.
'

e Pt
Ln il mll Pt e

W o

—

L

groat and JoyTul a festival as 4 ot~
man, It showed, she added, a lameatable
jack of religlous fedling to prefar such
® request.  8he poinfed out that pov-
orty, sloknesa and death wore want by
Gad himaelf, and that the trae Chris-

| tinn whonld submit to them, not merely

without n murmur, hut Jayfully, kigsing
the rod in remembrancs of the gracloun
declaration, “As many as | love I re-
buke and chasten,” Bhe offered 1w
call on the following day for the pur-
pose of exhoriing Greta (o submit o
the will of God with entire resignation.

XMAB DECORATIONS,

We Have Copled the Customs of None
Chrtstlan Countries, !

Among the votaries of (he early
Drulds thore was a superstition that
the houses should be decorated with |
evergreens in December, In order that |
| the 8ylvan spirita might ciiter them |
and thus be kept free from the blast
of the cold North wind and the frost,
until a milder sengon renew the follage |
{ of their usoal haunts. The Christmas |
(tree Is really from Egypt, where lhe|

The mother had now lost all hope, | PRIM tree puts forth a branch every |
| and whs returning to her homo in a | month, and wheore a spray of thia tree |
lu!ill more despondidg frame of mind | with twelve shoote on It, was used in |
than that In which she bad quitted it. | Egypt at the time of the Winter sol-
She wa ked on as in a dream, searcely | Stice, #s & symbol of the year com-
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T was a stormy

*Tromsot Was com-

& pletely - envelopad
5% In the srmine man-
o He of mid-winter,
T Bnow had been fall-

g nll day, sand ns

the night ap-
proachad, largoe fakos were atill be-
the driven hitier and (hither by the
furlows wind, which hawled and roared
In the chimneys, shook the carefully

The poor woman iaft the bedside pos-
nossed with the one desive of pucifying
her child, and traversod the streets with
weary steps, debating In her mind what
excuse aha would make on her return
for not having procured that which ahe
folt ‘was ontirely beyond her reach.
With bowed head and sorrowful heart
ghe kept repeating to hersell the words
of tha physlcian, so full of hope for

notleing the fast falling snow, while
longlng with an Intonsity bordering on |
agony that she might have been able |
to procure éven a few common flowers
for her Greta. But none were to be
found. Even the snowdrops hid them-
selves in the besom of the earth, and no
primrose nor violet would be seen for
months. Thus sorrowfully musing,
she continued her walk, and In o few
minutes would have reached her mis-
erable home, when by the light of her
lantern she saw a few green leaves
peeping from the foot of & hedge which
enclogsed a garden In the nelghborhood.
Stooping down, she scraped away the
gsnow with her hand. Yes, thore were

emull and without color, perfume or
heauty.

“An' though she, “as there were no
roses Lo be procured, these little flowers
have been sent that my child may be
spared the palh of knowing that there
are hearts #0 cold and hard that ne
woei of others can soften them, and
who care for no sorrows except their
own!"

pieted.

Who does not know the poem be-
ginning
The mistietoe hung in the castle hall,
The holly branch ahone on the old onk

wall,

Years ago over evory man's door in
England hung a sprig of mistletoe at
this season. Thera still hovers a mys-
tle charm about the mistietoe, and
many a girl now, with a thrill of ex-
pectancy, places a branch of It under
the chandelier or over the door., Ac-
vording to a former bellef, when a
girl 18 cavght and kissed under a
mistletoe a berry must be plcked off
with eactn kiss, and when the berries

mistietoe that grows on the oak iree
was the kind held in favor. Because of
its heathen origin it I8 not used often
in church decorations, a fact which is
referred to by Washington Irving in his
“Broacebridge Hall,” where he has the
learned parson rebuke the unlearned
clerk for this very thing.

In Germany and Scandinavia the
holly or holy tree I8 called Chrlst's

Auntl—5o0 Xmas Day ls your birthday,
Harold—Well, mamma sald I can
Aunt-—And which did you choose?

Harold—Oh, a party, of

hark! Some one has entered the gate,
It is—it ls our gon WilHam! A mother's

And Mrs. Ulogue, trembling like an
aspen, sprang from her geat and quickly
opened the door. A rough-bearded
seedy-looking man stood on the thresh-
old,

“Oh, William, my son,” cried Mrs.
Ulogue, throwing her arms aronnd the
stranger and almost dragging kim into |
the house, “you have come home al last,
I knew you would, T2is is indeed a
merry Christmas.”

