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One star burned low within the darkened
ennt,
And ‘frgm a stable door an answering

t

Crept 'fnlnuy forth, where through full
hours of night

A woman watched. The sounds of day
had ceased,

And save the gentle tread of restieas

beast

Thera dwelt & hush profound. The moth-
er's sight—

Bo holden by her Babe took no affright

When shadows of the beams, that caught
the leant

Of light, seemed shapened to a lengthen-

nEg crows;

Bhe onry saw a crown made by a flecce

Of golden halr. Naught presaged pain or

lous—
To her, the plvot of the swinging sphere
Lay sheltered In her arms so warm and
nenr;
A mother's heart procliimed Him “Princs
Pence!”

~Edna A. Foster.
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[ & was such an un-
kempt, #ad looking
erenture when he
presented  himself
at the beck door
that Christmas
morning asking for
something to eatl
that Mary was
| more than half in-
clined to disobey
A rule of the
stood good
at all seasons of the year as well
as at Yuletide, and refuss his re-
quest. Before she could do so, how-
aver, Mrs, Tracy herself came into the
kitehen, and, with scant show of hos-
pitality, Mary allowed the tramp to
enter.

She had always secretly grumbled
because Mrs. Tracy would allow no
one to be turned away hungry, and to-
day there was no excuse, for the fam-
ly had just finished breakfast and
there was plenty of food left to give
the man a substantial meal.

“Goin' to come and rob the house
to-night, like's -not,” was Mary's in-
ward comment as she put the coffee
pot on the stove, and she watched the
man narrowly to see if he were mak-
ing & mental plan of the house, but
her suspected burglar did not once
look up from the floor as be sat ner-
vously lwirling his hat.

“He's young and able to work,”
Mary solllogulzed, as she bustled to
and fro putting eatables on one end
of the kitchen table, “Might be tol-
erable good lookin’, too, If he was
shaved and dressed up—and-—washed.”

*There!” she snapped, setting & cup

Wof coffee down on the table with as

much force as she could without spiil-
ing s contents, “Youx vitual's set.”

The man, scarcely ralsing his eyes,
dropped his hat and hitched his chalr
near the table.

Just aa he eagerly clutched the cup
of fragrant coffee, & door opened, a
palr of merry blue eyes peered lnto the
kitchen and & ehrill lttle volce piped
out, "Hello, man, merry Christmas!”

The “man” started, shifted uneasily
in Lis chalr, but made no reply. Un-
daunted by his chilling reception, the
door was burst open, and a golden-
baired little boy burst Into the room.
With the unguestioning confldence ot
childhood, he walked un to the
stranger and sald gravely, “I sald
merry Christmas.”

“Run into the other room, Donald,”
Mcory put in hastily,

The man shot a half-defiant glance
at her, but did not look at the child.

*“] don't want to,” the little fellow
replled. "He's company, and mamma
sald I could "tain him. 1 bringed the
pew Mother Doose book dat I dot from
Banta Claus to show he,” and, push-
Ing & chair close to the table, from
it be mounted the end of the table
opposite the man, and sat there like a

sweet, rosy cherudb observing some
dark spirit.
The tramp, who seemed almost

“« famished, paused just long enough to

look wonderingly at his strange litde
sompanion, and then gave his full at-
tention to the meal,

“Don't you want to talk?” Donald
demanded,

“I'm not fit—that is, 'er, I don't
know how to talk to such a little kid,"
the man answered,

“All right, I guess you want to eat,"”
the child observed, graclously., *I
guess I'll read to you,'" opening the
book he was holding In his arms, “"You
know Mother Goose, don't you?"

The man shook his head, but some-
thing llke a smile flitted across his
sullen featurea.

‘““Well, I'll show you the pletures and
rend you 'bout ‘em. This one,” and

Donald slid along the table as mnear | pgif-open door.

to the man as the dishes would al-
low, “this one {8 about ‘Blue Boy.' I'll
read 'bout him,” and, In a chanting,

high-pitched volce, he repeated the

rhyme of “Little Boy Blue."

nim,"” and, in a very solemn and im-
pressive tone, he repeated the tale of
"“Tom, Tom, the Plper's Son.”

