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By Wilbur D-Yegbit
The trec was all a-twinkle with its candles here and there
d with a merry tinkle swayed the gifts it had to bear,
all was now completed for the morrow that should be
w\;th ioyaua welcome greetﬂl Ly the children ‘round the tree,
% When—I may have drcamed it so.
g L But the grace of long ago
e through the bush of midnight and bided there with me.
&

I dighad. as d§| a slecper when dreams hold the heart of him:
¢ shadows grew the decper till the trec was blurred and dim—m

ple, fortunately, at that moment. How December 25 Was
“Won't you help me?" she asked. hosen
*1 think it is such fun to decorate the
house with the holly and stuff for the
holidays. Now I've just been trying
to tie this bunch to the chandeller.”
She mounted a chair and affixed the
bunch of green sprays to the chande-
lied. Alfred stood In dumb admira.
tion. He looked at Prudence, and hs
looked at the greem herbiage which
ghe fastened to the fixture. She look.
ed down at him, smiling, then put out
her hand. garded such a custom as heathenish,
“Help me down,” she sald. and made no exception, even to the
Alfred caught her hand to aseist her | Savior's birthday.
to come from the chair. It was not until Christlanity had
Heroes are made In a moment, No | trlumphed, three centuries later, that .
man knows in what instant his soul | the prejudice against the observance
may flame within him so that he will | of birthdays died out, and an investl-
do and dare ae he mever dreamed of | gation as to the date of Christ's birth-
doing or daring. The philosophers | day was begun.
call such times psychologlcal mo- Julius, popa or bishop of Rome,
ments. This was one. Alfred helped | asked St. Cyril In 386 to ascertain the
Prudence down, and it was quite mat- | real anniversary of the mativity. St.
ural and easy fer her to find herself Cyril reported the date to be Decem-
in his arms when she reached the | ber 25, to the best of his knowledge,
floor, And then before she knew what | after extensive research, and the date
he was about—at least, so she sald | wae accepted by Jullus and promul-
—he had kissed her. ’ gated as the anniversary of Christ's
“Mis-ter Ruthven!” she exclaimed. | birth. Before the end of the fitth cen-
“How dare you?” tury the date was accepted by all
“l—I—you know—the—the mistle- Christendom.
toe!" he stammered, disengaging one January 6, April 20, March 20 and
arm and pointing to the decoration | March 29 are some of the dates that
above her head. : were serlous contenders for the dls-

i

room, which was empty of other peo- r

.

How many people know why Christ-
mas came to fall on December 257

Everybody knows that it is the day
celebrated alike by the Catholic, Prot-
estant and Greek churches as the na-
tivity of Christ, yet nobody knows if
it 1= the actual date.

The uncertainty iz due to the preju-
dice of early Chrigtlans agrinst the
celebrations of birthdays. They re-

Come we now to Christmas eve. Pru-
dence had, by ways and means familiar
to the feminine mind, conveyed to the
bashful Alfred the intelligence that
she had made for him a Christmas re-
membrance. Never mind how she did
this. You, if you are & man grown,
will be able to hark back into your
own past and bring up some inslances
of woman's diplomasy wherein she
was able to tell you something with-
out saying anything in particular. Just
gave your intultion a chance,
Knowing this, Alfred knew that It
was his bounden duty to reciprocate—

& there i anything in the
- world more aggravating to a
young woman than & young
man who will not, or cannot,
see that she favors him
above all the rest, it has not
yvet been listed.

Prudence Milton &8 much a8 a year
ago diseovered that Alfred Ruthven
possessed all the gqualities that go to
make a man noble and splendid and
brave—no, not brave! A brave man
would have proposed to Prudence long
since. But Alfred, Prudence knew,
was handsome and intelligent, and
prosperous. Just one thing he lacked
—self.confidence. Alfred was bashful
on the love subject, -

A Ereat many men are Bso. They
can discuss politles, the musical
glasges, the drama, literature, art,
science and the classics fuently with

en [marvelously) glowing as of all the stars and suns
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itH & beauty payt all knowing. with the majesty that stuns,
Stood a crosd of jewel-flame

Which from tut the shadows came—

And softly came a ch nting\;ro these. the Little ones!™
S glory held the exifles that huhpon the treey

trange
Tl:rll{uw ling that ltiﬂe\n\:ll spe

I ﬁl\ pu}u olden thit led ¢

“greasures golden and precious

(Copyright, 1810,

h laid hold on mes
storie Hngs
ferings

lmt}- ngel wings

Finds Oul

by Wilbur D - Neshi
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= A called me to her day be
fore yesterday and sed she
wanted me to help her do
something.

