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Gustave Dore's “Hell” is to be
staged. This seems to be getting pret-
ty low down

Marion Crawf.rd has decided to
firamatize one of his novels. If it takes
well, he will arrange to dramatize the
other 94.728.

Mary MacLane received 100 offers of
marriage while in the East
No wonder Mary thinks the East is
*a crazy old place.”

} ]
S Wais

Some ministers are eliminating the
woid “obey™
mony. It's of no
the world Is meaningless, anyway.

consequence, since

) |
The strike has not been wilhout its |

Yenofits. It has led o a more general
recognition of the fact that “anthra-
pite” is a4 noun and means “hard coal.”

While there is nothing so exciting as
¢ church fight, it is generally agreed
that it is much better to pray for our
brother than to bat himm with a ver-
bal ax.

The United States and Great Britain
andod marines in Samoa and ended a
revolution. The international arbitra-
or has decided against them. Blessed
re the peacemakers!

Speaking of the surgical operation of
gastrectomy, or cutting out the stom-
ich, a writer in the Lancet says he
‘does not look upon the operation as a
‘avorite one.” Still he must acknowl-
sdge that it is very interesting.

A man who attempted to present a
»aper to the sultan of Tuarkey was
ywooped down upon by bashi-bazouks
ind cast into prison. He was released
ater when it was discovered that the
locument was not a bill, but a petition
‘or & government job.

We are feeling much relieved since
Herr von Brand, burgomaster of Bam-
serg, Bavarin, has declared that the
lefiling of the United States arms over
he American consulate was the “wan-
won act of an individual. We there-
‘ore ignore the act, which were impos-
sible if it had been an ofiicial insult.

“Our Lady of the Beeches” is the
dtle of a novel fhat is just out. If
for “DBeeches” one could read
*Breeches” the romance would have a
surong interest for various and divers
busbands who are subdued and de-
wrecatory when the partners of their

woys and sorrows are in the vicinity.

I1. N. Pillsbury, the champion Ameri-
rtan chess-player, has anpnounced that
will play no wmore championship
natches, but will devote himsell to the
wactice the law, The
o make a profession of a sport or a
rame in which one Is expert is strong
1pon many young men, bHut

e
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hose who yield to it soon hecome un- |

itted for anything else
jets a4 good example.

Mr, Pitlsbury

American wouien seem to e
ng their own in diplomacy as well as

dsewhere. The new DBritishh Ambas-

\mbassador is also an Ameriean, and
he Belgian minister married his wile
m this side of the ocean.  But proof
hat the women of this country csn
jmecessfully meet the
he world wias not

compeiiton

needed. Every

American type of beaunty is unsurpass- |
would |

'd, and every loves

Aerican
shallienge the world to

squal of the girl he likes Dbest.
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Why should old age be so dreaded”
Dne would think, by the way
seople trick themselves out and try
0 avoid showing the marks of time,
that old age was a erime. Yet
wge may be one of the most beaniiful
dmes of life. Over and over again we
jtear it remarked how looking
Mrs. So-and-So has become, and that
per white hair has sofiened her face
and given her a beauty she never had
before. That her wrinkles. too, seem
to add to her charms, for they are
amiable wrinkles, and be a
sport of reflection of bygzone smiles and
kindly, gentle impulses and thoughis.
Dld age is really never hideous unless
¢ be vicious; so why so many people
should desire to hide it is a mystery
to many. Every right-thinking person
respects old age, nand sces nothing re-
pulsive or ludicrous in it unless it
mnasquerades as youth.
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In spite of the continued assertion |

liction

Mib-

mhat enthusiasm for historical
s on the wane the number of uew |
fcations continues the
gnd reports of others on the way
pome in. At the meetinzs of the
Elgl.‘md History Teachers” As:ociation
i Boston Professor Richard DBurton
aad an intelligent worid on the
subject of historical novels, He
Beves an Immense in‘erest has been
aroused in the past generally, but es-
pecially in our own nationsl and colo-
aial past. He thinks historical fiction
aids Immensely the sindy of history,
especially with the young, and that its
rogue will continue. At the same time
s says publishers are very careful at
iresent about accepting this kind of
iction unless written in the best style,
*rofessor Burton is in a position well
jtsed to speak on the question. His
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cloge connection with a leading pub-
lishing house enables him to look at
the question from a commercial point
'of view, while his former position as
fnstructor in a large university bhas
given him experience enabling him to
judge of the value of historical fiction
upon the minds of the young. Wheth-
er the historical novel is cause or ef-
fect of the present interest in the past
or whether each is cause and each is
| effect is hard to say. One thing, how-
ever, certain—-the amount of poor
stuff that has passed current in the
| guise of history has had its day. The
| public is already discerninz between
good and poor work in this line, and
only the fittest is to have a chanpce 1o
| exist.
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The question what we shail eat con