Harold. What are yon going to have?
bave elther a party or a Kman-trn.-{

courge—Dbecanse I can’L hang girls on a tree,

The Christmas Tree
Ouly a star! a shining star!

- 'ius' nud commanding she at last In- | {aaves large and luatrous, under which | bave all been plucked the privilege ::?:2?::: ’f’ t::::rswr(c;?g. “‘:_"‘ 'rs-r:'ng— Move glorious than our planets are,
Christman Bve, and | duced her mother 1o go out in sourch of | ¢ho tound @ few groen blossoms, some | coases. Oy Cl'ril‘ rann bch mmorar | But watched by wistful eyos and brighth
the liitle town of | some for her. full blown, others in bod, but all pale,| Among the anclent Britons the S AL e i e g And longing hearts, that wondrous

night.

Only a manger, al:mlnw-th'ronged.
That to some public inn belonged,
Where sweet breathed cattle quletly
For midnight slumber bent the Kknee,

Only the light of tapers small,
That on two tender faces fall,
Two tender faces—one divine—

Greta: At the coming of the first Ag ghe hastened onward, the deep- | thorn, because It puta forth Ita berries 4 p ’ . That still through all the centuries
clodod windown, and dled away In tho | oo sne would suffer no more;” And | toned bell struck the hout of midnight | at Christmas time, and therefore is es-| ~Scuse me, ma'am” roturned the shine
distince like the last despairing wall | oo oy o guossed the mournful mean- | and the joyous Christmas chimes broke | pecially fitted for church decorations. atranger, struggling to free himself
] of w'lust soirl, | Ing of the prophecy, she could not help e i from the affectionate embrace of the | prom palace walls, from thrones ot

In one of the most miserable honses
of a wretehed slreet, In the worst quar-
ter of the town, A woman by the dim

Hght of a Mokertig candle watehed be- |
slde the sick-bod of her lasl remaluing |

child.  2ho was weeping bitterly, but
strove to stifle her wobs for foar of dis-
turbing the ftful slumbers of the suf-
ferer.  As the furlous tempest shook
the dilapidated tepement, sho trembled

o8 if #ke already felt the droad presence |

of the Ange! of Death, No Christmas
fagot blazed on the miserable hearth,
the happy volees of laughing children
nnd Kind friends hnd for hor long heen
stillod, and the cold. sorrow, and pov-
erty which refgnod within sremed but
a counterpart of the desolation without,
Belind the lowered curteing of the bed
could be heard from time to time tho
short cough and labored breathing of
the ohild, who at laat, suddenly awak-
ing, raised heveell on her elbow, snd
looked across the room, where, as in a
vislon, she again beheld the Christnias
trees of her carlier years, with thely

being Indpired for an instant by that
| #pirit of hope which buoyed up her
child, Quickening her steps, she took
the road as If by a gudden Inspiration
townard the governor's house, hesitated
| ns ghe redchod the brilllantly lighted
mansian, but at last, taking courage,
knacked timidly at the door, which was
immeadiately opened by & man-servani,
[ “What do yon want, my good wo-
man
! “To spenk to Maddme Paterson.”
{ "I eannot disturb madame at such an
| hour of the night.”
“Oh! 1 implore you, let me see her!”
The eerviant repulsed the poor
, molher, and was ahout to shut the door
[ 1 her face when Madame Paterson and
| her duughter, with roges in thelr halr
"and on thelr bosoms, erossed the hall,
| panked to question the servant, and
then approached Lthe widow, who brieflly
and tearfully toid her pathetic story,
“0, madame! Oy mademolselle! 1
fmplore you to glve me one rose, only
one, for my dying shild! God, who gave

"

woman. “Me name's not William, an’
I ain't nobody's son, My parents pazsod
in thelr checks afore 1 had time (o ge#
on gpeakin’ terms with 'em, an’ I'm a
wanderin® horphan,

“Me name's Henry Tennyson Nuggs,
but me pards call me ‘Skinny the
Tramp' for short. But [ sfes how
you've got a vacant cheer &l the festive |
board, an' I don't mind bein' your son
pro tem, as the Latin sharps sez, spe-
cinlly as I left howme without dinin”."”

