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SANTA CLAUS CONVERTHD.

Sk Soeking nnd Tis Cons
tents,
nY HERDERT D. WARD
(Copyriht I Flerbert 1y Warl)

A Dine

(L
Datsy could not gleep, This does not mean
that she i gloep, She had not been
known to miss a good night's rest for 1
miust hive been for glx or seven years, and
ghe was now “golug on” her 9th year

Dalsy Purker was the only girl in o famlly
of two parents and five children. She was
betwixt and hetween, looking up to her two
elder brothers with awe, and lovking down
upon the “two children’ (she called them)
with motherly condescension. And the family
hung up thelr stockings by the great library
fireplaes Chrisimas cve,  Strangely cnough,
neither Mr. Parker nor the children were ever
sntigned to hang up thelr own atockings, and
they nlways borrowed one apiecs from moiher,
Daisy's was & tremendous long blus sk
stocking, with yellow clocks on It and she
bhung it nearest to the smoldering embors
by the chimney, because she winted Santa
Claus to fll hers first.  The two big boys
played foot bill and knew how to skate, und
they sald that “there wasn't no Sinta Clans
and that there never was any.”” But Dalsy
and the ehildren knew too much to subseribe |
to any such bail grammor as thnt.

Where were “Prancer and Vixen,” and
the reindeer sleigh? And San'a Claus with
his red cheeks and white fur overooat, sur-
monnted by a paek of toys? So Doy insisted
that the Hbrary fire shouldl Le allowod Lo
burn low In order that Santa Clans might
not get singed coming down the ehimney,

The big boys laughed at their only sister,
but Mra, Parker sald that the little lady
phanld have her own way and that the boys
ghould be carcful about shattering beautiful
hollday illusions,

Mr. Parker lid not spend Christmas ove
with his family this year. He was superin-
tendent of n great clty trolley system, and
there was a strike among the conductors and
motormen, He had discharged some em-
ploye for incompetency; 1,000 men struck in
pympathy with the workman, and insisted
that he should be restored to his position,
Serlous trouble resulted. Thers was an un-
precedenteld hollday blockade of traffie, and
there was n great deal of sufferlng among
employes, whos¢ whole means of living had
been cut off some weeks ago by order of
thelr executive committee. Mr. Parker was
uneasy and =0 was his wife, for threats had
been made agalnst his life, but children were
too young to appreciate the difficulty of the
mituation.
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It was after Day awoke that she could not
go to sleep again. She had dreamed of Santa
Claus, and of her big blue stocking filled
with everything her heart desired. And as
hor oyes wers staring wide into the dark
of the night, the happy visions of her dreams
would not allow themselves to be dispelled,
Hven to people much older than she dreams
can bo very real. You ecan almost touch
them,

Just then the eathedral clock down stalrs
boom=d 2. Then It oceurred to Dalay that
Santa Claus always came by midnight, and
that he had been gone a long while.

SIf T can only go down now without wak-
ing them, 'l beat them all,” thought Day.

Last yeer the boys hal gotten ahead of
her In the annual morning rush for the
stockings. She had never yet won  that

Christmas race. Now was her apportunity.

In thelr lttle eribs the children were flaep-
Ing near her in the same room. The big
boys were In the next room beyond, while
an the other side was thelir mother'a room.
Day stepped out of bed like a lttle mouse,
hardly daring to breathe. 8She had to go
through one of the two rooms to get to the
hall. She chese the boys' room. If  they
had been awanke they would have been fright-
ened out of thelr wits to see n white ghost
flit In, hover over their beds, and flit out
again. Not a4 bosrd ereaked beneath the
child’s bare steps: When at last she stood
in the upper hall, which was dimly lighted
by a lantern from below, she breathed rollef.
Not a soul had stirred, and ohe knew that a
march had beap successfully stolen on her
brothera this time.

