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THE CHRISTMAS TREE. home. They were only walting now-—
— he and ]’:]uiu'lll for the snmmons which
(Acrording to Tommy,) 'ﬂhm:!'l eall them ‘o the happy reunion
The trees In our -..r- hard and down by the where there would he no sad good-bys

well

In summer tlme glve us our clder and
Jell, .

The apples and peaches, the quinees and
prears,

The plums I ean plek from my window up
stalrs,

All grow In the summer; and oh! It's A
trent

To have all the nlee Juley frult you ean
ent,

Put none of the sumimaer stafl sntisfice me

Like that which we plek from the Christ
mas tree!

The frult of the summer o good In s
P|l‘|l'|-

Wit stonwe hrulsy feet nnd with tan on
your face

It's fiue to cllmb up where the robbins

hwve found
A nlee yellow apple all mellow and round
And tnke It away from the robber so bold
While he nud his mate fly around you and
peald,
It's fun nt the time, hut It never conld he
As tlce us the fun of the Christmas troe

One time I remomber my bad coneln Thin

Dared Charley and me to climb out on a
Hmb

No Mgger than one of my thumbs; and 1
an

"Caure Jimmy wan calling me VSlwy-hoy
kia,*

The Hmb—well, you're certaln what hap-

wned, 1T guous,
And Jlm got a whipping: ‘eause Lig sister

Pens

Told Nm's pan and ma what happened to
me —

I never fell ont of & Christmis tree,

The Christmas tree grows fn on nlght, and
It hénra

Things lots aud lots picer than apples and
penrs

Pve seen on fts branches doll bables and
drums

And steam-enrs and soldlers and big sugar
pluimns;

I've gnthered new milttens and pleture
hooks, too,

Right off from the
they grew

And eandles grn'w lHghted there, so you can

bent-over twlg where

Hee
'‘Fore daylight the things on the Christmnans

tree!
Bometimes In the parlor, sometimes In the
hull,
Bometimes In the dining-room —best place
of all

The Christmas-tree grows with its wonder
ful fruit,
gometimes It has n
root!
The fumuy thing s thnt I oftenthmes find
Itight there what for weeks | had had on
my mind,
And always, on
e e
Had better ook nnder the Chrlstmas-tree.
—Rtrickinnd W. Gilitlan, In Leslle's Week

The Message
of the Bells

Anil pine-hox for n

Christmas, who wants to

UN clonds sendded gustily aeross

the sky, hiding the peaceful face

of the moon, whose radinnece

tounched the edges of her somber

vell with a fringe of silver. The
great gray tower lifted its head far
aloft in the midnight stillnesg, and the
wind moaned around ity rongh-hewn cor-
nere a requiem for the dying year, With-
in the tower sat the old bell-ringer, wait-
ing for the stroke of twelve from the
clock, and, as he waited, his thoughts
drifted back to the years long buried
in the dimness of the past—the years
when hig floating white hair had been
criep and blnek, when his long, slender
fingers were strong and supple, and
‘struck from the midnight chimes music
of entrancing heauty.

Oh, happy memory! O, long ago! It
was on another night like that that Ru-
precht wans born: and the joy whiech
beamed from the pale young mother's
face war reflected in his own, as he left
her with her baby on her bosom nand
rushed to the bell-tower to make of his
chimes n pean of praise to the Father
who had filled his life with blessing.
How they loved him—that baby—their
only one—their all! How he and Els-
peth had watched each new develop-
ment—how proudly guided the first tot-
tering step; how carefully repeated the
first lisping word,

The boy studied—improving every op-
portunity with untiring zeal, until at
Iast the great organ in the Cathedral
below thundered its glorious music re-
spongive to the touch of the bhoylsh fin-
gers, People thronged to hear. Ru-
precht's services were demanded else
where—brilliant prospects opened  be-
fore him, and the inevitable separation
drew near,