She had a peece of pen-
¢il in her hand that was
about & Inch Jong and
fooked as if she hed chewed it to
gharpen it, and she had a lot of notes
made on the back of a bill from the

" dresgmaker.

Henry, she said, I am puzzled to
deth to kno what to give your pa and
your Unkel Willyum for Chrismus. 1
do wish you would kind of pump them
and see what they would like to hav,
and then tell me, without giving it
away to them what you are irying to
fnd out.

All right, ma, | told her, and tried
lo get a peek at her list to see if she
pad me down for-the maggiezine re-
yolver | want.

But she folded up/the paper and put
it away.

So that night when pa and Unkel
Bill was gitting in the librarey talkin
about the way sepator Tillman had
petter look out or he will be playing
in a drama that has a press agent, or
else he wiil be crackin a black snake
whip around in Unkel Toma Cabben, 1
sst pa what bhe thot was the right
kind of a Chrismus present.

You otto be satisfide with what you
get, my young man, he sed, without
soming around and hintin.

1 aint hintin, 1 told him. I just won-
dered what your ldee would be about
ane for yourself.

Grate Scott! he sed. Has it come
to this? Tt is bad enuff to hafto fork
over for the fool things yure ma buys
for me without havin to pay for some-
thing you get for me,

1 dont want to get you anything, 1
ged, I just want to get wure idee
shout what you want.

Unkel Bill spoke up and sed most
men could. tell what they wanted bet-
ger by telltn ‘what they dont want.

What would melike to haw, unkel.

prasthiml ¥ 3
%‘n’ now, B¢ sed, hare is lots of

P
things i would be glad to see In WYy
stockin on Christmus morning. If I
was a woman of course i would yern
for dimund bracelets and mecklaces
and rings and gold wotches that i
¢ould pin on me somewhare whare a
pickpocket could get them without
pickin my pocket. Thare never was
a pickpocket that could pick a wom-
an's pocket, xcept one that fived in
Noo York, and he had been marrid
forty times, and he confessed that
the reezon he got marrid so menny
times was just becos he wanted to

t“Henry, She Said, | Am Puzzled to
Death to Know What to Glve Your
Pa and Uncle Willlam for Christ-
mas."

lurn whare a woman keeps her pock-
et. It was a matter of profeshnul
pride with him, becos he gsed thare
was no profit in pickin a womans
pocket when all you got was a bunch
ot gamples and a button hoock and a
powder rag and betwene thirty and
forty sents.

_But' | dont see what pickin pockets
has ' do with Chrismus presents, 1
ged. Sl

You wate till you get marrid, pa
spoke up reel quick.

Finelly pa and Unkle Bill thay got
me to tell them about ma astin me to
find out what they wanted, and then
they laffed and laffed, and Unkel Bill
sed it was a refreshin indleation of
the change that was takin place when
a woman even thought of thinkin
about what you wanted. He ped they
usually went ahed and got what they
wanted you to want,

You tell your ma, pa sed, that as
peer as you can Jern what 1 want i8
more hair on my hed, my wisdum
tooth filled, and rockkin chares that
i wont bump into with my legs when
i get up in the mornin.

And If she asts you what { want,
unkel Bill sed, you tell her that i am
noncommittal to a degree, but that
you think { would prefer a tobacko
pouch that has sashay powder insids
the lining, a collar &nd cuff box with
pink satin inside of it, a cigar cutter
that 1 can hang on my watch chane
whenever i want to feel pertickerly

shamed of myself, a silver handled
pensil that she caa borrow frum me
the day after Chrismus and never

made out of hammered brass that
can sell to somebuddy for
bowls. .

That's rite, pa sed.

But the best Chrismus present far
man, unkel Bill sed, I8 to pick out

DARK OUTLOOK EEFOREHAND.

“Mamma,” asks the little boy, “how
can Santa Claus get Into our flat,
when we haven't any chimney—noth-
ing but a steam radiator?”

“Ha will probably slip in by the
basement door, darling.”

“It's all off then,” says the lad, with
a surprising vigor in the use of elang.
“That janitor will put him out of busi-
ness before he can umpack his sack.”

HER ONE BIG WISH.

Sister Sue—Johnnie, do you Eknow
what I would like most?

Brother Johnnle—No, What?