“They won't make fun of me any more,"
she whigpered with a feeling of satisfaction,

Now shes almost felt like an explorer In
her own house, How new, how dark, and
strange! How adventuresome to be poking
about alone in the middie of Christmus night!
The child began to be much exelled, but
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in white, he uitered an exclamation of
wotitler

- I gueme you'se Inte tonight,'”  sald

| Day coming neares “You must have an nw-

ful havYd time wilth so many bova ghd glels

leotle dhere' growled the salnt, “ars ye
alone?"
SOF eourse T oam,~Mro Santa) Clavs"" Littha |

her
ally.

bexide
in

Day siood elose

Christmas h .‘r|1
und leoked at him

“The boya are

left thiz time. They sald, that Banita Claus
wius all poppy ccek,” she continued, nodd.
ing her hoad earpestly, and 1 told them they |

didn’'t know anyvthiog about it Byt you ook
awlal tlresd and corows Have you malaria?
Our ook has; she looks just ke you,"

Santa Claus lokad about furtively After
A satisfactory eye and ear ingpection he took
A eip forwaril and gaged down at the little
helpless mirl, His (3ce wore a4 sardonié e¢x-
pre galnn

“¥o you take me for Banta Cliaus, do you,
1Httle mjge?" |

"Of course T do' anewersd Day, stmply
Then, putting her litile forefinger up with
mock minace, she continued, playfally: “You
can't fool me.*'

0N, Lordy!™ the saint put his hand up to
his mouth, trying to atifle wm expression of
mirth,

“I don't want It all Alled up with oranges |
to make It look hig. It fen't fair,” con-
tinued the little mald, serengly. “'Nor rnw|

toma ofs, either, Nor I don’t Hk= lumps of
suear and old beans done up In lots & 1=

pe
[ 0'm through and through questioningly

I'm a—. 1
his face
hurt ye for the world,”

- < & —
| gularly appropriste and happy,

“Then—then,” she sald with dignity, “"who

ars you?"

“Thers, there, Htlle 'un. Don't leok so—
don't darst tell.” He dropped
before her wideé look, *'1 wouldn't

But Dalky looksd grave and troubled. She
was lost In wonder over her visitor'e identity,

If he were not Santa Claus who could he
Be? “Dida't you bring me my doll, sir,”" sis
nsked gently
searching question. He felt that he wounld
rather confront a roomful of Judges than this
child's heautiful fatth, which he had crushed
forever. He weouldn't have done It to his
children for the world, As ghe stil] looked al
him with her large innodent eyes he suddenly
birst out: I"are God, 1T didn’t bring i, 1
took It out to carry homo to my own llttle
gnl, Sh—sh!

The nefgh- |

| bars look out of the windows, some enviously,

Ho shook hita head before the |

Don't make a nolse, Hitle Indy. |

‘m on poor man, out of work, with a starving |

1
family, and If they'd ecatch me here 1I'd be
Jupted.”

“Iugged ? What's that?'' asked Day, opoen-
Ing her mouth, '

“fent up—put in prison.'”

“On! that's awful! [ don’t ses what they
ean put ¥ou In prison for. You haven't done
anyhing."

The man shook his head knowingly and
polnted at the wide burlap bag,  “It's the
firat time,”" he sakd. I was fired from the
Consolidated three weeks ago—"'

“Fired,"” Interrupted the child, prettily per-

A SWEET

LITTLE KRIS KRINGLE.

tle papers. 1 want you to glve my litle
brother a teain of cars with a real locomotive,
And T guess 1'11 do with the doll that Enows
how to talk. You look so tirrd and sick 1
wan't bollier you any more'’  She looked
Banta Clanz in the facy with rueh prety,
tender sympathy that e turned nis head
away; he found It hard to me:t her trusiful
syes, A8 he stirred the sack across s
shoulder gave a metallle elank. The man
started ayaln. Then he carefully put his bag
on the floor. A ery of rapture broke from
the child, for in the visitor's right btend she
saw that vory doll on which she had sot
her Christmas heart.

“Don't put It in the stocking, doar Santa
Clans, Lot me have it now. Mamma sald
yvou wouldn't disappoint me'* She held out
her littl> eager hand.

The Saint slowly dropped the doll into It
Astonlehment gat on the rude face undzr the
big eap. Then a touch of tenderness
goftened 1t. For a binefactor of the: children
of the race he seemed strangely embar-
ragsed.

I"irst he stood wupon
the child's repture over the phonograph
doll, Then he shifted to the uther and
shrugged his shoulders nnd losked sheeplst
and then he began to grow red in the

Dilsy looked up him him enthuslastically.