New Year's Eve! How many
versaries this shadowy hour held! "The
boy bade them good:by while Blspeth
clung to him and gobbed, and her hus-
baod rushed away to tell the ehimoes his
ngony as he had poured into them his
joy. As be sat waltlng, even as now,
a step came up the stair, and some one
entered the belfry chamber, nnd the voice
he loved said tenderly “Meln Vater, lot
me play, the chimes to-night. 1 will leave
them a message to comfort you
when you are sad-—n message for you
and the mother, too, When I hear it in
the far-off Iand it will be my mother's
volee that siogs to me, and when you
play it, mein vater, it will say to you,
‘Ruprechit leves me' Then yon will
pray ‘God watch over my boy and keep
him safe for me,' and the All-Father
will hear,”

When Ruprecht struck the massive
keys it was the simple old Pleyel's hymn
he played, but he lent his beautiful voice
to the clangor of the bells and sang lis
mother's favorite words:

Chlldren of the Heavenly King

Ag yo Journey sweetly sing,

Bing your Baviour's worthy pralse
Glorlous In his works and ways,

A moment later he was gone. The
years had been many and long since
then, but no tidings ever came, and Els
peth’s hair grew white before the look of
expectancy in her dear eyes changed to
the calmness of resignation. He was
dead, of course, They had heard of the
wrecked ship, They had moved to a new

nnni-

and hearts forget how to ache.
The first satroke of midnight
and an Instant Iater the hells

wounded
penled

| forth, while the old man sang with trem:

N R -

hm!!"ll
New

bling lips and voice that no
but tsodl——as he had rang
Year gince that one

ane
every

Chlldren of the Heavenls
AR Yo Journey sweetly slng,

Klug your Saviour's worthy pralse
Glorlous In hls works and wayws,

King

Then, as the last reluctant echo dled
awny, he down the narrow
stairs toward home and Elspeth,

Not far from the tower stom] o man

stumbled

gion, where n great throng had assem-
bied to watelh the old year ont and the
new year in.  Bilken draperies rastled,
jewels gleamed, musle rippled on the
perfumed air, and bhappy volces rang
eweet amil high, Hut every sound was
sllenced, and bright eyes grew dim o
the Howl of melods which  suddemdy
poured about the gay throng They
erowded towanrd the music room. teyving

to eateh n glimpre of the player, '|i!|¢.-.u
who were near saw o, slender man, with
falr curling halr broshed back from n
brow as pure as n woman's, Quletly he
#nt before the grand plano, playing with
out the slightest efMort such masterful
musgiec as had hoshed the ligteners to
nwe-struck silence,

“Who is he?" was the question’ passed
from one to another,

“He ia n friend of father's,” the
told them.  “Father met him
nbhrond some years ago, and hy helping
him in n gearch for some misging friends,
won his heart. Father invited him here
for the holidays this year, but he de-
clined the Invitation, then this evening
suddenly and unexpectedly  appeared,

houteus

P ¥;

HRIBTMAR tide has come again

and all the little ehildren are
thinking nbont Banta Claus, and
some are wondering if he will
come to their house this time.
There ik hardly any renson for any child
to believe that he will not eome. A

good many things changoe in this world,

but on Christmns Eve merry old Santa
Clans is nlways heard of<—<his hair ns
white, his noge ns red, as ever: his hng
of toys just as full; his ery down the
chimpey of “Any good children here?”

just ns loud,

Krix Kringle s another name for
Banta laus, and a very good name,
too; and stockings are not the only things
that hold toys. Little German peasant
children often <ot their wooden shoes
on the hearth on Christmas eve, pretty
sure of a eake and a toy; for children,
however poor their parents may be, are
made much of in Germany., And in some
places in Europe a eurious thing hap-
pens, The mother, the father and the
rest of the family sit about the fire to
gether on Christmns eve,

All the room is tidy, 'The echildren.
half hopeful, half terrified, draw close
to mother, father, or grandmothers, as

A CHRISTMAS JOURNEY IN COLONIAL DAYS.

These great musicians are always eccen
trie, you know. I heard him tell father
that this is an anniversary he does not
like to spend aloue,

At eleven o'clock the hostess seated
bher guests in a circle, saying, “Now we
will turn down the lights and tell ghost
stories till midnight.,” The young people
foll in with the spirit of fun, and ghosts
walked, hobgohbling shrieked and ghonls
moaned, till the more timid Legged for
mercy.

