THE EVENING STAR,

SATURDAY, DECEMBER 18, 1897—26 PAGES.

= == ~ ——y
7.5 cver again—smooth, mind you, and you | nothing else to do; she mbst waken of her- ENGLAND'S ARMY.
Lo} may tle her best rébb«;:n ntn. hlinrry." seitrl.1 Bhnckh? Man alive, could she waken
7 After a good deal o urrying and | without a shock? But it will be mercifully . "
A L e R o -,,—--s,u-.r-u{-a‘m Emoothing down and washing up, the | easier if it comes as naturally as possible. e “".L :'.’.“' "': ("':::l Britnin‘g
(; {0 LA 4] L AT AR AT AATE LATA AN AT AT AL small Coopers went, in a solemn litttle pro- | I tell ‘'you it will be the difference between Soldiery Reven -
AL EL S IL I TS e SLE RS UL L R SRS R cession, to the Queer Lady's. life and death to her,; You say she talks of Landon Letter to the New York Post
;"" She was waliting at the front door. not remembering? Just s0. I believe she For fighting purpo=es, there exists no
= “Come right in,” she sald eagerly, “and | is going to remember by and by. And it 1 Pl : S el A i
£e1y i e Iritish army in England. There is the
Lo WH[N MAHJDHIE H[M[MHEHE“ you'd better take off your things. will come upon her gently. I belleve it mere phint *: S e
Bk 1 “Oh, no'm,” Ann Sophy cried hurriedly. | You must wait."” 1 i phantom of sn army. The chicf de-
L) = “We couldn’t: We only had time to clean “But Christmas, doctor?" fender of the present system has Intely
27 up outside—keep your mittens on,” she “I know—I1 know. it will have to come. admitt=d that the home batislions ara
A¥ 7 L whispered In a shrill aside to Nlp and | But wait, wait. The waking up may come, “squeezcd lemons,” and the reserve > soms-
{: A St{}l’y of Christmastide. Tuck. ” too. 1If not in time, you must explain, pre- thing of & sham”™ The Veotnanty.
LT Mrs, Graham pointed to chalrs, but Ann | varicate, anything to satisfy her.’ R R D SRR =
{ Sophy arranged them in a straight line, And so, with his ‘ﬁeuvy heart, the little nally 11,00 strong, thoush only %560 put
Yo =S side by eide, befare they szat down. Then | man went home. in an appearance last scason s a play-
fg she sented them gravely, according to sizes, In the middle of the night he_woke up in thing, enahling a number of well-to-1o
; WEITTEN FOR THE EVENING 8TAR BY ANNIE HAMILTON DONKELL. hercelf at the head and the haby at the | ynexplainuble terror, to gee Marjorie com- middle-ciass gentlemen to wear o showy
foot. ThLey sat up primly and folded all | ing in at the deor with a lighted lamp in uniform and = S,
—_—- their gay little mi‘tens on their little shab- | her hand. She had oh 4 pale blue wrap and iform and to picnic for a woek each year
L% 2 by laps. The baby's stout, abbreviated [in the dim light sheé looked too pale anw (Jobbing their horses for that space f
/ iCopyright, 1567, by the 8 8. McClure Co.) legs stretched straight out before him, and | frajl to be embodied. He sat up in bed and time) at a cost to the public of some {1240,
A\ < barely reached the chalr's edge. held out his hands. W, Firaily., the volunteers. of whom
) “Now, ma'am?’ Ann Sophy said, expect- “Marjo, Marjo,” he called. And then as there are alout 230000, thoush very orod
N T A T T O A N DN W AN WO N O WOINOW e | antly, taking a last sidewise view of her | he came nearer he saw her £aco plainly. AR STTY ST ASERONY, BRI PSS o
/ o ioe | EICOICICIE IEOCIC AT I LI I Y & (5'?) line of parade. “0Oh, Marjo!" flable as volunieers, cannot be considered a
) “What do you want for Christmas?"” For he saw that she had remembered. force for a moment able to stand agalnst
A=) asked the Queer Lady. He read it instantly in her face, in her a modera continental army. It would b
The question was sc atrupt, so unex-|g,4q quiet eyes. There was no restlessness unjust and misicading not to add that, *o
pceted, that a row ef little gnap:s hﬂ’k:; in them at all. She came up quite close be- the avowal of .: .-Jv: , ' i f,..j .-|-I ' :-1-:1 :
NIy dear sir—"" his horses and things Iying round to keep | forth unmuflled. Ana Sophy swallowed | r5re che spoke: The hand that held the : SR R v ed i
- me patient till he comes. hard.

Tir. Sperry fitted his finger tips together
with careful precision before he continued.

“My dear sir, it i3 one of the strange
cases, but it does not stardd alone in the
records. 1 have known of others, a few,
quite parallel. There is only the one treat-
ment.”

“And that?” interrupted the little man
oppostie, haggard with anxiety.

“Is the one I have prescribed all along.
There is no change.”