“Say, Mr, Santa Claus, makye It talk! Show
me how."

“1 dunno,” he answered, In n grull whis-

on® foot waltching

-

per.
“Well, I suppose mamma will." she »raid |
with resignation. **Show me what Yon've

got in the bag! I want to see what you give |
other children besldes us.*

DAY AND

not at all afraid. She steppad very softly.
In a few nioments she stood ut the Hbrary
door. It was closed but wot la‘ehad, She
pushed It open gently, and stepped In.
As why did so her hearl gave a great lv;u-ll
at the sight that confronted her. Her first
fmpulse was to scream, but immediately her
better judgment camg to her rescus. She
remembered that it was Christmas eve yet.
““Why, it's Santa Claua!” she thought,
“Ho must be late” She stocd quite still,
Now Santa Clauw had not seen and did
not hear her. B0 she had a good chance
to leok him over. He was & tall, thin salug,
eutirely differcut from the preconcelved ldea
in this respect. But in others he was lke
enough. v was drossed In a buge goat- |
skin coal, of the natural white color, and
he had a bag slung over his ahoulder. At
this moment, in the soft Ught of th: embers,

ho could be seen bending over the blue silk
stocking. What, oh, what was he pulting
into I?

“Please, Mr. Santa Claus"” came a treble
volee, ““don’t forget the doll that talks.*

The saint whirled about lke o startied
malefactor. His bhand  sought the breust
pockel. But when be saw the little vision

THR

- metallle clank,

INTRUDER,

Now the man began to c:me (o hls senses,
He beot hig head a2 If to deteel any round
and took hold of the bag. Agaln it gave forth

“That's the cars! and the locomotive!
Let'a see! Day clapped her hapds—onee—
and then suddenly found them clenched to-
gether in an irresistible grip,

“Qo—oo-—oh!" she began to cry. “Banta
Claus, you hurt?"

“Sh—asl!" comnmanded the man. “I'm not
Santa Claus, I'm—"" The fire died away, and
suddenly left the two In darkness. lmme-
d'ately there was a flash of lght cuming
from & lantern whose slide had been opened.
The gleam traversad the child's face and In
that moment of passhog the man saw an ex-
pression he will pever foget. It was not one
of phyglcal paip—it was that of u little soul
whose childbhood falth and hope and visions
Lad been shattered by a rough blow,

“Why pale little miss.'” The man had a
heart and he began to show it. He dropped
upon one knee and put his harsh head elose
to the child's, whose yellow curls and petal
choeks hud never before beon sullied by a
profan: touch. Her great blue eyes looked

plexed by the workimgman's slang.
that's papa's road!”

“Yes," with a scowl of hate, “He did [t.
"Tatnt your fuult,  Don't be seared, Hitle gal.
You don't understand, We haven't any
Chrlstmas dinners to our house, nor no pres-
ents, either—and five young 'uns, 1 had to
stial or starve, and I'd rather steal from him
who fired me thap any one."’

“Then,'" sald Day, slowly, “you're not a
Santa Claus at all. You're nothing but a
burglar."

“l guess that's about the size of it. Sh!
What's that polse?' The man looked about

“Why,

nervously, The clock now struck the half
hous,
“I'm so sorry,” great teare stood in the

child’s eyes. "Papa would be sorry, too, if
ho only knew.™

The burglar's face esoftened agaln.  He
looked at his bag full of the Parker silver,
Ife took It up and then put It down again.
Thero wns an evident struggle in his mind.
Here he wus confronted In his first erlme—
by what? Ounly by a child, And yet that
little girl seemed to his hard nature as much
a barvler aguinst ovil as a hundred feet of
stone wall,

“l1 might eall mermma,” suggested Day,
gently. “Not for the world, child!" The
man put his rude hand upon her soft arm,
What was a slight pressure for him might

have meant powdeired bones f[or  her.
didn't mean no harm,” he repeated apolo-
getically. *“We'te|l dead broke, that's all,

We're nigh starving., 1 couldn't stand it
Day looked at her doll. Her sweet, little

fare worked with indecision.
“Mister?'" she looked up with

full eyes,

“How old Is your lttle girl?"
“Just 8, Hitle miss."
“I guess mamma won't mind!™ she held

out the precious doll te the preclous raseal,
“Glve It to ler. 1t'®» a Chri®tmas present
from me, Say Dulsy Parker sont It!"

