ls so shy,

He's sure to take to Alght

ERE'S gladness to
every one—open
your hearts to it

all year round—don't
keep them closed until
E‘ou are shamed into pry-
g them open with a
jimmy on L‘hristmas—
make every day a Christ-
mas Day—get rid of
your grouch — throw it
overboard and don't
throw out a lifeline if it
cries to be saved—Ilet it
drowvn—it will do the
ing good.

Some Legends
of Christmas
Celebrations

orlglnal  “haleyon  days™
were at Christmas, and were
so-called because the huleyon,
an ancleént name for the king-
fisher, was sald to bulld (ts nest npon
the waters at this time of year, It was
generally supposed that this bird,
through the Influence of the holy sen-
gon, had the power to still the waves
and winds, so that the weather was
penceful and enlm, and enabled the
hnleyon to Iny her eges in her Aoating
nest and brood npon them with perfect
gafely.

In olden times It was belleved -that
ull nature testified In various ways to
i recognition of the great event com-
memorated ln the celebrntlon of Christe
mnd, The winds nnd sens, as well as
the animalg nnd plants and all other
living things, gave evidence of knowl
efige of the approaching glorlous annlk
versary and becsme lmbued with the
prevalent splrit of adorvation, Joy and
pence,

Tradition tells us that at the mo-
ment of the Savior's birth a universal
pence reigned throughout the earth,
that a deep silence résted upon the
world, the birds stopped In their fight,
the cattle ceased to feed, men became
motionless with sudden nwe in the
midst of thelr lnbors, and the sturs
glittered with added luster. From this
traditlon came the superstitions of the
middle ages relating to the miraculona
plenomena supposed to occur annu-
ally at Christruns, many of which still
survive.

Bells, too, have thelr legends. In a
village near Rualeigh, Iin Nottingham-
shire, England, there Is now a valley
wlhiere once there was B pleturesque
anil prosperons villnge, but an earth.
quake swallowed It up; yet every
Christmns since, the bells of the bur-
led ehurch are heard chiming,

Similar tules are told of Preston, In
Laneashire, nnd Been, In the Nether
lands, This latter city was famed for
Its beauty and magnificence, and also
for the sins and avarice of its Inhabi-
tante, On the annlyversary of his birth,
the Saviour cams 45 a beggar and went
from door to door; but, although
Christmas festivitles were belng kKept
up, nobody would give him alins. Sin
was abundant on all =ides, but there
were no Christons goodwill and char-
Ity, and he called to the sea and it
tate and completely covered the uns
holy clty of Been. But at Christmas
time even now comes the Joyous peal
Ing of bells from under the water

The skulls of the three Wise Men,
ench enclreled with a erown of jew-
eled gold, are among the relics In

Cologne cathedral.

" sakl swiftly.
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CHAPTER XXII,
15—
The Crew Decides,

Except that wmapny of the men re-
milned armed there was no suggestion
of violence, But for the glenming enr-
ronade trained on the main hateh, and
the smull group of gunners clustered
abiout I, the scene was pencenlile
enough, resembling the deck of some
merghunt ship, LeVere stood motion-
less at the poop rall, staring down and
his attltude nnd expression of face
uroused within me o doubt of the man,
i determinntion to put him to the Lest,
Evidently he had held aloof and re-
frofued from taking even the slightest
part ln our getlvitfos, The men them.
selvey were mostly forward, grouped
together and stil escltedly discussing
the situntion.