Bister Sue—I saw 2 fat lady at the
circus last summer and I wish I had
her stocking to hang up on Christmas
night,

a young woman, but they shy away
from the real heart interest llke an
aeroplane dodging a church gteeple.

Why, Prudence had inveigled Alfred
into long walke with her in the sil-
very moonlight of spring and the gol-
den tuoonlight of suramer—all to no
avall. Once, in August, she was boat-
ing with him, and she had pretended
to he afrald the boat would capsize,

“What would you do if it did?” she
asked him.

Naturally she expected him to reply
that he would plunge in after her
and save her or perish in the attempt.
Such a herole remark as that would of
eourse lead into a more passionate
avowal of his reasons for being will-
’| ing to lay down his young life for her
—and then, of course, he could easily
hop-skip right along to a request that,
since he was willing to die for her,
she might consider favorably a propo-
sitlon to share his life with him, or
words to that effect.

But when she asked him, with a
tremulous shake In her lovely volce,
gnd with a world of talth and trust
in her lustrous eyes:

“Whsat would you do if the boat
capaized?”

He never even stopped rowing. He
fust sald:

“It wouldn't matter much. The wa-
ter isn't over three feet deep here.”

Prudence almost capeized the boat
from sheer vexation then. When &
woman becomes vexed with a man be-
cause he does not realize that he loves

“I forgot that,” she said, demurely.

And then Alfred found toogue at
last and told her what she had wanted
him to tell her ail the year. And he
asked her to be his Christmas gift,
and ehe consented in what 18 so aften
called the time-honored way. That is,

tinetion before December 26 received
the seal of Julius' approval,
~ Even after the date was generally
pccepted by ail Christian nations the
‘holiday had its struggles. The Engy
lish roundhead parliament of 1848

where he got it.

her: :

mistletoe.”

it had been real mistletoe.”
{(Copyright, 1910, W. D, Nesbit.)

she allowed him to put the kiss back
Later that evening Alfred sald to|'snd Christmas was re-established
“Do you know, I don’t belleve I ever
would have had the courage to pro-
pose to you if it hadn't been for that
“Phat mistletoe!™ she laughed. “Al

tred, that mistletoe is smilax. I don't
believe it would have worked at all i | them to work on Christmas, with thein

— | ing or any other method, observe

abolished Christmas and for 12 years
it was not observed in England. Roy-
alty galned the ascendency, howet’e:j

a national holiday.

Governor Bradford of Plymouth, in
1621, history =says, had ocecaslon to re-
buke some young men who had come
over in the ship Fortune, following In
the trail of the Mayflower, because
their coneciences would not allow

sterner Puritan brothers.
In 1859 the-general court of Massa-
chusetts passed a law fixing a fine of

fiva shillings sgalnst anyone who
should by sbstinence from labor, feast-

Christmas.

“That Is, She Allowed Him to Put the
Kiss Back Where He Got It.”

and to reciprocats in advance. Al
ways, always, a man must reciprocate
in advance to & lady.

So Alired might have been seen
stepping hesitatingly up the steps of
the Milton home on Christmas eve.
He carried a small package In one
hand. It was his intention to dellver il
this to whoever came to the door, with

a message that it was for Prudence.
In answer to his ring no less a per-
son than Prudence herself opened the
door. Her eyes were sparkling, her

il 2
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ANl Pald For.

“Your wife was telling my wife that
you've got all your Christmas presents
paid for,” remarked the man in the
corner of the city train to the lean in- |
dividual sitting by his side.

“Yes; pald for the last of them yes-
terday,” waa the reply.

“Lucky dog! I haven’t even begun
to think of the presenis I've got to

“Oh, peither have we for this year.
My wife was speaking of laat year's
presents.”

L [ ] L]
Santa I1s Easy.
Bobby (on Christmas morning)—

cheeks were rosy, and in one hand she

“ah,” we say to our friend, whom

“Where does Santa Claus get all his

held a bunch of green stuff.”
“Why, Alfred!” she exclalmed.
“Come rlght in. T'm putting up the

we observe counting a large roll of { things, mamma ?”

bille before starting out, “golng to
buy something to fill some one’s stoek-

Mamma—*Oh, he buys them.”

Bobby—"Waell, he must be & jay to

“ln tha Kitchen With an Apr:n On,

Helping Her Mother Put Up Jellies
and Preserves and Things.”

her, you may go out and stake all
your worldly possessions that socner
or later she will bring that man to
hiz knees, or her feet. as you like to
put it.