1
L{)

| tinues to be an absorbing one the

:lmm:m race, There are moments in
the life of many a woman when the

| world seems to her nothing but a vasi

must =naich

| markoet, from which she
such food as she may., and spend her
whole force in [II'u-II:lI'iIl_'..I it, only to
see it disappear from her tired hands
before the grecdy demands of appe-
L 1ite, ihe depression of this
mood there are a few remedies. One
found in the determination of the
housewife that in her home the food
shall be conked and served as to
re;mpove the meal as far as possible
from the mere process of feeding, and
allay it with the satisfaction of those
appetites that we call the higher. The
meal swallowed hastily in a het, un-
tidy room. from a table heaped rather
than spread, is a degradation alike to
cook and to eater. On the other hand,
a meal served with accessories so gor-
geous as to dazzle all the senses is no
less vulgar. A meal, be it humble or
rich, forth with the dignity and
seemliness  which come from clean
linen, well-ordered dishes, and plenty
without surfeit, becomes a function as
worthy of a high spirit as the reading
of & good book or the hearing of mu-
There are two kinds of good cook-
ing. One of them is represented by the
the work of the accomplished French
chef. His sauces are “creations,” and
his omelette is worth the price of a
week's food for a family. The other
kind is as simple as it is inexpensive.
A dish of green peas prepared by a
New England farmer's wife; a bowl
of “hasty pudding” eaten in the Kitch-
en where it was cooked; a plate of
macaroni from the hand of an ltalian
peasant woman—these may be truly
friumps in the art of cookery. The
conclusion of the whole matter—health-
ful for the tired housekeeper and for
the overfed millionaire—is that food
is a means to life, not life itself; and
that whoever overvalues or under-
values it fails to live fully and richly.
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Did Pelee Rob Oil Welis?

Speaking of the decrease or almost
total disappearance of the gas pres-
sure which was so long one of the
great peculiarities of the Beaumont
field. there is a novel theory advanced.
Some men who study such things say
that just about the time of the erup-
| tion of Mont Pelee and the destrue-
| fion of St I’ierre the gas pressure be-
L ean 1o lessen and in a short while al-
most entirely disapepared,

The theory that the gas which
[ was under the ground at Beaumont ox-
Htended laterally under the earth all the

is

| way down through the Caribbean Sea
it accumulated in large
under Mont Pelee the ex-
plosion came and the supply was ex-
In support of this won-
derful theory attention is called to the
fact that the famous oil pool in the
Mexico, =outh of Beaumont
amd which has been the
mariners for years and
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| here.
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many wiles,

wolder of

| vears, is on a direct line between Beau-

fmont and Mont Pelee.
[ who deal in synelines and monoclines
| amd anticlines, says the New Orleans
Picayvune, find comfort in believing
that cruption of the voleano
what has caused all the damage at
Beaumont.,
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The Genuine Article.

A certain lady of title recovered from
a rather severe illness. An adept with
the brush, and a regular exhibitor of
water colors in connection with the lo-
cal art gallery, it was supposel she
had overworked herself.

wWhen the doetor was called in an old
nurse, who had been in the family
many years, bored the medical man
with ber opinions as to the cause of
the attack.

“It's them long hours an' hard work
of the paintin’ what's done it,” she re-
marked direetly she saw him. The

doctor was precoccupied and scarcely
heard the remark.

“Has her la‘dyship exhibited any
| traces of hysteria?’ he suddenly de-
manded, turning to the talkative nurse.

