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ANTA CLAUS is the children s
friend, Who he was we have little |
means of kuowing, Authentie hiw- |
tory Is almost wilent on the subject, mers
ly wstating that he was the Bishop of
Myra, In Lyela, and died about the year
320. Teadition han woven many n retty
tale about him, and one runs that he
appeared In the night time and wecretly
made valunble presents to the ehildren of |
the houschold, What manner of person
Bt, Nicholas wan, seems subject to varin-
tion, according to the time, place or man- |
ner of regnrding him, Medieval printers |
represent him an alender, and clad in foll
epincopnl robes with miter and erozier
Modern painters and storytellers in En-
gland, Germany and Awmerica, give us a
jovial, rubicund type of n man, with none
of the featuren of the clerie. Krin Krin-
gle in regarded as an alternative name |
for Banta Clnus, but he s n totally differ- |
ent belng. Kris Kringle in slmply a cor- |
raption of the German word “Christ
Kindlein," or Christ Child. |
Christmun ls childron's day; it in the
day when, aw Dickens suyn, wo should
remember the time when jis great found.
er was a child himself. It in especially the
day for the friendlesn yonng, the children |
in bowpitals, the lnme, the gick, the weary, |
the blind. No child shounld be left alone
on Christinax day,for lonelineas with chil-
dren means brooding. A child growing
up with no child friend In not & child at |
all, but a prematures man or woman. I
The best Clristmas present to a boy |
is & box of tools, the best to a girl any |
number of dolls. When they get older
and can write lettors a postoffice s a de-
Heghtful boon, These are to be bought,
but they are far more amuning If made at
home. Any good-sized eardbonrd bhox will
do fur this purpose.  The lid should be
fantened to it so that wlhen it stands Gp
It will open like a door. A slit must be
eut out about nn ineh wide nond from five !
to six Inches long, %o as to allow l]lt'l
postage of smull pareels, ¥ot not |nrge

enough even to admit the smallest hand. | 1E

Children should learn to respect the n-
violate chinracter of the post from the
varliest age, |
Capital sceapbooks can be wnde by chil
dren, Ol railway guldes oy be the
foandation and every Nustrated paper a
magnrine of art. A paste box, next fo
i pnint box, v & most servieeable toy.
Hobky horsen are profitnble steeds and
enn be made to go through any amonnt
of pacen, But mechanicnl toys nre more
amusing to his elders than to the child,
who wishes 1o do his own mechanism. A |
boy ean be amused by turning him out of
the houne, giving him & ball or a kite, or
letting bim dig in the ground for the un-
happy mole.  Little girle, who must be
kept in on a rainy day, or invalid chil
dren, are very hard to amose, and re-
course must be hind to story telling, to the
dear, delightful thoniand and ane books
now written for children, of which “Allee
In Wonderland"” is the Hower of perfec-
tion.

EGINNING at Benton City, on
the Union Pacific Hoad, the tele-
graph line stretches to the north,

leaps merons t¢ the Laramie mountains, |
and at a point opposite the great muns of

earth apd rook and tree, called Ied |
Butte, it comon 1o a sudden stop,  From
this puint to the fort, & distance of twen-
ty-five milvs, in the roughest portion of
the way, and the skulking bands of la-
dians make it the most dangerous,

At the terminus of the Jine 15 & rude
shanty and a soldier operator. Close by
the shanty are tents of the soldiers, who
are setting the poles and pusbing the lins
along untll the fort shall have electric
communleation with the outside waorld.

1t in December now—only two dags to
Christiias. There have been cold rains,
snow storine, severe weather, and the
soldivrs are wondering why they haye
not been ordered back to the fort for the
winter, when & mounted messenger ar.
rives over the trail bearing the expected
order. The Colonel's wife has gone Kast,
The operator Is to wire her to remain
where ahe ia until spring. When ber an.
swer Io recelved the shanty is to be closed
up, eamp broken, and the party headed
for the fort. The afternoon wears away,
the 'might comes down, and some of the
soldiers when Beaton City

nul.a:::ﬁ

from the South. The Colonel's wife, rid-
ing & horse with a blanket for nosadile,
dismounted at the front of the shauoty,
and opened the door with & cheery
“Howdy do, boys!" to the operstor wnd
the Sergeant. Aw both men stood at “at-
tention,” she removed the hood and clonk
which enveloped her, shook off the suow, |
and naid to the Sergeant:

“1 came through with hardly an hour's
reat, and I'm hungry as 8 wolf,  Tell
pome of the men to copk something. 1'll
give the Colonel & surprise

Everybody hustled and bustled, and an
hour later eamp wan hroken, and twelve
prople headed for the north, the strong:
ent man breaking the way, and the Cal- |
onel's wife bringing up the rear, with a
kind word and a samile for every soldior,
The trail led up & parrow valley, and the
wild gnle had drifted the snow until the
line hnd to move forward at a snall's
mee. At nightfall they had made Just
Half the distunee to the fort, Ina thickest
nll ate supper together, Sald the Ber-
geant, on hie lodked in vain for the stars:

“I maw Tujun signs back by the creek.”

“l wee that you have revolvers as well
an muskets,” remurked the Colonel's wife.

“THEY WON'T TAKE ME PRIsox ER"

“Menne glve me oho and extra pmmuni
tlon. 1'11 try and not be & burden to you,
at leant."

As the gale eame sweeplng down the
valley and roaring around the mountain
bane, there woere wild war whoops and
the ornek of ritles. In the darkoess u
ncore of Indians had crept close upon the
eamp. Both sentries were ahot dead.

“It's only Injuns, boys; only Injuns!”
shouted the Rergennt, and he fired Lis
firnt mhot. “Now, then, posh out.”

They had not moved ten rods before a
rifle cracked and one of the men pitched
forward, shot theough the heart, A
minute later two more bullets whistled
over the men's heads. Then the little

pered the Colonel's wife, as abe held ont
the revolver,

“That’s right, ma’am. We are headed
for the fort right enough, and maybe the
red fiends will linul off after a Lit and lat
us go In pesce. A merry Christmas to
you, though I've seen merrier ones In
my thme"

For & mile or more the Nitile party
birensted the storm.  Then came & sud-
den whot, and the rear guard went down.
Thers were seven men and n woman st
H o'clock. At O o'vlock there were but
five men, at 10 but four, at midnight
only twe., Two men and &8 woman—the
Bergeant, the soldier-operator, and the
Colopel's wife, The others had been
pleked off oue by ene, mnd the Indlans
still followed, Now and then the trio
halted, knelt down, and peering into the
suow-whirl, opened a fusillade which
1'li1m'h'tl pursuit if It did pot wound or
kill.

Inatinet must have guided them In
that storm—Providence must have shisld-
ed them from the bullets, but the storm
continued to rage and the vengeful foe
to pursue, till the report of the fircarms
reached the ¢ars of the seutinel at the
fort, No one hind yet learued what was
happening, when three figuren stnggersd
up to the gate, nnd on Into the fort, and
up to the door of the Colonel's hendiguar:
tern.  Two of the figures held up a third
between them, Aw he peered g the Ser-
gonnt snluted wod waid:

“Col. Dawson, 1 report myself, sud |
bring you a Chrintmas present."

And aw the Colonel nttered s shoot of
surprise and rushed forward with out-
stretched arms, the brave little woman
fell into them, and the two men sank
down in their tracks, and thowe who lifted
them up wet their fingers with the blood
of heroes.

A hanusome merry-faced womnn, whe
in five years older—a Bergeant of infantey
who lhps o bit—a lone grave in which
#léeps the soldier-operntor—nothing more
to be seen. The Colonel’s wile may tell
vou the story—the Bergeant couldn't be
conxed to, biut he ean't conceal the Hmp,
nnd 1w proud of the extea stripes hie hus
worn on hig sleeves ever since that Christ-
mas Jday.

A Financial Transaction.

“Suy, mister,” suid 0 boy who had Just
overtakon o warket waugon after pursue
ing It for four or tive bLlocks, “do you
winter koow who hit you o the neck with
that bnrd snowball ¥

“You bet | do,” replied the man, slack:
enlng speed,

“Will ye gimme s quarter ef I ketch
him and bring him here?”