“It's dreadful bad to steal, you
know,” he commonted, gravely. "My
mamms says 80, and, of course, she
knows—mammas know most every-
thing, don't they? Once—what do you
think?=1 stole! 1 didn’t steal a plg
like Tom, but I stole pome little cakes,
and my mamma talked to me a long
time, and she told me so many things
so 1'd grow to be a good man, Did your
mamma want you to be a good man,
too "

The man choked on a hasty cup of
coffes, but made no reply, Donald did
not geom to expect one, but chatted on.
“1 whe ‘frald my mamma did not love
me any morc when I stole those cakes,
‘enuse she looked wo sorry, but,” with
a happy Hitle laugh, “seemed llke she
loved me more'n ever afterr But 1
don’'t want to see her look sorry lke
that again. DIid you ever make your
mamma look sorry—out of her eyes,
you know?*

A smothered groan from the
stranger and, with a echild's intuition
of "something wrong," Donald sought
to cheor and console, and sald, reas-
surlngly, “Well, you just go an' tell
her you're sorry an' see if she dom't
be glad and love you. I most know
she will"

The man had ceaped eating and sat
motionless with his head bowed on
his breast untll Mary approached and
curtly asked if he were "“done eatin“"”
“Yee," he answered absently, and,
looking wistfully at the child, he
renached for his hat,

“Is you goin' to see your mamma?"
gquestioned Donald, eagorly.,

“Yes, my little man,” came the an-
gwer, in a clear, ringing volce that
made Mary jump and drop a basin,
“That's just where 1 am going. Bat
first, tell me your name."

“I'm little Donald Rohert Tracy, and
my papa's big Donald Robert!™

“Good-by, little preacher. You're
the best one I've ever heard,” and
just brushing the golden head with
his lips, the tramp passed out of the
door and went down the street, not
with the slouchiug, hang-dog air with
which he had approached the house,
but with head erect and shoulders
squared, ho swung along with long,
easy strides,

“Of all the ungrateful wretches!"
exclaimed Mory, angrily, to Mrs,
Tracy, who had slipped in through the
“He never even sald
‘thank you.'” Her mistreas did not
seem to hear, but, with shining eyes,
gathered her little son up in her arms,
and, as she pressed him closely to her,
she whispered brokenly, “And a little

“Did you ever sleep under : hay- child shall lead thom.”

mow " he asked, suddenly, at the con-
clusion of his recitation.

The man frowned sglightly at the

A year passed, and little Donald’s

childish query, bit his lip and nodded “'talning” the tramp was forgotten

his head.

“Was It nlee? went on his Inter-
“Did vour mamma let you?"
The man’'s lower lip was pressed

rogator.

cruelly by hiz teeth at this question,
but a surly shake of his head was his
only reply.

“Oh, was you naughty and runned
away?' the boy asked, slowly.

Had Mary been an observing girl,
she would have seen, unfler the
serubby beard and grime on the hag-
gard face, a dull red flush spread to
the roots of his shaggy, neglected hair.

“Didn't your mamma come to look
for you?" continued the llitle tor-
mentor,

“She didn't know where I was,V the
tromp answered, in a strange, muffled
volce,

{*Then you hided from her!” ex-
¢laimed the child, with blue eyqes wide
open,

The man was looking out of the

window now, forgetful of his good
breakfast.

“] was naughty once and runned

“YOU EKNOW MOTHER GOOSE

DON'T YOU?
by all save Mrd, Tracy., She often won-
dered what frult the good seed sown
by the fonocent child last Christmas
morning had borne, That he had been

away,” Donald prattled on, “and when | G0d’s chosen instrument fo- working
my mamma found me she was just | 0Ut some great end, her gentle hear
awful glad, but she cried, too—wasn't | Dever doubted.

that funny? And she sald mothers

It was, therefore, m great pleasure

WaSs .l'”. ".d when me’ m thelr nnd 'ltl.hcllon to her to recelve »

boys back, even when they was big |long letter from the “man.