*Oh, no, was the unexpecte!
reply: “they was water colors, all on
‘em—real  beauties, too!" Detroit
News-Tribune.

sir,”

t as a Mrs. Malaprop.

who came to this country
last yvear, has a limited voeabulary, and.
while she is learning fast, some of the
{ words and expressions that she has ac-
| quired do not always fit, her ear noi
having been accurate In getting  the
richt terms. Thus the other day she
snid to her mistress:

“Mam, shall T fix that Kansas back
' duck for dinner?”

Again, Bridget was telling a tale of a
| missing friend in this city, when she
| exclaimed:

“Do you know I believe when Katie
turns up she’ll be found in the Potash
| Field!"”

While at work on Friday a tremen-
dous blast near by in the subway rat-
tled the dishes In the kitchen and the
girl eried out:

“There goes that rapid transom
agam-n

THERE SHONE A STAR.

H, stars by the mil
lon-fold above!
the wide
Spares we
and love;
<tars like gralins
sand by the sea,
Through wheeling
. clusters of worids
they bhe;
tut once through the
gintes of heaven
njur,
When a Child was
Lworn, there shone a

Star

hine
watch

In
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Clijidren they come 10
the pnlace hall;
'hildren they come
1 the eabin small
the tent. 1o
ghip, to the
man's cot
is tue home where God s
not,;
nure,
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Over desert places its golden light
Flamed like a toreh the lvelopg
Buwing low the wonderfol HEa=!
'n slately procession, king and
Andd o marveious, moving carar
Sought for the gift that ha
nian,
When, bhanners of glory
tinee, for his people, God Kl
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waving far,
il a Star.
pie | |]-a-‘
ing the scepter that .-'-.\\_‘a_\--rl the globe;
Lent the slave 1o the iaboring oar
Little to him was a groan the more:
Voreathed with laurel the congueror st rode,
Urampling hearts on his l::n;ght,‘.' road;
The ¢ry of the anguished quivered far,
And lo' In the darkuness there shone &
Star,

e Kmperor sat in his purp!

Hold

Out from a cave in the riven“rm-k

A candle flickered; who wi!i may mock;
That thread of flume was the answer sent
From Earth to the Star In the firmgment.
a Babe's first

the silence trembled

breath,
Child to be Lord of Life and Death:
Sufe as a bird in the tiny nest,
ln the mother's arms, on the
breast; .
While the lowing kine stood wondering near,
And the angels sang on the midnight clear,
And the midnight waned, and the dawn’s
great car .
Swept in where brightly there shone a Star.
Margaret K. Sangster, in Woman's Home
Companion,
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WON HIS C.ILOREW'S LOVE

BY ThnUMA > HALL.

RINKLES of eare furroweyd

the forehead of Jolin How-

ard, wholesale leather mer-

chant of New York, 25 he

gat in the library of his
home, and his hair was tossed into dis
order by the eombing of his nervous fin
gers.  His dull eves gazed into the red
depths of a great fire, but read no erim-
son pictures there,

This was the man the world had called
“complacent John Heoward."

Eight years before, when he married.
people expected a change in his habits,
but they were disappointed. He lhad
merely added another part to his ma-
chinery. 1le had carefully chosen the
kind of woman who wonld helplessly be-
come a part of a machine.

When children came they. too, were
compelled to become parts of the order-
Iy, silent machine controlled by John
Howard. Meek little mites they were.
No one suspected that they were chil-
dren.

There were three of them: Mary. n girl
of seven; Anna, a girl of five, and John,
a boy of four. By direction of John
Howard, good, plain names were given to
them, names that would wear. Meek
Mrs. Howard would have chosen diffec-
ently, but she was not eonsnlted.

When the children eame, John How-
ard laid down the rules for their con
duct and keeping:; and nover afterwand
Lothered himself about them. If he saw
them once 2 day it wias by aecident. One
of his rules, conditions, was that he was
never to hear thewm, save when he swish
ed. As a result John Howard was
father without children—and the ¢hil
dren had a living father, but were fatl
erless,

All this would have continued but for
one, inevitahle little incident in life ealled
“death”"—for death, after all, is a par
of life, and dying very often the -nai
part of livingz. The entrance of M
Howard into the life of her husband had
made no perceptible ehange in it. iier
death had thrown every part of it out of
gear. There were three waifs in his
house who came at his bidding and look
ed at him in a frightened sort of way.

