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A CHRISTMAS
TOBOGGAN

By MANDA L. CROCKER
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3}! a sheltered cleft on the moun-

tain side where the scraggy pines

made polite obeisance to their
bare-headed nelghbors, the Half-way
bouge had stood, a harbinger of com-
fort, for a score of years, -~

And now, though the old wtage IRy
rotting in the vailey and yho traveler
thundered along Ux rail beneath ILs
very foundations, the friendly gables
seemed beckoning to imaginary guests,

To-night, too, the pine branches
crackled merrily on the wide hearth,
as {f the snubs of a progressive pub-
lie were not worth minding, lighting
up the long, low room in the gloaming
of the Christmas Eve.

Two women conversed In tender
monotone in the cheery I[llumination,
and the elder was saying: “The paper
cannot be found and, of eourse, the
property goes to your Uncle Hermon.”

The otler rose wearlly from her
place before the fire and stood lean-
ing her head against the black old-
fashioned mantel,

“T'hen uncle really Intends taking
our home away from us?" she said, in-
terrogatively, looking down into the
patient mother face,

“Certainly, my daughter,” came the
reply in cheerful resignation, “and he
expects to take possession soon, too.
But. your father always made much
of the Christmas time and, for his
sake, we will keep the day gladly, you
know.”

“Yes, 1 know,"” and the girl turned
away toward the next room, tucking
up her sleeves with little gingerly
thrusts as she went.

The brace of partridges Brother Ned
had snared the day before made a
pretty plcture as they walted, plump
and round, for the last turn of the
skewer. After they were ready for
the morrow's roasting the tall, queenly
girl wenl over to the open doorway a
moment to contemplate the pictur-
esque landscape she had loved all her
life.

“Hven the scrubby oaks are restful
up here,” she mused, “and I don't see

“Who Caraes for His Charity 7"

how I am to bring myself to be turned
out like—a beggar!”

Making a sudden dash at her eves
with her handkerchief, she resumoed:
“0Of course, if mother is bent on hav-
ing a4 sunny Christmas in the face of
it all. why, I won't be shadowy."

HMearing a cheery whistle outside she
continued; “Ned doesn't care about it
—boys don't, O yes" (correcting the
uncharitable thought), “he doecs care,
but not as 1 do.”

The mother rocked to and fro be-
fore the fragrant blaze, humming an
old refrain, The dusk
gloomily in the corners of the room
while the danecing light glinted along
the smoky rafters as if eager to dispel
all thought of loneliness,

Ars. Cameron glanced upward, In
the years agone, when the rafters wero
not so smoky and the dear old rooms
not so dingy as now, the Half-way
house was the gocial hub of the woun-
tain side. But now—

A sturdy lad of 12 years came bust-
ling in with his arms full of holly and
his pockets full of mail.

“The road down to the village is a8
smooth as glass,"” he sald, brushing
the snowflakes from his clothes on to
the bright hearth., *“Horses will have
to be sharp shod to make the slide to-
morrow, I know"

Handing some letters to his mother,
bhe began to plan for a “jolly good
time” the next day, while he sepa-
rated the sprays of the glossy ever-

n.

Attraclted by his festive manner, his
gister volunteered to help, and fell to
sorting the crimson clusters for deco-
rating the table and brightening up
the rooms on the morrow,

“Of course he can't care much,” she
whispered, rebelllously, watching the
satisfaction shining on the boylsh

face,
*We'll have popcorn and chestuuts,

gathered |

R
eried Ned, o
“Everything,” repedfQ A V|
bitterly, “and then by and
nothing.”

But Ned did not hear, for his m
was saving: “Here's a mnote
Cousin Jessie,” while a smilg
up ber careworn face.

Then she passed the pape
murmuring: “All winter
dear old house.”
“Papa has concluded Ao let you stay
in the house until sp¥fing, as he can-
not find a tenant Mefore that time,
will stop,n fils' way to Fulton's in the
mornie and talk with you about the
mafer,” was what Edith read,

‘Then
sl lald the slip of paper on

om
ighted

to FEdith,
ong In the

her

rother's palm, wondering If by that
time anything would happen that they
would not have to go at all,

Ned tossed the nole into the ma-
ternal lap contemptuously and his surn-
ny face darkened. “Who cares for his
charity extension, I'd like to know?"
he exclaimed. “It's only because he

His Hp curled disdainfully and quiv-
ered into silence., He did “ecare,"” after
all, poor little brother, And Edith's
heart smote her as she Kkissed his
flushed cheek in sisterly sympathy,
After all, he had been braver than she.

“It's a veritable toboggan,” ex-
elaimed Hermon Cameron’s wife as
erous “gllide.” “Really 1 am afra'd of
an accldent.”