It was almost twelve o'clock when n
new voice snddenly broke into p moment-
ary pause. Everyone looked up to see
the musicinn standing In the door,

“My friends,” he said, “my story is
not of the spirits of the unseen world—
it is of n lnd who once, on a night like
this, loft home and friends and went
out Into the wide world, with Musiec as
the priestess who presided at the altar,
where burned the fires of his ambition.
Bhipwreck, & weary sickness and deliv-
erance, n miscarried letter returned to
its writer long afterward—all these came
to the lad, and when at last, overcome
by the deadly ‘helmwel,"” he turned to
ward his home, he found it empty—the
loved ones gone. The years hnve passed
nnd the lnd is a man, but the father and
the mother he has not found, nor does
he expect to greet them again until the
New Year of heaven dawns for him, as
he belleves It has already dawned for
them. 8o, when the midnight comes 1
pluy ench New Year's Eve as I—as the
lad played on that last night long ago—
my message to my dear ones."”

The clock on the mantel warned for
twelve, and the musician turned to the
pinno and played again simply and lov-
ingly Pleyel's hymn, singing as in the
long ago the beautiful words his mother
Il)‘.“ll»

As the last note died nway in the quiet
room the tower clock began to strike,
but was drowned by the music of the
chimes, A thtill ran through the hushed
cirele as they recognized the strain they
had just heard, but the musiciun arose
with a mighty ecry, “Mein Vater!" and
ran out into the night, guided by the
music of the bells,

When the old bell-ringer shut the door
he could not see, for the tears that blind-
ed him, the hurrying figure on the pave-
ment. A moment later he was gathered
close to the heart that yearned far him,
and together, in the opening of the glad
New Year, they went out from tle
shadow of the old “bell tower, home to
Elspeth, whose mother-heart came near
to bursting, with the joy of a son's home-
coming,~—The Housekeeper,
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MAKING CHRISTMAS TOYS.

Thriving Indnstry in Germany, France
and Switzerland,

In parts of Germany, France
Switzerland every humble houvseholder
takes more interegt in Christmas than
the average American boy. This secms
like a strong stntement, for Christmas s

and

pretty thoronghly apprecliated by  the |

Ilut, great as the
is not eszential to

young of America,

foatival is to them, it
their existence. Ther could get along
without Christmas, but the toymakers
in Switzerland, the Tyrol and south Ger-
many would starve without this midwin-

ter holiday which makes a market for
their goods, There are wood carvers,
doll dressers and toymakers in every
hamlet and home of the Tyrol. They

depend upon the small wages they make
from these toys to put bread and butter
in their mouths,

All through the winter season every
boy and man carves out wood animals
and toys for the factories, Everything
ix handmade. A Noah's ark of twenty
or thirty wooden animnls that retails
for a quarter in this country does not
pay the earver more than a few pennies.

they hear a =ound of trumpets or horns
outside, Then the mother says: “What
enn this be?' and opens the door. As
she does so, o number of very strange
looking figures come in—amongst them
one person dressed in white, with wings,
and a great bagket in his hand, and an-
other in binck, with a buneh of rods,

“iod bless you all," says the figure
in white. “Are there any good children
here ¥

“Are there any bad
nsks the black figure,

“My children are all
the mother answers.

“I am glad to hear it.,” gays the white
vigitor. *1 have gifts here for good chil-
|il‘!'ll."

“Stop!" the black figure cries; *'they
nre not ghd., Hans strueck his brother
vesterday, GGretchen does not know her
eatechism, and 'etra broke n piece from
the SBunday cake as it sat to cool on the
window gill, 1 will leave rods to whip
them with."