“Here, Tige!” called 8llas, epening a
dpor leading Into the kitehen: and as a
dog as large as a new-born calf sprang
into the room, Blkinny the Tramp made |
a hasty exft, As he passcd thriugh the
yard he absent-mindedly picked up a
new hatehet, which he gold at the next
village for the price of Ave beers.

So the tramp had a merry Christmas
after all,

Tubiby's Christmas.
It wos early Christmas morning, and
the streets were empty. A boy with a

gold,
From churches, shrines, cathedrals old,
Where the grand masters of their art
Wrought falthfully with hand and
henrt,

Only a babe! In whose small hand

Is seen no sceptro of command,

But at whose name, with Freedom'
aword,

Move the great armies of the Lord.

Only a cross! but oh, what light
Ehines from God's throne on Calvary’s
height!
His birth, His, life, the angels see,
Written on every Christmas tree.
—M. A. Denizon.

o ’
- The Yale Log.

A custom at one time prevalent

England, and stil! observed In some off

the northern districts of the old counf-
try, Is that of placing an immense lo
of wood—sometimes the root of a great

necompaniments of tapers, bon-bons, | His son for the redemption of the : blg turkey knocked at the kKitehen door 1r-!f'. -in the wide chimney-place. 'Thiln
toys and golden stars, glaamlog amld | "1 A rt-w'l-ril vou." { Hls 15 THE of a lavea pleasant house, and while | 10g is often called the yule log, and it
the Garikness of that somber room. Shey o o ™ ik Ll ) MONTH-AND THls THE he was talking with the cook, cold, | Was on Christmas Eve that It was put \
was 4 young girl of twelve or fourtean ."'“d,““w ks M"'"gzﬂ,i Bt HAPPY MORN homeless Httle Tabby Tiptoes slipped in | on the wide hearth. Around it would )

yours of age, anid the aweer, pale face,
althoogh in the Iast stage of emacia-
tion, still retalned traces of dellcats
youthiol beanty.

With Bev dying volee sha still con-

shoulders with a mocking laugh, aond
pacped on, Her daughter, the brilliant
dele, remarked that hor ftather did not
buy roses for their weight in gold, to
throw them pawany upon street bepgars,

"WHEREIN THE SoN oF HEAVEN'S fed
ETERNAL KING.
OF WEDDED MAID AND VIRGIN MOTHER BORN.}

between his heels so softly that nobody
snw her., “Good!" she thought. “Now
I can get warm'”’

She patted lightly np-alairs on her 1it-
tle velvel paws, and found herself in a

gather the entire family, and its en-
trance was the oceasion of a great deal
of ceremony. There was music nnd re-
joleing, while the one authorized to
light it wns obliged 1o have clean

tinued to talk of the fetesdaye of long le duur' (‘lm;!‘d-.t and the \\I'(.J:mt'.l ! OUR GREAT REDEMPTION FROM ABOVE DID} snug  and cozy room. A bright fire | hands.
ago, when she was 0 roay, healthy [ttle :'}l:a“{'::“llf:'\lrtr;lr h:;lnﬁwm;;;-m;m :‘;‘-"l‘mrﬁ : BRING. G ; = o . | ' snepped in the grate, and beside It hung It was alwavs lghted with o brand
ehllY, and ber brothers and sisters e i y 4 R o i y . Fo o - Y Yioe | & spin’l stocking, erammed full from | 1ar from the ) f the previons

: : . s elerey . y 4 : o - = " £, eft over from the log of the previou:
Eric, John. Anton, Hilda and Hertha, ;"M‘M, i i;”;”“m” T'-r‘l "“}:"ﬁ _ 'J}i" R 5 THE H LY ﬁAGE,S ONCE' ;| top to toe. vear, which had heen ecarefully pre-
crowded sround her with thelr pretiy tl)‘l?' m[::g::‘i“ (:“rv‘:‘lnt‘: m:[{ "“: 1:::_"1 . » N DID SING. i - el Tabby was s0 pleased with her warm | gerved for the purpose. A pool sings of
Christmas offeriugs; when her father wu I 0 red, h ' e T, AT EOU . ﬁ" quarters that sho turzed a somersanlt | j¢ {n this way:
donged her on his knee, and her mother branchos of exquisite buds of - blush, - Fé-!RFE‘¢ 5HOR DEADLY "J “J‘ \ on tho soft rug. Then she played that With the last yeere's brand
sang aweet luliabys by her ecradle, | OFAn&e and pluk. ' e uLD HELEAfE, v the toe of the stocking was a mouse, Light the ﬁvw bleck n.mi o
Thore days soemod far away. Erie and The Iad}'lrnrmnd a. swent pleture as .'}4. AND WlTHH|§ FATHER WORK She caught it with her sharp claws, and For good rﬁw.‘ﬂns “'1 his spending,
her father had perished in & shipwrock; | 81 bent vver and arranged the floral | g "\US A PERPETUAL PEACE. gave It & little pull. On your psaltries play ;
thent, one by one, the others had fol- | (Fe#sures cont her by a rich parishicner | - .+ But the stocking was overloaded nl- e '