“I*udge, Mra. Falntheart; what can
happen?” laughed her husband, gayly,
a8 ho cracked his whip over the sicek
bays.

Truly, it did not seem possible for
anything to happen out of harmony
with the lovely holiday. Nevertheless,
a few minutes later the serenity of
the day was all broken up for the
Camerons. Frightened at something
by the roadside, the horses became
unmanageable and, in a twinkling, be-
coming detached from the sleigh, ran

wildly around the wupper turning,
throwing Mr. Cameron heavily to the
ground.

The lmpetus of the accldent sent the
vehlele spinning down the glassy in-
cline, its occupants perfectly helpless
to stay thelr mad flight.

The IFultons, startied to see a run-
away team dash into their grounds,
ran out to recognize it as that of their
friend, Cameron, and in a short time
they were bending solicitously over
the unlucky man who, prone on the
Christmas snow, was moanilng uncon-
sciously.

“We will take him up to the wid-
ow's,” sald Mr. Fulton, glancing in-the
direction of the friendly gables, “while
you go for the aoctor,” addressing his
son, “and then we will look for the
rest of them,"

Prudence Cameron prepared a couch
for her unfortunate brother-in-law,
with a queer gsensation tugging at her
heartstrings. He had meant to stop,
but not in this manner. Surely there
was a Providence in it

“Here are some papers we picked
up,” said Mr. Fulton, laying a roll in
the widow's hand. *“They must belong
to him. Examine them and see. |
haven't my glasses with me.”

In her gwn room Mrs, Cameron
looked the papers over, “Of
they're his.," she mused, unrolling the
grimy outer wrapper. Unfolding the
tinside paper she read: "1 hereby give
and bequenth the Half-way house to
my sister-in<law, Prudence Camerchn,
and—"

She read no further. Down at the
bottom of the instrument was the pe-
culiar ehirogmphy of her injured broth-
er-in-law.

“1t was never lost!” she exclaimedy

course

POWER OF A SONG.

A Christmns Illve Choras That ¥ans Be-

come P'onmous in the Hisiory
of the World,

Mr, Lonis C.
musie Awmerica recalls the tradition
of the Marienlied as for centuries it has
been
l morping in Goldberg, Germany,
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It was at the time of the “Black
Death,” in 13568. One of the greatest
pestilepces recorded in  history had
swept over every country in the Old
World, claiming ita dead by scores of

in terror from
awfiul fear of thelr

fled

thousands., Men
thelr fellow men, In

breath or tonch, and for weeks sus-
tained a strange, weird seige in soll-
tude. Nelghbor turned against neigh-
bor, Families shut themselves up In

thelr own houses, and denfed entrance
to all outsiders, and as the pestilence
gpread, members of the same famlily
turned agalunst one another. In thelr
terrible fear men became like wild
beasts, refusing even the cup of cold
water and the simplest gervice through
dread of contamination,

So it continued until Christmas eve,
when one man in Goldberg, belleving

left alive, and feeling, perhaps, that life
was not worth saving at the cost of
such {solation, unbarred his door at
dead of night and went forth into the
alr. Alone he gtood in the midst of

thronged upon him. He knew that it

was Christmas, and as he recalled other

Christmases, with thelr sacred joys and

their festjvity, he lifted up his veice in
the song:

“To us this day Is born a Child,
God with us! .

S 2 0 2 ;see this.”

He

can't do otherwise and make it pay.” |

the fine team cantered up the treach- |

Elson in his book on the |

two o'clock on Christmas |

himself the only Inhabitant of the city |

desolation, but the memories of the past |

fmon never meant thar |

hutting the precious document away
‘urefully, she went downstalrs with a
ueer little smile triumphant on her
patient face.

The physiclan and’ Hermon's family
had arrived and the wife was saying:
i “We went right on tobogganing down
|t0 the uneven road at the lower turn-
ing, Than the cutter went to pleces
against a tree and we were upset, but
not hurt.”

She ended with a hysterical laugh,
as she looked toward the white-faced
husband,

“Stunned a considerable, bruized a
bit, but fairly ready for his Christmas
| dinper,” sald the doctor as he took
his leave.

‘ In the kitchen Edith
brace of partridges and wondered if
there was “enough to go round.” But
while she cogltated the Fultons came
in with a bountiful dinner,

| “We planned for company,” langhed
jolly Mrs. Fulton, “"and we're bound to
have it, even If we meet them half-
way.” And soon the Christmas cheer
‘ﬂllm] the lonely old rooms.

surveyved the

In the midst of the merry Christmas

dinner Prudence Cameron looked

l
|
|

“Mr. Fulton Gave It to Me.”

across the table at her brother-in-law
who, pillowed up in an arm-chair, was

'munching a browned bird, and sald,
| playfully: “Christinas gift, Brother

Hermon."