The dizscharged motorman  handled  the
fluffy pink doll for a moment doubtfully and
then thrust it into his big slde poeket, *'I've
got to go,” he shiversd., *“Ycu'd better run
up stalrs, letle "un'*

“No,'" said the lttle hostess, little dreaming
that her very [earleseness had utterly dis-
armed 4 man, the more desperate hecsuse he
wus in the midst of his first offense. “I shall
sep you cul. You had better plck up your
bag."

What the
little while ago
Lested,

YAfter takin® me fur Banty Claus an® give
mo the doll fur my gial, 1 wouldn't take It
for a thousand dollar LIl It's mean busi-
uoss, and I'm done with it. They can starve
firat, s'help me Geod.™

How should this Hetle angel guess? 1t had
never  occurred  to the  superintendent’s
danghter that the visitor's bag contalned all
thelr family silver,

Not surprised at anything now, no nat-
tér how queer, Day gravely [ollowed him,
Blhe tucked her Hitle hand in hls, and he led
her to the open patior window, which he had
caslly lorced,

In an Instant he was outside. His foot
wis on the stene ledge and his face, on the
other side of the eill, was on a level with
her.

“Goodbye,

man's nature
hig better

had  sought a
nature now de-

little  lady,"” he whispered in
his grufl way, “‘I didn't mean to frighten ye,
nobow, Ye'll forglve me, won't ye?' Thus
worse men than he had pleaded for the good
opinton of those better than they—though
God knows who of us are very good.

The child was beginning to reallze what
manner of man this really was, and now be-
gun to tremble violently, Her sirength was
almost gone.

“I guess you're nearer Santa Claus (han
a burglar, anyway,'"" she managed to say.

Bhe could not add a word. Softly the win-
dow closed, separating the motormen and the
lttle girl. 1t descended liks n dream be-
tween them, shutting oul & man's eager, re-
pentant face, shutting in a poor, weak child.

Day turned and found herself folded In
slrung arms,
“Papa!" she orled. “Papa, papa, papa.'

Then she began to ory,

111,

Oh, the difference In Christmas days! The
wrtunate and the rich hail it as the happlest
of the year, The poor and discontented look
askance at It because they cannol afford to
glve, or do not recelve.

A plaln hired coupe draws up before a
wooden tepement. A little girl, plainly and
w-rmlf dreased, jumps out first. She hugs
several parcels to her breast, and looks sln-

mome approvingly; for 1t i Christnias day.
“duel Turner lves upstalrs, sr’
Landed with parcels, two visitors find thelr
way up the hacked siairs. |
The door opena. A man sitting moodily In |
A chalr starts at Day's Impulsive knocks, The
snperintendent, the man whom he has hated

mors bitterly than all other men In the
world, walks in with singulat unconsclous-
ness, stealght 16 the table, and pitches the

bnndles upon it The ehlidren in the room |
stitre. The wile says someifhing, nobody |
notices what, The man looks as if he would
Itken to sneak away.

Now Day begins to potlez a child of her
own age fondling a gorgeous doll. The viel-
tor makes stealght for this polnt and both |
are xoon oblivious to what I8 going on aboul
them,

“Tell me your story, and the whole of It,
Turner.”" The superintendent sits down be-
glde the company's digcharged motarman, “If
you won't say anything about my visit here, 1

won't mentlon  yours to my  house, Now,
wa're guits,”” He laughed, trying to put the
min ot his ease. |

Whilo the ehildren play, the man talks, and
the oMeer understands, I there conld only
be more man and man Interviews between |
cmployer and employe, there would be fewor
disastirous misunderstandings.

T guess we've hoth been wrong,” Mr. Par-
ker gpoke cordinlly after listening for a quar-
ter of an hour. for work right
away.'" |
“That'll settle the strike, sir sald n.--|
motorman,~standing up with new manhomd on [

1

his (ace.