¥ : others haa fol ' . s MILTON e E That sweet luck may

lowed, 1l death had left behind only of her hushand’'s, Her bine eyes spar- ' | i : ready, and down It came on the hearth. (‘o.n o Whils 154 50 i teending
the grim sisters, sicknoess and misery, | K100 with delight, and her volce was 2 | —— T The checkers and dominoss and sugar- o : NS A3 {

poft and stlvery. Bhe was the mother of

The Yule log was supposed to be a

as the ¥ole companions of the widow and ; g pinnia rojied to every-siCe. Al spirit ai |

fa oy Bl ad e | . P T o T e v s | b o el e
The vivid remoembirance of past hap- hint she would surely pity her in her P dl A e o | P the empty stocking before Neddy wasa conei

pluees had brought a steange light Iul:o bitter grlef, Full of these hopeful A ’ v 7 rushed into the room, went out before the evening was over.

Grota's eves, and soon these childish | thoughis, sho entered the church, ap- - X “Why, mamma!” he ealled, “Santa | The family and guesis used to seat |

reminisconces gave place to hope. She
spoke of the spring which would bring
back the birds and flowers, and (n gly-
ing 1'fe to all elss would surcly not en-
tirely forget herself,

proached the altar, ar 1 preferred her
modest request for one rose wherewith
to gladden the eyes of her dylng chlld

Madame Nells, although by no means
devoid of kindly feellng, was proud In

on herear, Kneeling reverentiy on the
sluowWYy K]'lglﬂﬂ. the mother's heart went
up in gratitade, and she praved the All-

With Its glossy, dark leaves and bright,
red berrles. it 16 an attractive decorsa-
tion for the houso,

Claus muzt have dropped my stocking!”
Then he put his hand Into ft. A live
kitten!" he ghouted agaln. *“Oh, how
did Santn C'nue know! That was just

themselves In front of the brightly
burning fire, and many a story and mer.
ry jest went round the bappy group.

Merry Christmas.

\1
]

|

1 Merciful One to look with pitying eyes The Jews used to decorate at their | what I wanted!™ l‘h
“You know, mother, the doctor said | her own way, and had determined that | o her sweet and echerished Greta, | Feast of Tabernacles with eve rgreens And indeed, of all his pretty presents, Christmas ought to be the merries
that, when the roses came, my suffer. | Salnte-Britta should be the best deco- | nogning the humble flowers to  her | and flowers. Neddy lked litile pussy best, day of the yewr, From the busy man o). B
ingd wonld be over, Will the roses | rated church In the town. In what ghe | yaeom  In another moment, she had The laurel was used at the earllest | ———— - the little child, let the cheerful greet-

sobn he In bloom?"

“1 have seen some already.” replled
the mother: “the movernor's wife and
dnughter bad them in their hatr when
I saw them pet into the earriage, but
Lhose yrokes, 1 think, only grow in the
hot-Louses of the rich.™

There was sllence, broken only by
Greta's short cough. All at once, curried
sway by one soltary fixed idea, such
g0 20 often haunis the brain of the sick.
she began Lo talk agaln shout the roses,

mistook for pious emthusingm, she for-
got that the only true temple of God ia
the human heart—thet a charltable
nction is more preclous In hisslght than
the cont lest carthy offerings which can
be lald on his materia) altar, In the
! ardor of her nutward devotlon, she for-
gol that Christ hnd himself declared,"1n-
aemuch as ye bhave done It unto one of
the least of these my brethren, ye have
dono it unto me,” and in bher mistakon
geal ghe avowed that It would be Jttle

risen and passed onward " with her
treasure

As she drew back the curtaln to offer
the dark leaves and littla green blos-
goms to her darliang, she o ade 2 discov-
ary which startled her. They had
given plice to large, exquisite white
blooms tiflged with a delicate pink,

“Roses! roses!" cried Greta, "0,
mother, who gave them to yvou?”