“Stand by to reef topsails,” 1 shout-
ed. “We're all one wateh now, Go ut
It Nwely, lads, and when the job s
over we'll eat, and declde together
what's our next move. Two of you
will be enough to gunrd the hateh and
one of you go into the cubin and re
leve the girl there, Keep your eyes
open, I be down presently. Aloft
with you and s¥ee how quick a Job you
can make of 11"

Watkins led the way up {le main-
must ratlines, iand Cole was first uto
the fore shrouds, the others following
eagerly. 1 watched them lay out on
the yards and was heartened to hear
the fellows sing ns they worked, the
cunvas melting awiay us If by magle, 1
climbed the ladder to where LoeVere
stood on the poop, but earefully
ignored his presence, my goze on the
seepe aloft, Twlee I guve orders,
changing the fteering direction slight-
Iy, and commanding the lower salls
reefed, The wulatto scowling, Jolned
me nt the rall,

“What's all this nbout?" he nsked,
“Thut's no storm cloud yonder

“There I8 nlways dunger In fog," )
answered colidly, *and besides there Is
no use coreying on ountll we know
where we nre bound., My purpose s
to keep the men buxy, und then talk
the sltuatlon over with them, Have
you any eriticism of this plan, Senor
LeVere?" '

He hesitated, but his eyes were nar-
rowed, and ngly.

“You'll do ns you plense, but you
told me we salled for Porto Gronde,
Wae that o He?"

“Not necessarily,” and [ smiled
grimty. YAlthough I shwuld not have
hesitated 1o tell one under the circum-
stances, 1 menn to leave thn deelslon
to the men themzelves. It I8 thelr
lives that are in danger.”

“That scum! half of them are Eng-
lish nod Preunch.  All they want IS to
got away: they will never go back to
PPorto  Grunde without you make
them.”

“How mnke them?"

“By false observatlons; there 18 no
navigntor forward. It is a triek easy
enough to play with a lttle nerve, I
would never have taken part In this
mutiny If 1 had supposed you meant
to piny Into the bands of the men."

“It is vovy little part you took Senor
LeVere, Judging feom what 1 siw, You
geemed quite content to stand aft here
fnid look on. However you are In It
just ns deeply as 1 am, and are golng
to play the gnme out with me to the

e, Do you understand that?"
“What you mesn, senor—play |t
ouf "

"Go on with the rest of us; take
yvour chance with the men and do your
duty. 1 am ecaptain here. The first
slgn of treachery on your part will
send yon below with those others, I
don't trust you, and all T want Is an
oxeuse to put you out of the way—so
be eareful what you do,"

I turned and walked awny from him
toward the forward rail. The men
were still aloft but comlng In from off
the ynrds, Below me in the door of
the compunlon, stood Dorothy, her
eyes peering curlously nbout the de-
serted deck. She glanced up and saw
e,

“May I come up there? she asked,

“Certalnly ; tot me help yon, Stand
kere beside me;, and you can see all
that is belng done. That's all, lnds;
brenkfast (2 rendy; lay down all ex-
cept the lookout,”

We watched while they streamed
down the ratlines and gothered for
ward of the galley, sguntting in groups
on the deck. To all appearances the
fellows hnd not u care In the world,
ur any thought of the stirting scenes
Just passed through. "The girl's hand
touched my steeve, and T turned and
looked lnto her face,

"Have you considered Captain San-
chez?" she asked.

“Why no,” in surpriss; *he is help-
less below, badly wounded.”

“Not so badly as you suppose,’” she
“He Is able to be up and
about his stateroom, 1 heard him
moving, and I belleve the steward hns
told him what has occurred on bonred,
and endeavored to bear n message
from him to those men amldships. 1
held my pistol to his head and locked
him in the pantry., He is there now,
with the suilor you sent on guard.
That 1s what I canie on deck to tell
you."

“He 1s a danger, of course, but not a
serious ope,” 1 sald confdently. *“It
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I$ sufe epough to leave him tndise
turbed at present.  The first thing 1
need to do 18 to sntlsfy those men, Pl
nttend to thot now, and then see to
the proper securing of Sunchez Ite
maln here with LeVere while 1 go for-
wird, and wateh thot he does not at-
tempt to go below."