“Report

“Ong¢ thing more, Tuarner,' his =uperior |
gMeer sayvs In o whigper. |
“I hope you've turned over a brand now |
lenf, Yon must promise me”* |

The man's eyes fill. He glaness over al |
the two little girls, unconselously plaving to-
gether. The wonderful doll says, “papa,’”
“mamma,’”” and then whe zes,

“ *No nead of that, sir. I'm a different man
gince the devil struek me last night. She did |
it! God blezs her!™

“Amen,”  whispers the superintendent,
Yyou've got one of your own."

Thus the great strike ended on Christmas
day, and Santa Claus did It

COSTUME DOLLIES,

Insterunetive Hollidny Presents for the
Children.

Dollg, those silent, precious companlons of
the nurstry, mny have lessons Lo teach.

No longer are they confined to the role
of the plain Sugan doll or the fascinting
Miss Eugenia with the head that turns cnd
the crown of golden hair, or the daar baby
In long clothes who slezps or cries as the
little  mother wishes,

The dolls' of today bring their race history
with them. The nursery vesms iucomplete
without a réprésentative from the Aiffecent
countries In corrcet and striking costume,
A Spanish bull fighter, an Itnlian fruit seller,
a German soMler, a Frenzh bell?, an Ameri-
can sailor, a Jhapanese baby, a Punchinello
with cap and h:lls, while from the wist come
Alagka dolls in robes of soft white fur and
Mexican types, a cowboy, a miner anl an
Indian chief complete In costumé. A band
of gilt and feathers about his brow with a
crest In front, & pistol and scalping knife
at his belt and wveritabls beaded moceasing
upon his fest. The patient equaw carrles Lhe
little papoose on her back and keaps Ler
hll‘ulalmt closely ‘around her short buckskin
skirt.

These Indfam folls are made of solid ala-
baster, buckiskin or copper colored flannel
and are almost indestructible.

A motley, mérry little  company, these
dolls dwelling together In more delghtful
harmony than thelr eountrymen who go to
make up the cosmopolitan Inhabitants of
great elty.

The children may ltarn to know them from
the stories told fn the: twillght hour, They
will mever tire of hearing how these strange
lttle prople live In thelr own lands, and
where the distant countries are and how cpe
cun get to them.

The reign of childhood Is chort and he
nursery carnival calls for the merriost and
the best that ean be gathered togsther with
the wire and loving forethought of older
hends.

PRATTLE OF THE YOUNGSTERS.

One of the happlest little boya [ ever caw,
says a writer In the Washington Star, Is n
eripple and  will never walk., His Jlower
limbs are paralyzed, and the little fellow
Is wheeled around In a chalr made for his
especial ver - When I first saw  him |
thought how awful 1t must be for n 7-year-
old boy not to b2 able to run and play like
other children, and, withouti thinking, 1
asked: *"lsn’t it lovely hore? Ilun'r, you
wish you could run and jump?"

“Yes,'" sald the lttle f=1low, “I might like
it, but I'm happy where 1| am, and perhaps
I'd get hurt. Little boys do.'

Then 1 felt rebuked, and the littie boy,
whistling and singing In his chair, playing
with whatever 18 glvenw him, the min-
utes of the hours by which the days aro
| told, ke sunbeams Jighting and gladdon-
Ing lfe's pathway, has been a lessou to me
ever slpee I first saw him,

A small boy in Philadelphla wrote the
| following composition the other day on King
Henry VI

“"King Henry 8 was th® greatest widower
that ever l'ved. Hpe was borned at Annle
Doming in the year 1066, He had 610 wives
bewides children. The first wan beheaded
and afterwards executsd and the second was
revoked, Henry 8 was succeeded to the
throne by his great grandmother, the beau-
tiful Mary, queen of Scots, sometimes called
Lady of the Lake or the Lay of the Last
Minstrel,"”

Harold—Oh, mamma! I feel so angry, I
want to say something wicked.

Mamma—Get me my slipper!

Harold (exelalming with a great effort)—
I feel better now!

Bobby (presenting a friend)—Mamma, do
you ste Tom Jones?

Mamma—Yes, Hobby, but I've met Tommy
before. Didn't you know t?

Bobby—But you know, mamma, that you
sald yesterday that I was the naughtiest boy
you ever niw. S0 I wanled you b see
Tommy Jon# :

“What are yow crying for, child?