“] meant to have brought some-
| thing,” Le stammered, in comfusion,
| *but—"

“'Phank you, I know you did,” inter-
rupted Prudence, her face glowing
! with victory, “and it is all right. Mr.

Fulton gave it to me—the will, 1 mean
!—--nn:l 1 thank you again.”
| Had the house tumbled down the
| mountain side Hermon Cameron could
not have been more surprised. He
sank back among the pillows with a
suppressed groan. “My heart!™ he
said, faintly. *“My heart!"

“You are hurt more serlously than
we thought for!" eried the Fultons, in
alarm.

“Oh, no,” murmured
am just a little overcome,

And so it proved. But, although
he revived and chatted with his friend,
Fulton, over the toothsoms plum pud-
ding, he did not look Pradence Cam-
eron's way again that day.

And that night Ned sat before the
crackling on the broad hearth,
while the dancing light touched his
ruddy face and glinted up along the
smoky rafters, and whizspered between
his palms: “Dear Lord, we are so
thankful for blessed Christmas-
{ tide; but just now we are thankfuller

for the upset of Uncle Hermon!"

Hermon.
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His mother s a virgin miid,
God with us!

| God with us! Against

Through a barred door came another
voice In own, and then
the door flung wide, and a man
Joined hilm In the street and sang with
him. Together they marched through
the town, fts flrst audible
| gound and cries of terror
descended upon [t,

The song woke strange echoes,
thelr living tombs men, women
children came f{arth
25—all that wera left of the town-
marching through the death-stricken
streefs, they sang with new courage:
“God with us! Agalpst us who dare
| be?"

Whether it was that the plague had
| spent its violence, or, which is more
probable, that the minds of the sur-
vivors were more serene, none of this

us who dare be?'"
Hponse to !l:.-

Was

giviug it
wiills

first the plague

slnce

and

and

| Httle band died of the Black Death,
| They returned to their homes, burled
thelr dead, and the town began to
awake,

No wonder that the incldent was res
membered, and that fer centuries thas
people of the town continued to meet
each Christmas eve at midnight, and at
two o'clock marched through the streets
| singing the same old hymun,
| The sublime assurance breathed in
that song is what men

them brave when earthly joys fade, It
| lifts them back to the living world, and

| the sight of Heaven, when they have
buried themselves in despalr. In the
darkest and most helpless hour the
gense of the presence of God will wake
a song the echoes of which come back
to us in the new hope awakened iu other
lives.—Youth's Companion.
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The Prince of Peace

At His Name Every Knee Shaill
Bow and Every Tongue Confess

R

VERY ecountry of earth offera
@ an apotheosis In the person of
gome great man who distin-
gulshed himself In some great crisls
in Its afMairs. Switzerland idolizes
William Tell, Russia her Peter the
Great, Prussia her Frederick the Graat,
Franea her Napoleon, Italy her Gari-
baldl, England her Alfred the Ureat
and the United States her Washington.
It i8 food for reflection that in thé
selections of heroes and in hero wor-
ship it {s an invariable rule, not a sin-
gle exception being known In all his-
tory, that cholece is made of one who
has crowned his life with deeds done
in battle. By and through the flash
of the sword alone has fmmortality of
fame been won by mortals,

The scimiter of Mohammed and not
his Koran conguered Arabia, Armenia
and the Balkans., Moses was a jlaw-
giver, but he also was a mighty war-
rior and led his followers on from
one victory to another. It {s he and
Josbna and David and John Hyrcanus,
all tatrepid soldiers, who have made
glorious the history of the Jewish peo-
ple. The history of Mohammedanigm
is written in blood and Omar and
Saladin stand out prominent in its rec-
ords, So with other nations. Deeds,
deeds only, and these calling for great
holocausts of human lives, to make
imperishable some individual name.

Christmas day offers an anomaly,
however, in the history of men who
have lived and wrought wonders. The
Christ was a man of peace, deploring
war., What is vet more strange, He
{s glorifled throvgh His words and not
through His deeds. The Heavenly
voice sald to the simple shepherd on
the plains of Bethlehem: ‘“BebLold!
I bring you glad tidings of great joy,
which shall be unto all the people;
for unto you is born this day In the
clty of David a Saviour which is Christ
the Lord.” And the accompanying choir
with ineffable melody sang the re-
frain: *“Glory to God in the highest
and on earth peace.,”

stand forth the opposite of all other
great lives that have filled pages In
earth's history. Born of humble par-
entage in n stable, amid the lowing
of kine and the raucous complaining
of discontented cattle, reared in the
far-away Dbleak hills of Galilee, en-
gaged daily in sawing logs into boards,
or planing the latter into smoothness,
He steps forth suddenly, at the age
of 28, as a teacher of righteousness.
Not among strangers, but in the midst
of His own people, He appeared, and
they were astounded at the profundity
of His knowledge. As though to per-
suade themselves that they were not
mistaken as to His identity, they asked
of one another; "“lIs not this the car-
penter's son?"
His life work

was brief, but four
short years! Compare this with
years spent by other jlluminati
sarth in perpetuating their fame.
Without use of mouney, or influence, or
aumbers, and without couriing

the |

of | mas?”’