“How wuas he to win the love of his
children?”

How John Howard longed to enter that
play room! But he never dared. e
was afraid his entrance would drive then
forth, and he realized that this room was
their own little world. Sometimes, in
agony, he listened at the door, and learn-
ed how different they were from ather
children.

How he longed for them to ask him
for something! What joy he would tak:
in granting them any wish! But they
had been brought up to ask for nothing,
to expect nothing, save on cne day in the
year. That day was Christmas,

On that day they could expecet wonder
ful new presents, they knew, from a mys-
terious person called Santa Claus. The
[ate Mrs. Howard had cultivated this one
dear delusion in them, and so perfectly
that they never dreawmed that either she
or their father had anything to do with
the annual midnight visit of the good
little fat man. Of him they talked
months before he came and months after
he left. And with the presents he left
they played from one Christmas antil
the next. patiently waiting for the new
ones and carefully guarding the old.

Discouraged at his failure te win even
the confidence of his ehildren, John How-
ard hired that hopeless substitute for a
mother. a nurse, to take care of them.

With business acumen and lack of or-
linury common sense he secured a grim
New Kngland school teacher for this deli-
cate position; and in less than a week
the succeeded, by perseverance and in-
justry, in casting more of a shadow over
the lives of the three waifs than ever
John Howard had., But the waifs had
peen taught not to complain, and Jokn
Howard knew nothing abont it.

One lingering hope remained in his
sreqast. Could he make the coming
[Christmas so happy for his children that
he could win their love? He resolved
that he would take charge of the holiday
himself, and the preparations he made
for it were extravagzant. The presents
purchased for all the preceding Christ-
mas celebrations at his hounse were as
rothing compared to the array that stood
before him on the floor, an tables and.on
chairs, this Christmas eve when he sat go
sroken in heart before his grate fire.

Something had happened. A mistake
2ad been made. The New England school
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dren shonld have the hollew mockery

nids them |

| teacher, in the interests of white-winged
| trath, had told his children there was no
 Santa Clags. This he had jearned while
! listening at the door of their playroom
that afternoen. And he, who had so care-
fully rehearsed the part of Santa Claus
for the performance that night, felt that
it wonld be a hollow moekery, now that
they knew, as we all do some day, too
mueh,

With a promptness and decision that
ind eharacterized him always in busi-
ness, John Howard peremptorily disiniss-
ol the New England school teacher, giv-
ing her a2 month’s salary and no expla-
nation for his strange conduet. The chil-

'.'f
("hristmas at any rate. But the essence
of it IIe had heard his chil-
dren between sobs, that they
wiotd hanz up their stockings

wWis gone.

'!l'l‘!" re.

neyer

| again, amd after all it is the stocking and

| nut the tree

that is the essence of Christ-

[ mas—amnd the mystery of mysteries there-

anta ('laus

take se

of is the wonderful fact that S

can spemd so much time and

| much pains in filling the stackine

|
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But John Howard was
himself had looked forward 1o
mas with greater expeetations than had
1 f his*children,

[Te rose from bed and put on hir Iress-
gown and slippers. with a
little night lamp in his hand trned very
low, he went stealthily into the bedroom
where his children slept. Their clothes
were laid neatly on three chairs, and
from each chair he took a stocking and
pinned it where the sleeping children had
lieen aceustomed to pin them in previous
¥enars,

After this he made frequent trips to
the library and brought up load after load
of toys, eandies and trinkets. And then
he bezan to fill the stockings. It was
slow work. He had seen his wife do it
once. He had watched her then in a
mechanical sort of way., It was on the
preceding Christmas eve. She was ill
and nervous and afraid to go about the
honse alone. In a grumbling, protesting
way he had accompanied her.

TR |
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Like some prayer trinmphant falllng
()n the ear,

Lo, the past |s past forever,

In this hour Its honds we sever,

And Its clouds shall darkea never
Our New Year.

|

Iist, the New Year bells are swaring
High and low,
Pulsing, pleading, pralsing, praylog,
As they go.
Now mayr every sin be shriven,
And our hearts from sorrow riven,
All forgiving and forgiven
Here below,
—Minneapolis Housekeeper,

Making Preparations.

