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‘fwas the Night b
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g | Uining Lnll and with appropriate eer
& \,-.;_-ﬁ';-” monles will weeathe holly about an

fhe portrait Is that of Clement Clark
Moore (1751-18G63), a founder of the
seminary who gave It the whole block
Moreover,
from 1821 to 1800 he was the professor
of Biblical learning and was professor
emeritus from then untll his death,
And In addition he compiled a “He-
brew and English Lexleon” (1809), the
first to be publishied In this country,
This notable scholar and dignified the-
ological professor -was born in New
York City, the grandson of Mnj.
Thomas Clurk, a retired officer of the
British army, and son of the Rt, Rev,
Benlamin Moore, third president of
Columbia university and second bishop
of New York. He studied for the min-
fstry, but was not ordained.

Christmas cmorning, at 9:30 o'cloek,
severnl hundred Sunday school chil
dren—mayhe s many as a thuuszmg
—will mareh from the new Chapel o
the Intercession In New York Clty with
trumpeters  and banners, singing
Clirlstinns enrols a8 they go, and lay
a grent wreath on a tomb in famous
old Trinity cemetery. This tomb I8
that of this same grave and reverend
professor of Biblieal learning and com-
pller of a lHebrew lexicon, And this
memorinl eelebhration I8 now a feature
of Christmasg day,

I is likely that this @hristmas the
theologlenl students and the Sunday
sthool children will add speclal fen-
tures to thelr memorial celebration, For
Clement Clark Moore 18, a8 everyhody
should know, the man who wrote
“rwas the Night Before Christmas”
and this Christmas season Is the cen-
tenninl of the writing of the poem that
has gone around the world and is the
delight of children wherever Santa
Clnus 18 known, Of course there are
lots of people who do not know who
wrote It.  And that's because It has
become so much n part of our Christ-
mas traditlon and lterature that It
pever occurs to them that it bad an
puthor, It's like Mother Goose, you
know.

December 23, 1828, the Troy (N. Y.)
Sentinel printed the now famous poem
with the title, *A Visit From 8t, Nich-
olns,” The name of the author was
not given.

The jolly Jingle met with instant
apprecintion, Other newspapers pub-
lished it. City after city all over the
country copled it. It was published
in magazines, Next it went Into the
publie school readers, Then come
gpecial editions of the poem, lllustrated
by artists who had made a name by
thelr pletures for children, Finnlly
it wans translated Into many languages,
Now It may be heard almost all over
the world,

And all this time the name of the
author was unknown., The fuct 18 that
Professor Moore was not exactly
pleased over the publication of the
poem and its world-wide popularity
caused him to shrink from claiming
fts authorship.

You see, he had nothing to do with
its originnl publicatlon. The poem

wae written for his children and was

strictly for family use, HBut In the
winter of 1822, shortly after the poem
was written, the family had as a visitor
the eldest daughter of Rev. Dr. David
Butler, rector of St. Paul's church,
Troy. To lher one of Clement Moore's
little daughters read the poem. The
visitor was delighted with the poem

—— Ly .urN DICKINSON SHERMAN
IRISTMAS EVE the students of the
Genernl Theological seminary in New

York City, the largest teaining school
!L for 'rotestant
—! iplscopnt ehureh, will gather In thely