It was

and runned awful far off, ‘strayed into | Written from his home In a far eastern
the paths'—I forget just what that |city, and told, In a simple, straight
part was, but she sald I must always | forward manner, the story of his down-
come back to her—an'—an'—I don't | fall and how, moved by Donald's child-

“A DOOR OPENED.”
‘member any more, but I guess if you'd
go back to your mamma she'd forget
the psughty and be glad. Do you
think she'd ery?”

The man cast one flerce look over
his shabby person, "“Cry!"™ he ex-
claimed, bitterly. “"Oh——" he dtew
his breath hard between his teeth as
the sight of the baby face choked back
the oath that nearly escaped him.

“Isn‘'t you goln' to eat any more?”
chirped the little fellow, with awak-
ened hospitality, noticing that his
guest, sltting with his bead on his
hand, secmed to have lost his appe-
tite. The chlld's volee roused hlm
from his thoughts, and, seelng that
Mary had paused in her work and was
watching him curlously, he asked
bumbly, "Can I have some coffee?”

Meanwhlle Donald was turning the
pages of his book. “Here's a funny
pieture,” he announced, pointing with
his fat little Anger, “but it's 'bout a
dreadful naughty boy. I'll read 'bout

ish prattie, he had worked his way
back home, resolved to Dbegin life
anew; how kind friends had helped
him and encouraged him, and how he
was doing well at his old trade of
bookbinding,

“1 was golng from bad to worse,” thé
letter ran, “and nothing Is easler for
a young fellow to do, and the road
down to being a ‘common tramp’ {8 &
short one when one gets started, When
I eame to your house that Christmas
morning I was bitter, hard and des-
perate. No one Uving could have
touched my heart as did that little
blue-eyed boy, Hig little sermon, with
its text taken from ‘Mother Goose,
snatehed this poor brand from the
burning. Tell the little. chap that ]
found my mamma, and she was glad
as he sald.”

Accompanying the letter was a pack-
age of Christmas gifts, addressed to
Donald,. Among other things It con-
talned a book—a copy of “Mother
Goose"” exactly like the one from
which be had “read" to the man to
““tain  him,” exquisitely bound |in

white vellum. On the cover In gold
letters was Donald's pame, and below

Blue Boy,

it, “From his grateful
Christmas-—189--."

In England children hang thelr
stockings at the foot of their beds. In
America the whola famlly suspend
thelr stockings from the mantelplece of
the sitting room, to save Banta Claus
the trouble of ascending the stairs and
entering each room to distribute his
WAres,

“% heard n story lately, which 1 think is
\l-ri' queer!"
il

And Robert's self was on my lap, his
Hps wers #t my onr—

“A dreadful, drendful story="" a sudden,
awiul paupe—

“S8omebtody sald the other day there aint
o Santa Claus,

“Would you belleve it, auntle?t Thay
mld ‘twan all & trick

About the tiny reindesr and the visits of
Baint Nick,

That ull the chimneys were too small,
the stoves were all too hot,

And loty of just such stuff as that, 1
can’t remember what,

“They sald that years and years ago,
with fire-places wide,

And nll the doors upon the lateh In all
tho countryside,

Both ol and young for myths and
dronms hed quite o protity pussion,

But now bellef in Banta Clius had all
Eone out of fashlon,

“And when I erled that I ecould prove
‘twas all a wicked lle,

They only shrugged thelr shoulders and
sald T'd better try;

I never will belleve 1t, T know It oan't
bo true!

For if I've never seen him, say, auntle,
haven't you?"

Ah, yea, my lttle questioner, gulte often
In my dreams,

Though when I wake T anly see the cold,
white, still moonbeams;

Dozing 1 often think 1 hear ths sound
of horn and hoof,

And waking find the elm-trea boughs a
tapping on the roof.

PBut 1 have other reasons than those
plain to eye and ear

For trusting In the story that we hold so
true and dear;

I never shall outgrow It, nor lose my
falth, becnuse

The world wili never got beyond a need
of Banta Claus k

=Youths' Companion.