The children begin to ery. The white
fignre spreads out his hands and says:

“The little ones will be better next
vear.” Then he takes of the rods
from the black visitor and drives him
out, The visitors play on the instru-
ments they have brought, and the whaole
fumily sing Christmas hymns, The an-
gelie visitor then empties his basket on
the table, and leaves there n great num-
ber of lced ecakes, gilded nuts, ginger
bread horses, and wooden toys, and then
departs. The mother tella the children
to be good all the year, lest the rod
should really be left for them on the
next Christmas, and all have supper and
g0 to bed,

Christmas day s a happy one for
most children all over the Christian
world, and 1 hope that because this is
g0 they will remember that this day is
kept because eighteen hundred and eigh-
ty-one years ago Jesus, who said “Suffer
little children, and forbid them not, to
come unto me, for of such Is the king-
dom of heaven,” was first A& babe In his
mother's avms.~—Mary Kyle Dallas in
the New York Ledger,

children here?

pretty good,”

Individuality in Gifs,

The personality of the giver expressed
in the wrappings about the Christmas
gift adds value to the simplest offering,
After all, it is the spirit of the giver
rather than the gift ltself which gives
the greatest pleasure, The favorite rib-
bon, the slip of mistletoe, the color of
the tissue paper covering, the card which
bears the Christmas greeting, all express
love and well-wishing,

The boys are taught to handle the
kuife early, and they learn to cut out
wooden ducks, hens, horses, cows and
other toys before they have reached their
teens,  Working all through the early
winter days and nights in their linlﬁo
]lnl!n-.-i. they make the wooden toys that
delight so many children |hr--n-.:h:-ut the
world.—New York Mail and Express,

Christmas Ghost Hunting.

The custom of chasing spooks on the
nlght before Christmas comes from lIre-
Iul_ul. One difleulty with making the
thing go In Amerieq is that our houses
are scarcely old enough to muake good
ghost repositories, A real haunted hounse
should be sufficiently old to he something
of a ghost itself. Like violins amd whis-
Ky, & spooky atmosphere improves with
age,

A ghost hunt should he o
midnight, of cColurse, If no gpecter he
found, an active imagination shonld have
no diffieulty in conjuring up one of s
own. The only way to aceount for the
fact that ghosts abound more at Christ-
mas than at other times is that tho
Christmas season s a very attractive ane
on earth and the spooks come back to
|'I|j|-)' its good cheer, .

arried on nat

Devonshire's Yule Log.

In Devonshire the Yule log is known
as the Ashton fagot. The fagot is com-
posed of a bundle of ash sticks bound
with nine bands of the same wood,

DRESS UP IN COTT

WHEN YOU PLAY SANTA
CLAUS.

97,365 PEOPLE HAVE
BEEN BURNED TO DEATM
BY THE COMBINATION OF
COTTON AND CHRISTMAS

THE UP-TO-DATE BANTA CLAUS

Once more It was Christmas and old Banta
Clans,

With his white whiskers dangling around
his fat jaws,

Giave his cugine a start, and then, laden
with zeal

And with gifts, started off In his automo-
blie

He fMtted pnst coruers and whizeged up the
Innes,

e ran over doge and he smaghed Inte
tralns;

He eame with a zlpp and he passed llke a
Muxli;

He senred people’s tenms and knocked hug-

gles to smarh;
He raa over colokens and knocked
neys down,
And spread consternation nll over the town,
I'ie odor of gasoline Aoated behind
Where be hurrled as If on the wings of
the wind;
e |'r|]]lh'l! old

chim-

Ill'tlilll" and !‘lll,‘l'll not to

N

How badly they fared or learn whom they
might Le.

The children who watched for his coming

be croshed

Reneath his broad tires, as onward he
rushed!
e ecattersd his gifta while he sped

through the nlght,
Content to permit them to fall where they

might.

The wrecks and the gorrow and suffering
showed

The course that he took with his glitteriog
load,

And, having gone home with his glad du-
tles done,
He murmured;
all won:
When they see where I've passed [ don't

“1 guesa 1l've the records

think that they'll walt
Very long to adwmit that I'm right up-to-
date!"
L. E. Klser, In Chleago Record-HeraJd.