“1t was a Christiuas present,” replied

times of the Romans as a decoration for
all joyful occasions, and Is slgnificant
of peace and viciery.

In some places it la customary to

A Hint.
I wich you a merry Christmas!
Lot's trv while we'ra repeating
The dear old-fashloned greeling,

throw branches of laurel on the Christ-
mas fire and wateh for omens while the
leaves ¢ur! and crackle in the heat and
flame.

The evergreen tree I1s a symbol used
a8 the Revival of Nature, which as-
tronomically signifies the return of the
Sun. Hung with lights and offerings,

| To add a kind, unselfish aet,
| And make the wish a blesged fact,

The Sinrs

| Upon the night's black stem, behold

| A miltion shinlag buds unfeld

| And light her garden's nzure lawn

| Where wanlks the moon from dusk to

Ing, “Merry Christmas,” ring out gladly
to all. Christmas s the tima when,
after weeks of expeciancy, Sunta Claus
appears to the dear children. The time
has come for the hanging up of stock-
ings, and many bright eyes will look
ou Christmas morn up the chimney for
a glimpse of Santa Claus “and his eight
tiny reindeer.,” The days will come
when belief In the beautiful myth of
Santa Claus will disappear, but lel it
lnst so-long as it can and gladden the

i pine sorrowlully for their posses- | less than eacrilege to rob Lhe wliar of the astopished mether. the treo has for centuries been ono of dawn. hearts of happy chlidhood.
slon, and by alternate besceching, coax- | God of even one falr blossom, Uponso | At the sight of these lovoly Christmas | 0 0 000 0 0 eristios of Chrbst- | — <
roses, the dying givi bowed her head, "‘2 cipa : vy - " by +
i and sgoftly kissed euch precious blos- mastide,

CHRISTMAS MEMORIES.

som. Then she fell back on her pillow
with nsigh. “The lght that was never
on lapd or sea” came into the beauti-
tu! blae eyes, and her lips half-opened
with n radiant smile. The prophecy of
the Jdoctor wus fulfilled. The roses had

appaared, and her sullerings wore
ended Her pure young splplt had
‘ pagsed upward In one eostatie burst of
ove and thanksgiving.
Since that time (long ago) the plant

the spows of winter, has contimned wo
prodacs berutiful white blossams and
reiainsd the name of “The
which was given to it by tue
| good women of Tromsoe,

- | %

Rose,’

The Fulte of u GIfL,
On Christmas morning I gave her,
VWith a reckloss [mpulse, iy beart
The gift had a loving aayer,
| And sghe took It in Kindly part,

But It wan a present and, thoapelore,
'm safrald it lles on the shell]
It was someihing she didn't care for,

And something 1 wanted mysell

The Tramp's Christmas.
“Silns.” sald Mrs. Ulogue, wiplng her

| which grows under the hedges, beneath |

Chrisgiman |

tenr-dimmed eye with the corner of her
ginghgm npron, “this {s the anniversary

of the day our son WhHillam disappeared |

from home after you reprimanded him
| for staying out late o' oights playing
| pool or gomething.”

*“Yeos," assented her huwaband, sharp-
enlng the carver preparatory to dis-
socting a nlcely browned turkey. “Ii s
'expclly ten years since he went away,
| and withont Just eause, 00"

“But don't you think yon ware a
Httle hard on him, Silas? It was anly
1 o'clock in e morning when he cums
home, and boys will ba boys'

“He made a mistake ln goln' away,"”
replied Bilas, ellpping off & wing: “an’
| gness no one knows that better thap
William by this time.”

“Maybe 80, but | had & strange dream |

!

i. -

‘| SOME CHRISTMAS WAITS.
|

ghout our sbsent boy last night, and
somothing tells meo that he ls coming
home, like the pro« lgnl son, end 1 have
put &n extra plate on the table, at the |§
place where be Ilways sa—-. Bal |

g