THE DAY OF DAYS,

A thousand years have come and gone,
And near a thousnnd more,

Bineo happler llght from heaven slhione
Than ever shone before;

And In the hearts of old and young
A Joy most Joyful stirred,

That went such news from tongue to

tongue

Ad ears had never heard,

And we are glad, and we will sing,

_As In the days of yore:

Come nll, and hearts made ready bring,
To welcome back once more

The day when first on wintry earth
A summer chuhge began,

And dawning on & lonely birth,
Uprose the Light of man.

-T. T. Lynch.

M ynuy,,,

our travelers who were
snow-bound In a Western
passenger traln on Christ-

e — mas Eve speedily became
nequalnted with each other, and sat
sbout the stove at the end of the ear to
‘talk It over.” One of the men was a
drummer, another & cowboy, the third
A blg cattleman, and the last the minis-
ter who tells the story, They finally
fall Into conversation with n poor wa-
man and her two children, the only re-
malning passengers, and found that
the mother, who had tried to malntain
hergelf by sewing since her husband's
death, was glving up the unequal strug-
gle and golng home to lilve with
Ygrandma."

The little threadbare children had
heen promised o Joyous Christmas
‘here, andl when they found that the
olockade would prevent thelr Ketting
farther, for the presant, they corjed
oitterly until sleep quieted them. Just
pefore they dropped off the drummer
remnrked;

“Say, parson, we've got to give these
shildren some Christmas.”

“That's what!™ sald the cowboy

“I'm agreed,” added the eattleman

The children weore told to hang o
thelr stockings.

“We ain't got none,"” quavered the

fittle girl, "'ceptin’ those we've got

on, and ma says it's too cold to take

-em ('Iﬂ.”
"I've got two palra of new woolen

gooks," sald the cattleman, eagerly. "1

nin't pever wore 'em, and you're wel.

come to ‘em."

The children clapped thelr hands,
but thelr faces fell when the elder re-
marked:

“But Santa Claus will know they're
not our stockings. He'll put In all the
things for you.”

“Lord love you!" roared the burly
cattleman, “He won't bring me noth-
in'. One of us'll #it up, anyhow, apd
tell him it's for you.”

Then the children knelt down on the
floor of the car beside thelr Improvised
béds. Instinetively the hands of the
mon went to thelr heands, and at the
first words of “Now I lay me” hats
were off.

The cowboy stood tw!rling his hat,
and looking at the little kneeling Ng-
ures. The cattleman’s vision seemed
dimmed, while In the eyes of the trav-
eling man shone a distant look—a look
nerosg snow-filled prairies to a warmly
lighted home. Tho children were soon
naleep. Then arose the question of
presents,

“It don’t seem to me I've got any-

“NOW 1 LAY ME-—-"
thing to give ‘em,” sald the cowboy,

mournfully, “unless the lttle kid
might like my spurs, 1'd give my gun
to the Mttle girl, though on general
prineiples 1 don't llke to glve up a
Bun,"”

“Never mind, boys," sald the drum-
mer, “yon come along with me to the
baggage car.”

Ho off they trooped. Ha opened his
trunks and spread before them such an
array of trash and trinkets as took
away thelr breath.

“There,” sald he, “just plek out the
best things and I'll donate the lot!*

“No, you don't!” sald the cowhoy.
“I'm goilng to buy what 1 want and
pay for It, too, or else there aln't goln'
to be no Christmas round here,”

“That's my judgment, too,” paid the
cattleman, and the minlstor agreed,

8o they sat down to thelr task of se-
lection. 'They spent hours over it In
breathless interest, and when thelr
gifta were ready there arose the ques-
tion of a Christmas tree, It had stop-
ped snowing, and tramping out into the
moonlit wlght, they cut down a great
plece of sage-brush, The mother
adorned It with tinsel paper and the
gifts were prettily disposed. Christmas
dawned for two of the happlest e¢hil
dren under the sun, and a happy moth-
er, too, for inside the big plush album
selected for her the cattleman had
slipped a hundred-dollar bill,

After CUhristmas,

As a general thing affectionate
fathers and mothers rejolce In the hap-
piness of thelr children, but the rule
has Its exceptions.