Let us pass lightly over the glorious

days of tall, when Prudence allowed

giv back to me, and a smockin met

finger

fifty dollar present for him, that he

would hafto pay fer when the bi

comes in, and then not get it.
(Copyright, 1310, W. D. Nesbit)

| Alfred to call geveral times and find
her in the kitchen with an apron on
1 helping her mother put up jellles and
preserves and things. Let ug even
pass lightly over the evening when
she showed him the blister upon her
8 ! yotr white hand made by s sputter-
& ing drop of apple butter. Yes, pass
lightly over it. Amny sane man, any
man In possession of ordinary facul-
‘ ties, when a besautiful young creature
held out a lttle white hand and show-
ed him & blister thereon—not & big
blister, just a eort of a beauty spot of

11

a blister—would have taken that hand

in his and all but wept over it. He

would have asked her to give that
hand to him and fo come along with
it herself, and would have sworn b¥
high heaven and the marching stars
and the sun and moon and sky that
never again should that wonderful
hand know the wearying stress of
toll! What did Alfred do?

He looked at the blister appralsing-
ly—without taking those taper fingers
in his—and he said:

«gtick a needle under it from one
side and let the watar out, then put a
lttle peroxide on it tomorrow.”

Shades of HRomeo! Memories of
Dante and Beatrlee! Was it any
wonder that Prudence brought her
pretty lips together in a stralght line
and registered a mental vow that Al
tred ghould rue this speech some day?

Let us nqw pass lightly on again.

L]

Christmas greens.”

So Alfred came right in, shyly and
slyly depositing the little package on
a small table in the hall as he entered.
Prudence led the way to the living

B e

ing?"

day twinkle in his eyes and replies:
“Yes.
wooden leg for my brother.”

He looks at us with a merry, holl | him!™

I'm going around to buy &

Jet anyone palm oft a tin watch om

I} - Vesbil

ODAY when me an” Willie Smith

An’ how we must buhhave real well,
'Cause all our pas an’ mas they said
O1' Santa Claus can always tell
What boy has mischuff in his head,
Why, Alired Potts he say to us:
“It’s nothin’ but a lot o’ fuss!
Don’t you buhlieve your pas and mas—
There never was no Santa Claus!”

An’ nen we tell him "tisn’t so,
'At we heard Santa come last year
An’ see his sleigh tracks in th’ snow—
An’ he has sleigh bells, ’cause we heat.
An’ where th’ chimbley is we see
; Th' soot all scraped off in th’ back
Al - An’ "at shows where o Santa, he

But Alfred Potts, he sniff, like this,

Ar’ say: “You don’t know what you miss
By not a bein’ bad, buhcause

There never was no Santa Claus!”

Nen me an’ Willie Smith an’ all
T’ other bays, an’ Spot McKay,
P’tend we hear somebody call
Us to come home, an’ slip away
An’' we won't play with Alfred Potts
Buhcause we know ’at he is bad
When we think of th' lots an’ Iots
Of Christmases "at he have had.
I tell my pa what Alfred said
An’ he laugh some an’ shake his head
An’ say "at Alired’s chance is slim,
*Cause Santa won't buhlieve in him!

(Copyright, 1810, W, D. Nesbit.)

{ Polis Dy

An' Alired Potts an” Spot McKay
An’ some more hoys we’s playin’ with |
Got talkin’some 'bout Christmas day |

Comed down th' chimbley with his pack,

At this season thoughts of bars
lightly run to Sants Claus. ;
L] - L] :i
Where They Come From.
Guest (dining at merry Christmas
party)—"Tommy, where do turkeys
come from?1”
Tommy (pointing to that cn the ta-
ble)—"Dunpo; but ma got thla one

from a tramp for a shilling, ‘cause be
said he stole it. Didn't he, mal”

| HOLLY SUPERSTITIONS

It is unlucky to bring holly or ivy
juto the house before Christmas eve
an¢ unlucky to take it out befcre
Ccandlemas, or to put any Christmas
decorations into the fire. Herrick,
however, says that they ghould be
burnt, but not until Candlemas eve,
and the Christmas brand should be
quenched and laid by till next year.
This same brand Devonshire folk of
today prefer to burn out, in splte of
Herrick; but instead of an cak log it
is an ashen faggoi—a gheaf of ash-
twigs bound round with five or ten
girands of straw. “ As each strand
burns through the guests who sit
around the bearth must call for cider
and drink a “Merry Christmas and
wany to follow.” - &