The fellows had not finished mess,
but 1 felt the danger of further deluy,
and talked to them ng they sat on
deck, explaining briefly the entire situ
ation, nnd the enuses lending up to the
mutinyg., [ dealt with the matier in
pliin terws, making no appacent effort
to influence them, yet forellly com:
pelling each individual to realize whit
wonld be the pesult of our recnptore.
They lstened elrnestly, asking uyg oe-
caglonal question, npd passing  com-
ments back and forth freely dmong
themselves,

I sent Watkins to the cabin for a
roll of charts, uind spreading these out,
endenvored ae well as 1 conld, to mnka
clear our probahle position and the
negrest point of land.  When I hod
completed the explanation, and stool
before them awnlting declsion, It was
Haines who neted as thelr spoakesmnm,

“This yere Is Cope Howarih?' he
asked, n gelmy thunb on the point Lo
dlented. “An' yer say 1It's 'hout a hun-
dred and ffiy miles woest?”

“Yes, nhout that?"

AR thar's no settlement?

#Some colonists fifty miles north I
all."

APhat's ot right” e tufned to
the others. “Say mutes, this is how |
figure. We can’t go on o long pruise
with all those bloody ruts In the hold.
They're bound ter find solne way out
If we give 'em time ‘nough, Fer a8 I'm
concerned, T'm fer dividin® up whut

we've got, und ter hell with plmtin'
What er yer say, fnotes?  Shall we
run the o' hooker ashore, an’ leave

her thar, while we tfump the ¢onst?
We're just a shipwrecked erew, Whnt
sty yer?

There was 4 chorug of approval sufl-
ficlent In volute Lo sutisfy me, and 1
accepted this as n decision,

A vight, lads,” T sald briefly. “In
my Judgment your cholie is o wise

The Stricken Sailor Told the Whole
Story.

one. I'll hnve an obzervation as soon
ns the fog clears and we'll head In {or
the Cape?”

“When do we divide the swog?"

“Fifty miles off the aoast. That's
fair cnough, Isn't it? And my shave
goes to you"

There was o strageling eheer, but 1
broke it up with a shurp order,

“Now stand by for work, all of you.
Watkins and Carter, T want you aft.”

CHAPTER XXIII.
The Prisoners Escape,

The two men followed me sllently as
far ns the companlon, where we
paused a4 moment staring blindly about
us Into the fog. Even the guard at
the maln hoteh was Invisible,

“Carter, gunrd this after deck until
Watkins and I come back. Under no
elreumstances permit LeVere o enter
the cabln”

With the door were
plunged Into a darkness which ren-
dered the Interfor Invisible, T won-
dored (imiy why the wian on guard
had not lighted the swinging luntern
I stumbled over something on the
deck, as 1 groped fhrward, bat Aid vot
pause until T had lghted the luntern,
It binged up brightly enough. its yel-
low flame Numinating the eabin and
the first thing I saw was the out-
stretehed figura of the sallor almost
between my feet. We needed to ask
no questions, imaogine nothing—the
overturned chair, the stricken sallor
tolll the whole story. He hud been
treacheronsly stuck from behind, the
blade driven home by & strong hand,
pnd wns dead before he fell to the
deck. Tt hpd been silent, vengeful
murder, and the assassin had left no
trace. Who could It have been? Not
Gunsatles surely—the steward lacked

closed, we

both nerve and strength for such o |

deed, Then there was but one to s
pect—8anchez !

1 flung open the pantey door, but
one glunee Inside told me that Guo
snules hod vanished. On the deck Iny
the stetnds of rope with which he had
been secured—ihey had been gevered
by 6 sharp koife, the énds discolored
with blood stalns 1 held these out to
Watkins,

“Out sinee the wurder, T sald, “and
by the same knife, What do you mnke
of ir. Tom?"

“Well, sie, the thing he'dd most 1kely
try fer wul be ter relense them lads
nildships, My Ides bs, shr, he thought
he'd have time tor git the bulkhend
door  apen, befope noybody cum be
low—he un' the stewurd, who'd know
whur the tools wus. That wus the
scheme, only we busted in too quick.
Thut's whur they both nre—skulkio'
boek in them shadows,"

1o fitted the smoklng lantern baek
onto the shelf to have his hands free
fur netion, nnd drew o eutluss out of
the wrm roaek, ranning one leatherly
thumh along the blade to test Its
shimrpness, His eyes sought mine ques-
tloningly.