“Lolo hurk ane''

"How, pray?"”’

“1 wos gulng o hit bim with my fist,
when he dugked his head, and my fist bt the
wall.,"—Etolle Bglge.

—————————
LABOR AND INDUSTRY. J

A ney gro'm 10® wteam bojlers has been de-
vised, In which the bars of the grate are
hollow tubes und are constructed to serve
an feed-watip kighers,

A Geneva ywatchmaker has almost com-
pleted a wake® which will call out the hours
upon n sprésg | bong touched. It contalns
a very smalbiplionograph,

Irish peat™ made into an antiseptie wool
by & German:syndicate, and has been adopted
for army use by the French government.

There are 48,000 artists In Parls, more than
halt of them painters, The number of paint-
ings sent in to the exhibitions last year was
about 40,000,

The Ansconda Standard makes the state-
ment thut between 1,600 and 2,000 more mw
areg employed In apd around Butte than ever
before, even when the silver mines wera
running. The mines of that district pay out
$640,000 par month for wages.

A fire engine using electricity as the mo-
tive power for Its pump has recently been
devised by a #irm In Drocklyn, N, Y. Cur-
rant from @ tralley road or from any In-
candescent Hght elrcult will answer. 1t Js
#ald to be very salisfactory,

An odd lnstrument has just been invented
comubining 4 fan wnd an ear trumpst. The
deaf lady, when she wishes to hear what
is being sald, folds up her fan into a shape
somewhat like the paper packets used by
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STORE
OPEN
EVENINGS

Turkish

ockers

I LeStone

Dewey &

Furniture Co.

Christmas ——.
. : Novelties.

ln corduroy or leather,
from $18 00 to $75.00.
We make them any style,
size or coler,
Dressing 1ables,
Staving Cases,
Ladies’ Destks,

wlm Stands,
Bruguet Lamps,
LPartor Cabinets,
Music Cabinets,
LPrano Benclies,

Parl'or Tables

216 prtterns from $1.00 to
$150.00 ecach.

Bookcases

From the solid oak curtain

|

| |wo MORE DAYS
! and the rush is over.
i We have put on extra force
[ of salesmen

.

to accommo-

date the buying public.

' You will receive prompt

attention a nd deliveries.

. Our stock is still complete
' and our prices are guaran- |
i teed the lowest quoted. {

i
Fancy

Rockers

I
)
JaliemS
o

Our prices and designs
will please you. The as-
sortment is so great you
will find exactly what is
wanted.

Parlor
Pieces

tasy and Re-

Divans,
ception Chairs.

We man-

Ao Chatrs cases at $3.00, up to the finest | ufacture everything in this !|
Feiiy mahoganies, $250.00. We| line. A beautiful stock of
Scrczp Btlsée’!.f, show some pretty patterns, upholstery goods for cov-
Bowior T abl with desks attached, from| erings, Order at once for
arlor L aoles. $6.00 to $75.00 each. Christmas delivery.
I\ »8 the 1l end to her W i th .-__ ' .
ﬁ:? ers, and applles e sma I"'::“l:n‘; '»::LL"T'?:“&"';’&L.,FE.TEF.’I. WILCOX COMPOUND
o e FEar bicharpa Epiiond ANSYe PILL
::me{;llzuna It is slu?llnr Lo :hralrnhaml und “'E':'Tm‘nﬂltﬂ:hc::mm i Safoand SURE. Alwaya reliablo, Take
makes an equully good food for stock. If ‘ﬂ;' -"f';:gd‘f-;.;g :!ﬂl_ﬁ'sgad' ) :':"g'-r":",fl:ﬁuf%;;:ll;vlk{r?lI:I‘[llllm‘:.l:)r::. :.%tpg.pr;},g
tho experiment §s successful, it will result ey . CO., 228 SOUT! HOIL BT, PI :
in the reclamation of vast tracts of land Sela Ameriaan Avvats, Uncinastl, Ghin ¥ BIGETL &9, RHILADA. PA
now werthless, Saren. . - : —
Mr. Petry of New York has devisad ani e TR '
palented electrid lighted bulletin boards
which are usel with great success, The
bulleting are made of ground glass, mountod
In frames, in front of which are set pavaljel ’
glnss plates  one-clghth of an inch apart
The letters are of metal, enameled black,
and are fastened by means of a spring on |
the back, which Is thrust into the one-gighth |
Inch slot between the parallel glass plates, h he 1 th
Electrie lighte behind the white glass |nm-f See t ﬂ.t t people are MOVlﬂg so“
jeot the letters with wonderful clearncss
ut night, and no weather can blur them. ...BECAUSEH
Few journnlists realize the fnet that rno
single  important  industry in the United %
States shows such a continued and remark- No Drouths, No Hot W]l‘]ds’
ahle growth during the last forty years as
that of the manufacture of newspapers and No FIOOdB, N() Heated Term
perlodicaly, For Instance, In 1850 the ag- "
grogate olreuldtion per Issus of all classes of No Blizznl"dS. No Cold &“aps,
rewspapers was a little over 5,000,000 copies.
In 1860 it had increased nearly threefold, No Cold Wil‘lterb, No Crop Failures
aggregating about 14,000,000, In 1870 It was J