* old portrait that hangs on the wall,
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A VISIT FROM ST. NI
By CLEMENT €. MOORE
J ;’ YWAS the night before Christmas, when all
through the house
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse;
The stockings were hung by the chimney with care
In hopes that §t. Nicholas soon would be there;
The children were nestled all snug in their beds,
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads.
And mama in ler kercheef, and I in my cap,
Had just settled our brains for a long winler's nap—
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I flew like a flash,
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash.
The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow
Gave a luster of midday to objects below ;
When what to my wondering eyes should appear
But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reindeer,
With a little old driver, so lively and quick,
I knew in @ moment it must be St. Nick,
More rapid than eagles his coursers they came,
And he whistled and shouted, and called them by name:
“Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and Vizen!
On, Comet! on, Cupid! on, Donder and Blilzen!
T'o the top of the porch to the top of the wall!
Now dash away, dash away. dash away all!”
As dry leaves that before the wild hurricans fly,
When they meet an obstacle, moint to the sky,
So up to the houselop the coursers, they flew,
With the sleigh full of toys—and St. Nicholas, too.
And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof
The prancing and pawing of each litile hoof.
As I drew in my head, and was turning around,
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound.
He was dressed all in fur from his head to his. foot, f
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot}
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back,
And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack.
His eyes, how they twinkled! his dimples, how merryl
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry;
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,
And the beard on his chin was as while as the snow.
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his {eeth,
And the smoke il encircled his head like a wreath.
He had a broad face and a little round belly
That shook, when he laughed, like a bowl full of jelly.
He wag chubby and plump—a right jolly old elf ;
And I laughed, when I saw him, in spite of myself..
A wink of his eye and a twist of his head
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread.
Ile spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,
And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose,
And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose.
He sprang lo his sleigh, to hig team gave a whistle,
And away they all flew like ,fm down of a thistle;
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sights
“Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good-night !’

A MODERN KRISS KRINGLE

By HAROLD BARNES

Kriss Kringle laughs with a merry glee;
“I'll foal the children this year," says he;
“They think I am coming with deer and sleigh,
And jingle :rf bei!s, l':: the same old way.
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“But I'll do it,” he says, with a knowing wink,
As he opens his hangar—and what do you think?
There slands in its shed like a waiting train

The finest brand of an aeroplane.

Shining and gleaming and new and spick—

Just made to order for Old St. Nick.
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and copled It into her album, Then,
Just before *Christmnsg of 1520, she
sent # copy to the editor of the Troy
Sentinel,  And that’s how the verses
came to be printed In the first place.

Clement Moore, Hke many o man
with a serlous purpose in life, had
o hobhy which he did not ride In pub-
e, His voeation was the teaching
of Biblieal learning to theological stu-
dents, HIs avocention wus writing po-
etry for the edifieation and pleasure
of his ehildren. As for the children,
they thought their father's verses were
the best fun In all the world. He un-
derstood so well their likes and dis-
likes and sympuathlzed so keenly with
thelr jJoys and griefs, Sometimes the
poems contalned a moral that could
be applled right at home, Bat in gen-
ernl the verses were just sheer, clear
rollicking fun,

Clement Moore, as he related In Int-
er yvears, first heard the story of St
Nicholus as told in the poem from a
jolly Tat Dutchman who lved near
hig boyhood home, The Dutehman had
heard the story when a boy In Hol-
land.

Well, when the Christmns of 1822
drew near Clement Moore thought he
would write a Christmns poem as a
present for his children.  And he
picked cut the Dutchman's gtory of
St. Nick as the subject, The Moores
llved in a big house on a hill that
sloped to the Hudson., The ground
was all covered with snow, There wns

n great fireplace where the Christmas |

stockings were hung, The setting was
just right. So one evening Clement

Mopore sat down In front of a cheerful |
gan |

blaze In the big fireplace and
the verses that will geep his fame
fmmortal as long as there are chil-
dren and Christmas la celebrated,

Clement Moore was a very modest
man and his personal feeling nhout
the verses he wrote for his children
wns that they had little merit exeept
a8 verses for children—and for his
own children. And for that reason
he wns reloctant to disclose hig nu-
thorship. Finally, In 1844, he did pub-
lish a “Collection of Poems” which
Included “A Vislt From' 8t, Nicholas,"

In the records of the Genernl Theo-
logleal seminary Is the followlng testi-
wonlal from Its faculty to the sterling
worth of thelr associnte:

“We recognize in him one whom God
has blessed with selected gifts; warm-
hearted In friendship, genial in soclety,
kindly and considerate to all; pose
gessed of fine lterary tustes, poetie
Instinets and i-\'prt-snl\‘vm-ss. nnd of
cheerful humor withal; ot the same
time well accomplished In geverer stud-
jes and resolute for more laborious
undertnkings, as his learned works in
Hebrew grimmar and lexicography dige
tinctly testify.”

“A Visit From St. Nicholas" Is here-
with reprinted (n full, And no apology
is made for reproducing & poem that
milllons of children-—and grownups,
too—know by heart. It's not hard
work at Christinas time to run over
the old, famlillur lines—they're good
reading yet for the oldest und crusth
est of us.