“Probuably your guess is the right
one,” 1 sald soberly, “Weo'll glve It a
trinl"

Murder had been committed for a
purpose—It wns the first step In an ef-
fort to retake the ship. If we were
to retuln our advantuge there wns no
tithe to be lost: we were pitted now
ngiinst Slive Sancher, and he wis o
lender not to be desplsed or tempor-
l#ed with; no cowardly, rainless fool.

The pussage leadlng fotward was
wide enougls to permit of our adyane.
ing together and for o few steps the
light dreibbled in past us, gquite suffl:
elent Tor guldunce, 1 had been down
thils tunnel onee hefore, dnd knew the
bulkhend wis not fur nway, but the
few steps necessary plunged us Into
profound Wackness, through which we
advanced cantlongly with outstretehed
hands. No slightest sound warned of
danger and T was alveady convineed in
my own mind that the refugees were
not hiding there, when it happened
Within an lnstant we were fightlng for
our lves, fronted not hy two men, bt
by a seore, who flung themselyes curs-
ing upon ug. Thelr very numbers and
the unnrrowness of the posgnge wos
our only salvation. At first onr resist-
ance wans bllngd enough, guided only by
the senses of touch and soumd. We
conld see nothing of our antugonists,
wlthough their ferce rush hurled s
backwnrd. T fired Into the mnss, a8
Watking slushed madly with his cut-
inxs, both manoging in some way to
keep our feet. Elonils gripped for us,
n bedlam of oaths splitting the alr;
yer, even In that moment of pande-
monium, T was qulek to renllzge the fels
lows were weaponless, secking only to
reoh nnd erush us with bure hands,
The sume digcovery st have come
0 the mind of the satloy, for he yelled
it out deflnntly, every stroke of his
Blnde deawing blood. 1 joined him,
steileing with the butt of the plstol. We
killed and wounded, the cuises of hate
changed info ghirp eries of agony, but
those behind pressed the advance for
witrd, and we were lnevitably swept
haek Into the Hght of the eabin lamp,

Then 1 saw faces, hideous In the
glnre, demoniacal In their expression of
hotrpd—n mass of then, unrecognlz.
able, largely of o wild, half-Indinn
type, with here and there a benrded
white. Nor were they nll bare-handed ;
It many a grip flastied n knoife, and
directly fronting e, with n meat
cleaver uplifted 10 strike, Sunches
yvelled his orders, Tgnoring all others
I leaped straight at him, crying to
Watklus os I sprang.

“Back lad; dash out thit Hght; TN
hold these devils here a minute !

I did—God knows how ! Tt was llke
no fighting ever I had done before, a
mud, furious melee, amid which [ lost
all consclousness of action, all guid-
auce of thought, struggling ns a wild
brute, with all the reckless strength of
Insanity. It is a dim, vague recollee.
tlon: I nm sure [ felled Sanchez with
one hlow of my pistol butt; in some
wny that deandly clegver enme into my
hamds and 1 teod oo his body, swing.
ing the sharp blade with all my might
into those scowling faces. They gave
sullenly backward; they bad to, yelp-
Ing and snaeling ke o pack of wolves,
haeking nt me with thelr short knlves,
1 wak out agnin and again. 1 stood on
quivering flesh, erazed with blood, and
seeking only to KL T saw faces
erudhed In, arms seversd, the sudden
spiarting of blood fram ghustly wounds,
Outhis mingled with eries of ngony and
shouts of hnte, Then in an instont the
light wans dashed out nod all was dark
ness,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Mends Granite Ware,
The government suggests we econo-
mize on kitchen utensils, To mend a
hole In granite wnre work a plece

|t putty until perfectly saft, then take

n place of the putty Inrge enough to
eover the hole and put one plece on
either side of the metal, pressing to-
gether inside and out, smoothing duwn
the edges. Place the vessel In a slow
oven and bake until the putty is a
dvep brown, For contalnlng water the
vessel will be us good ns new,