21,000,000 In 1880 32,000,000, and in 1890 it
had doubled, reaching a total of 70,000,000,
When we turn to the aggregate number
of coples lssued of all the newgpapers dur-
inig the year we are doaling with billions,
net miltions, ¥rom less thun half a billion
coples forty years agn, we find that the news-
paper press had, in 1890, Increased more than
tenfold, and can now Loast of a total annual
agegregation of about 4,700,000,000 coples. At
the same rate of Increase of elrculation
wie must now be prioting 6,000,000,000 of
coples annually,
e ———
CHRISTMAS TIME,

', McArthur,

I must own that all this fussing's
Rother trying on tho nerves,;

For a week biack I've Lten running
To the cellnr for preservies,

To the loft to bring the hnms down,
To the barn for egEs: you see

All our young folks are a-coming
Home to mother and to me,

Dick s coming home from college,
He has hnli-hlifn Juzt now,
He ls going to be & preacher
(He could never learn o plow);
Lugy's coming from the high school,
Ben amnd Harry from the town,
And we've mude Ellza promise
To bring all her children down,

Mother's In a pesky fidget,
And she's fretting sl day long,
Last with all her rorats and puddings
Bomething muy perhaps B0 wrong;
But T just keep on w-humming
An old fashloned Christmas glee,
Fur the young folks are all coming
Home to mother and to me,
——

GOT EVEN WITH THE HRITISH,

They Were Plled with o Drink of
Which They Knew Nothing,

About twenty years ago, says a writer In
the Neéw York Press, when we were at
Gibraltar, having been ordered to Join the
Buropean squadron, the oflleers of one of her
Britannio majesiy’'s ships of war gavo us a
dinner on board, and made every one of the
younger Amaricans roaring drunk, while
many of the older ones had some difficulty
getting down the gang way, Our ocaptain
wan very wroth, He called us all up the
next morning and lectured um In a few days
he returned the courtesy of the Hritish of-
cers, inviting them all to dine aboard our
shilp. Dr, Klog, coe of the surge-ns on board,
o nephew of the noted journalist, Judge
King of Philadelpbia, and a Philadelphian
bimself by birth, asked the captain If he
would like to get even with the British for
getting ue all drunk. The captain suld It was
Hu: possible to do it; that the Hritsh could
rluk all owr boys under the table, Kilog
lusioted, and Nually waw allowed to make the
attgmpt. He made o few gallons of Osh-housse
punch and served the innocent looking liquid
liberally among the visttors. Taey had never
tasled anything Hke it, and could not get
it down half fast enough. At midnight ecach
of them was lowered from the end of the
yardarm In a net, carefully deposited In a
boat and borpe to his ghip, where he was
hauled aboard In the same way. 1 doo't
think we saw an Hoglishman for a week.
Popr King e dead. He was the third hus-
band of the famous North Carolina beauty,
Misa Minnle Henderson, who had been suc-
cesslvely Mra. John Tunis and Mrs, Andrew
Sigourney of Norfolk, Va. After dispos-
ing of the three bhusbands she, o, died, leav-
fng a handsome daughter, Minnie Tunis, who
has disappeared from public view,
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