The few lHnes of verse below, print
ed Just for the contrnst, are the be
ginning of a clever Twentleth centur
verslon from the Philadelphia Publl
Ledger In which an up-te-date 8t. Nie
truvels by alrpiane,

| nlght; her eyes ag deep and a8 blue ns

Indian
Lodge Tales

By
Ford C. Frick

THE STORY OF THE
COLUMBINE

ANY, many years ago, when the
world was young, and the Chosen
People  lived In happiness In  the
shindow of the Great Peak which polot- |
ed the way to Heaven, ther: was born
to the Chief of the T'ribe n daughter,
This dnughter grew to womanhood,
and wasg much loved by all the mem-
bers of the tribe, for she was the most
beautiful girl In all the world, Her
halr was 08 black as the clouds of

the sky, Her skin was white—-and not
red like that of the Indinns who knew
her.  Her volee wns as soft ns the
gsonth wind and as sweet ns the volee
of the birds that sang to her from the
trees. And from all around, from near
nnd far, came the warrlors of the
tribes to woo her and elulm her for
their wife,

As she grew older her fame gpread,
and even distant tribesmen came to
look upon her and to love her. Her
father's lodge was filled with preclous
gifts whieh they brought—bows and
urrows, and skins and wampum nnd
beads and war Jnckets nnd all the
other precious things which they pos-
sessed,

But the maiden loved all the war-
rlors anllke, and none of them would
she marry though they nsked her
muny thmes; until finally there eame
to the tribe o Dakotalh from the North,
and when he hond wooed the malden
Tor many moons, and she still refused
him, he became angry. One nlght he
crept to the chlef's lodge, where the
malden was sleeping, and gtole the
malden nway and mornted on his
hiorse and rode Into the Euast.

When  the tribesmen  discovered
what had happened, they mounted on
their ponfes and ctarted In pursuit
and for many days and moeny nlghts
they continued the chase, until at lust
they came upon the warrior ns he was
crossing the Grent River to the east-
ward., When the warrlor snw that he
waus captured, he drew his knlfe from
its sheath and pdunged It Into the
malden’s heart, and so =he died. And
then the warrlor himself fell upon the
knife,

So the tribesmen, with sorrow and
tears, earried the malden home and
Inld her down at the door to her fa-
ther's lodge, nnd the whole tribe wept
| and wonld not be comforted, Finally
| the Manitou, seeing thelr grief, ape
| peared to the fathers of the tribe and
' to them he sald:

“Grieve not my children, that your
daughter 18 lost to you. TFor I am
your futher and I will look over you,
and your daughter I will take with me

| to live In the Happy Huntlng Ground
| where she can look down upon you
|
|

nnd see you and love you. And as a
token of my promise, I will lenve with
| you a sign—by which you will know
that the beautiful malden Is with me
forever,”

As he spoke he stooped to a stream
nnd drew a gourd of water and this
he sprinkled upon the dend body of
the maiden; and when the water fell,
there was a great cloud came down
upon the earth, and from the cloud

| eame two birds and these picked up
the body @f the malden and flew nway
with It to the westward where was the
| summit of the great peak where lived
the Manitoun. And where the body had
lain, there sprang up three flowers,
and in thelr center they were hlue as
the eves of the malden who had gone,
and at thelr outer edges they were as
| white and beautiful as her skin,

i And ull about other flowers sprang
up, untll the Lills and the plains were
dotted with them, and se was the col-

| umbine born. Now ench Indian knows

that the columbine is the flower of

Munitou, telling his promise to the In-

dians, and they know, too, that It

sprang from the spirit of the beautiful
mniden who was killed by the flerce

Dakotuh,

Salesmen Use Stamp to Register.