“Yep.

“Cimme 50 centa?”

“Yeu," wald the driver, Iifting hin whip
from the socket; “but 1 Jdon't give you
any more'n that."

“Well, git the money ready.”

“You hnven't got the boy that threw
the spowball yet."

“Yeu, | have. That boy le me, Dad's
wick, and me mother ean't get work., The
twinn in too little ter earn anything, an' il
I don't hustle there won't he any Chrint-
man tree at our houne, T'11 tuke a lekin'

| any day fur 50 centa”

“Sonny.” anil the Mmarket man, in a
volee that was remarkably husky, “here's
yor 0 centa. I'm in & hurry now—yon
needn't bother nbont dellverin® the goode.
We'll enll it saquare.”—Washington Star

Johnny's Woe,

Curly headail Johnny had a tear drop In his
eFo,

Curly-headed Johpny couldn’t wpeak without
n algh

And tho Cheistmas preparations that were

‘round him everywhere

not the least effect upon

choly nlr

ity whnt's the vee of hanglug up my stock
ok, he would say;

wThere's pothlng 1o look forward to for me
o Chrlstman Day ]

e werntel us off his program
hitehien up lils terin,

For Sauty needs a firepiace, and they hest
onr fat by stenm.”

Washlngton Siar

Fad Lils  melan

when Le

A CUhristmias Fntertalnment,

A novel ides for n children's Christ
mas entertalpment in 4 buttertlies’ ball,
writes Ellzabeth Robinson Scovil, In the
Ladies' Home Journal. This need not
mean late bhours por expensive dreases
The boys wenr tight-fitting suits of black
or dark-brown, the girl any pretty, fancl.
ful dressen. The framework of the wings
in deftly fashioned of wire and covered
with paper or the cotton crepon that
romes in such vivid colors; these are
spangled with gold or painted to repre-
sent the tinting of the butterfiy's wingn.
A llght yoke of wire is constructed to fit
the shoulders, fastening under the arma,
and to this the wings are attached. The
effect in very brilliant and graceful. An.
other pretty fancy is an archery fote,
The chillren carry small bowas dressed

“BOTH MEN STOOD

=

AT ATTENTION."

band was hidden from sight of the In-
dian pentinels by the blinding whirl of
m‘

“They’re after us, ma'am ™ sald the Ber-
“They won't take me prisoner,” whia-

Nettt morning there vas ap arrival
: .,
2% } A sl 's -y ’ - o o) ~ay
v ] Lk nall a4 SR
: P T " nh - ~

with Sowers, and sheafs of arrows in

flower-bedecked guivers.
“You haven't got §0 about you, Jones "
“No, I haven't. Wife borrowed the last

to buy my Christmas present.,”"—Atlanta
Conastitution,

.
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Father calls mie Willlam, slster calls me Wi,

Mother calls me Wllle-but the fellers call
me Bill!

Mighty gind I aln’t & girl—ruther be a boy

Witbout them sashes, curls and things that's
w:rn by Fauntleroy!

Love to chawnk gresn upples an’ go swim-
min’ In the inke

Hate tn ianke the castor-lle they give
belly-ache!

Most all the time the hull year roun’ thele
aln't no filen on e,

Dut jea’ ‘fore Chlristimes I'm as good ns |
kln bl

'r

ot a yaller dog named Bport—alck ‘lm on
the ecat;

Fust thing she knows sahe doesn't

whers she Is at!

know

Got & clipperaled, an' when us boys goes
out to sllde

'Long eomen Lhe grocery cart an' we all hook
a ride!

But, sometimes, when the grocery man s
warrlted and croas,

He renchos at me with his whip and Iarcups
up hie hoss;

An' then [ Iaff and holler: *Oh, you nsver
teched me!™”

But jea’ 'fore Christmas I'm as good an |

kin Ls!

Gran'ma anyn ahe hopes that when 1 get to
be a Man

'l be & missloner ke ler oldes’ brother
Dan,

Am wuz et up by the cannlbals that llves In
Ceylon's Isle,

Whers evory prospeck plesses an' only man
In vile!