of the rich and powerful, He wen|
about from town to town preaching
His gospel of peace and love. Thoge
who gathered to Him were poor men-—
fishermen, publicans, small farmers or
herdsmen, rather,

The waters of the sea of Judea wera
but little stirred by His presencoe. So
little was His presence felt that no
contemporaneous historlan of His
time, outside of His immediate follows
ers, makes any reference to His lifa
or His works. Josephus, a voluminous
and very just historian, ignores Him
utterly. No record has bLeen found at
Rome of His death., so little imprea«
glon did it make upon the mind of
Pilate,

True it is that He healed slck men,
cleansed lepers, ralsed the dead and
cast out devila. But these wera guhe
ordinate and incidental only to His
life-work, which was that of proclaime
ing & new gospel—that men eghould
love one another. He made no parade
of miracle-working. 1t was only when
the suffering were brought into His
presence that He made exercise of IHia
divine power in healing.

He died the most shameful, disgrace-
ful death known to His generation.
In his extremity He was deserted even
by His most devoted followers. Ile
trod the wine-press of agony alone.

Yet this Man of Sorrows has con-
quered the world. Other |llustrious
men lived out their little day and all
that remains of them is the memory
of their deeds. They songht to build
up material kingdoms; Christ's realm
is In the hearts of men. His teachings
have survived the overthrow of a
thousand Kingdoms of earth. His
waords to-day are as polent to sway
men a8 when they came burning from
His lips. AIll the higher civillzatios of

earth yields Him reverence and
homage.
Age but eserves to strengthen the

might of His power and to confirm the
promise of the prophecy: At the
name of Jesus every knee shall bow
and every tongue confess,”

WILLIAM ROBSER COBEBE.

HIS CHRISTMAS HHOI'E,

The Christ-birth and the Christ-life |

I
|
|

“Whateher goln® to glt for Christ-

“Par promized me a lickin’, but I've

prayved Santa Claus ter make him fer-
favor | git it.”
{

The winds sloop in thoe valleys
The while I dream of Christ
I see the tiny stockings hisn

A Dveamy of Christmus

'l WATCH the glowing emhersns the moments fit away,
ForCorlstmas will be with us in the moruing eold and gray,

and the swars shine on the suow
mien that vibnishiod long ngo;
ging by the rmaay bhearch,

In every room this holy night 1s hushed the childish mirth,
For the lietie ones are sleeping "neath the winter's ngure dome,
A«dreawlinug of the bappy hour when Sants Cluus shull come

HO wonld not for o moment wander to the Long A’lu
T'o s Lhe Neile stockings hanging \n o coey row

Who would not deaw the coverlid from each well eherished face

And guzge upon the ehlldren 1o thelr innoceaes und griee ¥

1 sew thom sweaet |y sleeping and about them all v still,

TThisy 4o not haar the }.uglxllu beils upan the whlteoed hilly

Cheek to cheek they e in slomber, sugel goarded, us ] know,

A vislonul somo Ccoristmas foir that flued luog ago.

O pluoka not from the vanished Past some Christmas ke to this ?
Who feels not stil pon hls brow some holy Chelstions Kiss @

Tho blls tha! ring to-night bopeath the sky's star dindmm

Toll mors than that sweet gtory of the Babe of Bethlehem:

Thoy bring to us from out the Past the loves we eherish yut,

Their tones recall the Christmases wo nover guite forget,

We've but s lsten now o hewr the balls Beross the suow

That ring onee wore deep ln our hearts as Lo the Long Ago.

BI‘T In the ehimes to-night 1 hear & musle not of earth— y
The star-born chorus that proclaimed the hnmble Christ=ohild's birth,
And n swosl, immortal vislon eomes from Judah far away

Where dawned In grandenr nnd in love the world's first Christmas Day;
Methinks | hear a tapping at oy window framed in white,

“'va nok the bells which on the s ring out this winter night;
Nay, surely "us o tapping, rislng soft above the din,

And, dream!ing, | Lhe cuspment seek 1o let tho l..'hrpll'.lt-t'llﬂsI in.

U, HARBAUGH,