Signatures made by sm.ull rubber
stamps are becoming common on hotel
registers, Guests who use this method
are mostly salesmen. One traveling
man at a New York hotel sald he had
ndopted the rubber stamp In place of
the pén becnuse his signature was al-
most llegible and he was constantly
gnnoyed by clerks who telephoned to
his room to get his correct name,

Other travellng salesmen use the
rubiber stamp as an advertisement, The
stamp and the mininture stamp pad At
enslly In a coat poclet.—New York
sun,

Java Sugar Production Large,

The advance In the price of Cuban
ruw sugar recently has directed atten-
tion to the probable ameynt that will
e produced during the current year in
Tava, Recent estimates muode thig fall
gzive figures larger than those mnde
sarller In the year, ns the prolongation
if the ralny season has had no injurd-
wis effect other than to delay cutting
n some sections. Production of the
nembers of the assoclation I8 expected
o reach 1,524,284 long tons, with thar
or outslde mills placed at 170,364 long
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N So Fragrant
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) and Smooth
;;;';;L': Beautiful women know the
/'-; value of using rain warer and
L ure soap for their complex-
",1.:} E'm. Becnuse of its purity, girls
?) today favor

) COLGATE'S
4, Cashmere Bouquet Soap
L‘_} The favorite perfumed soap
-\ for three generations

P  Large size,25¢ Medium size, 10c

(s Luxurious—Lasting
{+f Refined

Mothers!!
Wrrite for 32-
Page Booklet,
“Mothers of
the World"
Pat. Pmcess

Use This Coupon
The Lloyd Mfg.

Manse send me your
howitat,” Mothers of the
Warld, "
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NOW HAVE GOATS AS PETS
Greenwich Village Girls Claim They
Find the Humble “Billies” Use-
ful Companions.
The real thing In the Greenwlch vil-
Inge studio now I8 the hilly goat. Those
who profess to know go so far as to
state that the village girls, when they
go ont to show their smocks nnd
hohhed halr, won't earry o Peke or a
Pom, but will lead a goat, Those wha
have them say they are easler to care
for than a dog, the upkeep not belng
&0 henvy, due to a goat's digestion, and
thnt they are kind and companionable,
There are other ndvantages, that of
gurbage disposal, even to cans, belng
mme, Then ngnln, the owner of n goat,
particularly If the studlo Iy small, will
tiever he lonesome, & little observation
from the Sixth or the Ninth avenune
elevated from Fourteenth street cn’
down will show that the goat Is becom-
ing more and more prevalent.—New
York Correspondence in the Detrolt
News,

i

A dollar found is less valuable than
quarter earned.

$5$657 &38 SHOES {4
W. L. Douglas shocs are actually de-
manded year after {:-m- by more people
than any other shoe in the world

for style, mato-
!E_C__A_l_jﬁg rial, workman-
ship and reasonable prices
thoy are unequaled. FORTY
YEARS of satisfactory ser-
vice huve given the people
confidence in the shoes and in

the protection afforded by the
w. l Douglan Trade Mark,

PROTECTION jsainat v

rofita is guaranteed by the
pum nn'd price stamped on
the sole of every pair,

W.L.DOUGLAS: o are

ally guod yalues, Only by ex
amining them can you appre-
ecinta their superior gualities,
Youcanalwayssavemonay by

P 2y078

wearing W.L. Douglas ahoos, sl as .an
Sk and poriraid w i
W.L.DOUGLAS®0s2 a8 lhest &now

of our own stores in the large
cities and by shoe denlers
sverywhere. When you need
whoas, if not convenient to call
ane of our stores, sk ‘mr

whio dm-lcr';n‘ show you WL,
Douglas shoes. The neme

nmﬁmu in always ﬁ!:inly 1 el for ‘:ﬂ
stamped on the sole, Hefuse wrile for
substitutes, The R:mu are

g.;mm antn ! U 4
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tn your foen handles W, 1 Prosidant

lm:omn shieswrite today for WL, Douglas Shee Ce
excinnwe rghts to handie this 10 Spark Streed
quick eelling, quick tura-over link. Alass.

name and price W
r’mn.’ stam on
he anle.
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ake Ideal Xmas Gifts

Rold and guirsplead by lvading deal

Milllons wear thom, Norubber, Lous

comfort and pany stretch from Phos
hor almuu pri
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FARMERS BUY IN CAR LOTS *

From the Corcoran Cual Co., Buffalo,Wye. .
Lump Coal at the Mine, $4.00, e+

Ffarmera get busy and be your wrdpl- .

uying in car lows, saving retallers “ TR
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