“T want to get a turkey, and a bottle
of paregorie, and some mince meat, nnd
some pepsin pills, and some cranherrios,
and some furniture polish, and a quart of
oysters, and a package of court plaster,
and some sweet potatoes, and a fire in-
surance poliey.”

Here the market man smiled merrily
and ingquired:

“Going to eat all that?”

“No,” responded the customer, “hut
the family Christmas dinner occurs at my
house this year."—Baltimore Amearican.

The Annual Greeting.

“A Happy New Year to you!" This Is
the greeting which is heard on every side
as we cross the threshold of the new year.
It has become a custom to repeat it. In
many cases It has little meaning, and is
nothing more than an empty compliment

or an idle wish. How much do you mean
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Santa Claus on Cliristmas eve, in jolly.
“To judge by all these stockings here, they've turned the hose on me.”

SANTA CLAUS’ BIG JOB.

good. Tat glee,
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How glad he was now that he had! e
dropped a moderately heavy object into
the toe of each stocking to hold it down
—then an orange to make it eapacious.
After this he slipped in a present for the
sake of a surprise, and on top of the pres-

dered that the “tick—tick—tick"” of the
candi2s as they dropped did not awaken
the sleeping children.

He was slow at the work. It was early
down when he finished. He blew out the
little night lamp and sank into a chair,
burying his face in his hands, and his
heart in memories. Suddenly he looked
up and saw his three children standing
about him in the are of a circle.

“It’s papa,” cried his eldest girl, rush-
ing into his arms. “Papa is Santa Claus.
[t is papa who has been so good to us
and we haven’t loved him.”

“It's papa,” echoed the younger daugh-
ter.

“Papa—Santy Close,”" gaid the boy.

And they, too, sidled up to him and
clung to him, their little eyes beaming
with love. ,

And then John Howard knew that Lis
stocking had been filled, also—with the
love of his children.—Criterion.

The New Year.

List, the New Year bells are ringing
To and fro,

Messages of comfort bringing

Clear and low.

Over mead and plain and valley,

Where the forest giants rally,

Up through park and street and alley

Paeans flow.

List, the New Year bells are ealling

Far and near,

It is very easy to repeat the|
It is a very simple matter to

by
Fa o
formula.

it?

| buy a New Year's card and enciose it in

an envelope. But when you send this
greeting, or speak it, do you regard it as

{a pledge or promise that you will do
ent he put a layer of candy. He Won- | nothing to make the recipient of it ua-

happr. and that youn will do all in your

| power to relieve his anxieties and bring
| gladness to his heart?—Baptist Union.

Trimming the Tree.

A Real Saint.
Old Santy s no phantom prim—
The cheer he brings cures many llls;
Thro' dreamland’s door we follow kim,
And lose the thought of New Year’s billa

| both owe their orizin,

Christmas Feasting.

During the middle ages the whole
Christmas season was given uap to rey-
?is and jollity, in which eating and drink-
ing had a prominent part. The Naxon
instinct of our English ancestors led them
to make of every holiday an oceasion
for feastinz. Plenty to eat and to drink
was their idea of a festival. no mattep

1
how sacred might Ne its associations. On

Christmas they not only lined theip stom-
achs with zood eapon, as did Shakspeare’s
Justice, but stuffed themselves with all
sorts of rich, nourishing food and strong-
Iy compounded puddings and pies.

Origin of Mince Pie.
English plum puddinge

and mince ples
r are supposed to,
the birth

(
1
tttend Liie
reasoned inzredi-

hly
offering

to an oceurrence ;
of Chirist. The hig
ents refer to the of SDlCes
frankincense and myrrh by the WES(; nmr;
of the East to the Christ Child.—New
York World.
Guving Him a Chance.
“Harriet, you ought to give me my
choice of a Christmas present once in
awhile.”
“Well, Harry, I'm willing; do you want
a Ian.ip shade, a sofa pillow or new lace
curtains?”’

- . -_
Nt Upot

Shattered Her Ideals.
Miss Askit—Why is Miss Wunder so
pessimistic about Christmas?
Miss Tellit—She hung up a $12 pa
gilk hose last year, and some onz m
them.

What you would not wish done to your
self do not unto others.—Chinese,