CHRISTMAS EVE IN BETHLEHEM.
Observances in the Christian Town Set
in the Heart of Mohammedanism.
Bethlehem, the central spot of interest
in the Holy Land at Christmastide, is a
Christinn town set in the heart of Mo-
hammedanism, where onee a year the
Greek church grants the use of the grot-
to of the Nativity to the Latin chureh,
snys London Sphere, The ceremonies be-

gin on Dee, 24 by the image of the
youthful Christ being carried from the
basilica of 8t, Helena to the sacred

grotto of the Nativity, where the tradi-
tionnl gpot of Christ’s birth is marked by
a silver star set in the rocky pavement,

The gervice begins at 10 o'clock In the
evening. It opens with the chanting of
pealms without any musical accompani-
ment. The patriarch of Jerusalem usu-
ally ofMeiates in the grotto, but on this
occasion he is represeuted by the Latin
The interlor of the church Is
picturesque, for there are only a
few chalrs provided for forelgn vigitors,
while the buik of the congregation is
made up of the Bethlemite women in
their blue dresses with red frontlets,
wearing peaked caps when married and
fint caps covered by white veils when
single.

As they enter the chureh they at first
kneel down and then sit upon the ground
in true oriental fashion. *In the dimly
lighted church,” says one who has seen
the gerviee, “these squatting varlcolored
figures, with their beautiful faces lit up
by fits and starts by flashes of the ean-
dles, intent on devotion, seem like 8o

||'|.--'j|-]|_

muost

&

mwany modern Madonnas come to (‘t.'li.‘",

brate the glory of the first Madonna.”
P'recisely at midnight the pontifical
high Inass is celebrated, the figure of
Christ is brought in a basker and depos-
ited upon the high altar, and the proces-
gion forms to accompany it to the crypt.
As the long, chanting procession winds
through the dimly lighted church there
is gomething weirdly solemn about the
ceremony, and as  the  saered image
passes various acts of worship are per-
formed by the devout attendants. On
the procesgion moves through the rough
hewn, dimly lit passages from the Latin
church to the grotto of the Nativity.
When the procession of richly robed
ecclesiastics reaches the silver star set
in the pavement the priests pause and
stand in a group about the basket, which
is deposited upon the star. Around this
star is the inseription, “Hic de virgine
natus est” (“Here he was born ¢° a
virgin'), for thls is the spot upon which
tradition places the actual birth eof Je-
gus, There the impressive narrative of
the birth of Jesus as found in the gospcls

ig slowly recited, and when thte pam
sage (Luke ii., T), “And she brough
forth her firstborn Son and wrappe,

him in swaddling elothes and laid him Ip
n manger, becanse there was no roor®
for them in the inn,” is read the figur
iz reverently picked up from the star nn!
earried over to the opposite side of t. e
grotto, where it Is put into a rock cu¢
manger, This concludes the service.
Christmas Hints,

A simple ond tasteful home-made pie
ture fraome may be constructed from
commaon gas pipe cut into suiteble lengt,
and tled together at the cornera wity
shoe strings. A neat paper weight majy
be made by wrapping half a brie't ir
paper such as butchers use and tyin® I
with red tape. A dainty towel rac.
may be fabricated from a baseball bal
nnd two cigar boxe=, Shellac the boxe
and sandpaper the bat. An ordinar,
cobblestone hand painted with lampbla: »
and household ammonia makes an excel
lent door weight, A novel pipe rack for
fastidions emokers may he made from
gmall strip of one-inch plank, Bore hole
in It for the stems of the pipes to past
through, A dried muskmelon shell makes
an attractive tobaceo jar.

New Year's in France,

New Year's in France is a greater
day for exchanging gifts than Christmas.
The cnstom of New Year's culls, once
80 popular in this country, but now fallen
nlmost into disuse, is still supreme in
Parls, Great family dinners, in which;
the orange figures most prominently, add
to the gayety of the day. BSo crowded
are the pavements on the boulevards,
that pedestrians sometimes have to take
the middle of the street,

An Adamless Eve,

Bome things about the holldays
Are qulte unfalr to wadam,

For Inllancr: there's a Christmas eve,
‘But where's ber Christmns Adum?

’
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