“Is Mr, Smart at all given to drink
Inguired a merchant, anxiously, of his
confidential clerk.

“No, Indeed!" was the doclded an-
swer, “He never touches a drop. But
what put such a susplelon into your
mind?"

“Why, I noticed that he hag been
two hours late for the last three
mornings, and he looks for all the
world as If he hoad been on o regular
sprea,”

“Oh, that's all right,” sald the clerk,
“He gave hix boy a drum for Chrlst
man."

gilt of a fancy Dbedecked

box of enndies 18 at all times

a most weloome gift, and aa

bonbon candles are very ax-

pensive to purchase in IArge
quantities and are so earlly madoa fow
rocipes for Christmas goodies may be
useful to our readers. Years ago peo-
ple believed thdt candy was harmful,
but that notion was set aside; ané It
lg declared really beneficial-—of course,
when eaten at the proper time, In
proper quaniities and made of pure
materials. Home-made candies are al-
ways pure, the best materials are used
and the cost Is much less than s pald
for the same grade in the stores, It
I# & nice plan to make your own
Christmas candles, and you can send
boxes away to your friends who will
prize things made for them much more
than anything bought.

To send candles away they should
be made to look ar dalnty avd pretty
as ponsible,  Fancy baskets can be
cheaply bought that will be pretty
after the candy I8 used, and lined with
waxed paper over a fringed inner lin-
ing or some delicate colored tis-
suo paper. In packing place waxed
paper between the layers, and when
the basket ia filled wrap the edges ol
the lining paper over the top so that
the candies are covered, then gather
the fringed tissue paper Into a rosetie,
and tle with baby ribbon.

In making peanut candy, to every
half pint of shelled and blanched pea-
nuts use one cupful each of molasses
or mugar, Boll together untll the mix-
ture s brittle when dropped Into cold
water; then stir in the half pint ot
peanute before taking from the fire.
Pour into buttered pang and mark off
fnto squares or lengths before It cools,
Hickory nuts, English walouts or al-
monds may be used In place of pea-
nuts,

To blanch nuts is to remove the fine
skin which covers the nut under the
ghell. This will easlly rub off in pea-
nuts, bul other nuts reguire different
treatment, After removing the shell
cover the nuts with bolling water, and
let them stand until the dark skin
will eastly rub off, then put them Into
cold water, Dry betwesn towals.

A"

doubt If any class of menm
in the world appreciate
thelr holldays so fully as
the juckies, writes a re-

tired wpaval offlecer. The Iife on
board & warship I8 at  besm
very confined and necessarily
etriet and wevere, There 18 the

suggestion of a prison in the steel
walls and parrow quarters and the
regularity of the hours and meals. The
life of the jackles Is made up almost
eytirely of work with very litle play,
Wao learn to enjoy our Christmases the
more whon at last they come round,
On Christmas, for once In the year at
lenst, all rules, of which there are so
many on bourd & Dbattleship, are
thrown to the winds and the ifackies
are glven the entire freedom of the
ship, The order which is usually glv-
en them js that they can spend the day
exanotly as they ke, and take any lb-
ertles they chovse shorl of blowing up
the ahip,

It sometimes happens when the ship
In in some attractlve port that the
saliors prefer to spend the day on
land, and they are of eourse always
granted leave of absence, It is sel-
dom, howaver, that the ship is so de-
serted that the cabing are not for the
time converted iuio a veritable pande-
monium, There Is no formal celebra-
tion of the day ordered by the gov-
ernment, The sallors are slmply giv-
en their liherly and they do the rest
It o chaplaln chances to be on board
the duy W opened with some simple
religlous gervices and there the juris-
diction of the captaln may be sald to
end.

Thoughtfal Eanta.
Kind old Santa Claus! He brings
gomethiug even to the bad lttle boys

who go Gishing on Sunday—Puyck,
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