But gran'ma she had never been to see »
Wil West siow,

Or read the 1Ife uy Danlel Boone, or else 1
guesa she'd know

That Hoffulo Bill an’ cowboys Is good enough
f'r me—

Excep' Joa' ‘fore Christmas, when 'm gool
an | kin be!

Then ol' Kport he hange around, so sollim
Hke and wtill—

Hle eyen they neem a-nayin';
ter, little BINT"
make things hum!

But 1 am a0 verilite and stick so enrnestlike
ty bis,

That mother sex to tather: “How Improved
our Willle Inl"

But father, havin' been a boy hHisself, sus-
pielons e,

When, Jea' ‘fore Christmas, 1'm s good na 1
kin be!

CWhiat's er mat-

Far Cheistmman, with Ita lots an’ lota nv can-

The cat she aneaks down off her perch,
a-wokderin® what's berome

Uv them two =nemiles uy bero that use ter
dies, caken and togs,

Wue made, they say, £'r proper kids, and not
r'r uaughty boyas!

Bo wasu yer face, and bresh yer hair, an'
win’ yer p's and q's,

An' don't bust out yer pantaloons, an' don't
wear cut your shoes;

Hay yessum to the ladiea, an' yesnir to the
wen

An' when they s company don’t pnss yer plata
f'r ple agnin,

But, thinkin® uv the things you'd like to ses
upon that tree,

Jea' "fore Chiristmas be an good an you kin bel

—Eugene Field, in Ladles’ Home Journal.

His Reanson,

It waa drawing pear to a very Interest-
ing wedson of the year. Willy wan getting
ready for bed. His mother looked happy.

“My dear," she sald, "1 am glad to see
that you do not hurry through your

ers as you used to do."

“No, ma'am,” sald Willy: “Christman
Is week after mext, and | bave a good
many things to nak for."

Come, old year, ‘tis thme to go
Age, perhups, hus made you slow.
But your time of rule hus Bown
‘And | come to clalm my own,

You are popular no more,

. All your trlumphs here are gons,

With what strength ls left to you,
Had you better hnsten on.

Learning from experience,

I linve promised much, ke you.
When another year ok flown
i People will condeinu me, too,

Hnt what matters that to us?
Yenrs, llke men, most come and go,

We iire fast with promises,

} With fulfillments we are slow.

.I NDOOR CH RISTMAS GAMES.

How the Young Folke May Find Pleas-
ure if the Day Be Btormy.
Parlor gnmes like chess, dpaughts, dom-
Inoes, ete, nre oo henvy for Christmus.
The boyw and birls want more rollicking,
bhip-hip-burrah gnmes. A committee ap-
pointed to provide desiruble amusement
for a well-known charity in New York
selected the following program. Ten
hours were spent in selécting apprarriate

fastened small hemlock boughs, thas
formiug s solld muse of green. The
frumework should, of course, be wound
with evergreen, the whole placed about
two feet from the wall, so that behind
it may be bung the Christmas bells of
red and yellow Immortelles at different
lengthe by ropes of evergreen. These
bells may be made to hang at differsot
angles by using fne picture wire. Let
each bell be worded, so that they may
seem to ring out their own song of “Glory
| to tiod in the higheat.” ;
l For a Sunday school festival, a post-
office where each ehild vpon Inquiring
might find an envelop addressed apd
sedled, contuining a pretty Christmas
enrd, Ia a unigne fenture. Then there Is
the huge spowball made of cotton, be-
sprinkled with diamond dust snd flled
with gifts for the Infant class, which
may be rolled through the window with
an appropriate letter from Santa Claoe

Heeping Christmas Wisely.
Thoughtful people have discovered that
we are in danger of losing our Christ-
mus by doiog it to death. It may dle of
surfeit, an well as & pet, or a love.

The wmadding crowd making [teelf
munine uscross the |mpassable streets,
choking the writhing shops, stalling the
ruilway traips, blocking the United
States mails, und clioking, stalling, block-
ing, und madding wore madly évery year
than it did the yeur before, does not
necessurily mewn the growth of the
Christmuas sense, but ls quite as lkely to
menn the growth of Christman nonsense.
It means a vast amount of folly, imita-
tlon, greed, nmbition. It means an In-
oulenlable sum  of envies, disappolnt-
ments, jenlousies, It weans unmeasured
aohes. It means wonien literally “tired
1o death,” and men in debt, and neigh-
bors offended, and rich relatives eajoled,
and n host of human blunders which we
might eall the Christmas waste. All the
processes of action have their waste, and
it does not condemn the netion, but only
appeals to the intelligence behind the ae-
tion to regulate the proportion between
profit and lous.

Ba, whon we have o fine thing—an art,
Invention, feeling or custom—the first
point s how not to lose {t, and It may be
found thiet we need a high spiritual econ-
omy to save our Ohristmas from the kind
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Indoor games and pastimes, and even
then no more than wers actunlly needed
were declded upon, says the New York
Mail and Express. If the children can
¢t out of dpors their amusement Ll enmy,
or baseball, leap frog, hide and seek,
and other gnmen suffice; but indoors some-
thing akin to these gamey Is wanted

In this clans in & game known as "The
Country Circun,” It consists in making
riders, tumblers, clownns, strong men, ete.,
of all the children and with this lmpro-
vised company giving a performance,
Another good game for the house is
called  “Jack-of-All-Trades,” In  which
those engaged must perform some work
in the particuler trade to which they wre
neslgned by the foreman, Io this gume
i Thanksgiving the horn and girls of an
inwtitution in Jersey cnt and sewed & lot
of carpet rags, made a lote of brushes,
and split and bundled severs) cords of
wood.

“The Boy Hunters,” in which the ohil.
dren learn the name, habits, and peculiar-
ities of the entlre animal kingdom, is un-
other good gamne, and “Robinson Crusoe
one of the same kind and value. All these
gamen are active onea; require constant
movement, amd are meant only for the
dnylight. For the evening, games less
boisterons must be chosen. In this class
nre “Anagrawn," “Authors,” “History
of Onr Times," and shadow pantomimes.
The last named, however, are the most
popular and enjoyable and have so in-
ereaned In favor that books written eape
vially to show how to prepare and per.
form them can be had at any well-stocked
book store,

A Christmas Church 1dea.
If the platform of & church or Bunday
school reom be deep encugh to admit of
it an artistic Christmas arch can ensily

be made by an amatenr ter, writes
Florence Wilson, In the les' Home
Journal. The upper part should have

wires stretched acroes, to which may be
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of decadence that belonga to a soclety like
ourn, [t is the greatest—it cught to be
the grandest—day in our calendar. A
petty spirit, a false extravagance, m lost
temper, & worn-out body, a disappointed
noul, have no more place at Christmas
than at marriage time, or heaven time,

L

Yuletide Customs,

It in customary to give a gquarter pres-
ent and expect o 80 one in returp,

With the usual perverseneas of nature,
Christmas comes in the middle of a hard
winter.

The modern highwayman doesn’t say
“money or your life!" he wishes you "a
marry Christmas." -3

The small boy who tries to make too
mu«h noise I8 apt to blame Santa Claus
for not giving him an extra head for his
drum.

Kome prople wish yon a merry Chriast-
mns instead of giving you & present, be-
caune it's eanier to pay the compliment of
the season thun it is to settle with Banta
Ulaus.

Your wife expects yon to look pleased
when ahe gives you a $40 amoking jacket
and tells yon ahe has had it charged.—
Truth.

(3

He Was Burprined,

Mrs, Gaszam—1've got a box of cigars
for my husband's ‘Christuins present,
which will surprise him.

Mrs. Maddox—Women don't know bow
to buy clgars for men.

Mra. Gazzam—l know that, so I got
Brother Jack to get them for me.—
Judge.

Now comes the glad New Year;
Though fate may do her worst,
Bhe cannot blot that legend clear:
*'All bills due on the Orst!"
—Atlanta Conatitution.

Mra. Nowlywed—How 1 love to hear
bells.