The little man, Marshall Graham, got on
to his feet and bezan to pace the floor with
rervous little runs. He plunged his hands
in his pockets to hide their trembling.

“We must humor her still, doctor?' ne
asked. “You mean that?”

“You must humor her still—I mean that.
I mean just that. Humor her—humor lier.
Believe what she believes—Iif you can. If
yoeu can't, make belteve. 1 tell you—"

Tne fitted finger tips parted and the
shapely white hands came down resound-
ingly on the learned doctor's knee.

A Il you, Graham, you've got to do it
if you'dd save her. It's the only way in a
case like hers, and, good Lord, man,

Faven't I been studying these cases forty
years? 1 tell you—I—tell—you—"

tme long forcfinger timed the words on
1'-1 othier palm. The deoctor's face was
E¢lem.

s —must—he—humored! Any rude shiock
—any forced awakening—will be her death
—ur semething worse. She must awaken
herself. She must come out of her delusion
ih_\- herself, of herself—naturally and quiet-
“IV.

“E-b-ut—"" the little man's lips stammer-
€d  helplessly. The rest of his question
would not ask itself, hut the doctor read 1t
In his anxious face. He got up and forced
the little man Into a chalr gently. Then ne
stood over him with his big square bulk
amnd mave im comfort.

“Man alive” he said, “‘are you going daft,
too? "Wl she come out of 1t”—that's what
You want to ask, eh? Well, then, listen—
I belicve she will. I—belleve—she—will. I
believe there will be a quiet, natural wak-
Ing up of her own accord—when the time
comes, Hut you've got to walt for i:i.
You've got to watch over her constantly
and see to It that no lubbering idiot breaks
the =pell of Ler dream for her. 1 told sou
what that would mean. You've got to wait
—and the Lord give you patience!”

‘It Is terrible—the waiting,”” Marshall
Graham sald slowly.

“It is terrible to se¢e her so happy, doe-
Lort

“tiood Lord, man, woukln't it be worse to

+ way—in one way,” groaned ihe
icken litile man.

The doctor settled back inte his pivot
chair and adjusted his finger tips once more
procisely.

“It's an unusuial case—an unusual case,
my dear sir,” he said in his stilted protes-

sjonal tone, “The shock was s0 fevere—it
is seldom one icses four children at a single
Blow. And then her terrible illness that fol-
lowed—it prd her counstitution and put

= hindrance on natura’'s meth-
It is only what you would ex-
that the cure is deiaved immensely—

By the way, Graham, are the
11 trustworthy, eh?

W tremendo
od of cure,
pect

fmr

gervants

He wheeled abont and put the question
abrupiy.
his

Marszhall Graham awoke
leep presceupation.
rfcctiv—every one of "em, doctor,'”” he
i=klv. *1 can trust them down to
ista. They are all devotedly at-
; o Marjorle—to Mrs. Graham.”
“txwul! That's of the utmosat importance.
Humar her, do they! Fall in with ail her
«= about the children?"

Poor things, it's terrible for them,
were all so fond of the—the—

irom

L o
= ¢hiidren’s nurse still with you?"

wxy? ©Oh, yes—Mrs. Graham will not
think of letling her go. She is wailing for
them to come home.”

Tre little man's volee hroke pitlifully.
He caught up bis hat and hurried toward
the door.

“ti7w«]l morning, doctor,” he sald over his
shoulder. He shut the door behind him
and his heavy steps sounded down the long
Tall, But Dr Sperry was at the outer door
a second later and called him back.
Wiz white right hand was held out to him,
arnid when it got the little nervous, tense
one in its grasp. how it gripped!

“Good day, Graham,” was all the doctor
gald, but the little man’s heart was lighter
In proportion to the tingling of Lkis hand,
ard® he went away home with foctsteps
that rang less heavily on the stone pave-
nients.

Miarjorie Graham,
mwet h atl the door.

his pale, sweet wife,
She was holding out

Eath hands in welceme.
0k, Marshall, have you come at last?
&9 ed; “and here 've been waiting and

waiting Ycu bad hoy. to stay so long!
She drew him into the hall and blew the
flecks of snow from hi= shoulders, and pat-
i« face gently. He saw at once the
tigh:ful secreey on her face, and
| nimse!f for what he knew must be
coming
Marj
above

of soff

rie Graham was tall=half a head
him—and d utely frail. The rings
ha!r lving on her hrow were almost
white, hut she was very far from old. Her

ho! was happily expectant. A
neer woking at her sweet, pleased face
woitid h told himself =he must be

: ATIECT
aspect

LV ex-
peciing some beantiful happening—and the
gmnger would have been right. Marjorie
Cratiam was expectirg her four litile dead
e ulblren to come home in a few days. She
Wis metiing ready for them. Only the rest-
b <=, wist? eves Letraved any mental dis-
ord el € 1 In them it was hardly ap-
parint to crdinary notice.

“I've gol & secret to tell yvou—and some-

thing I want 1o 0, the sweet voice cried
Eayvly lils ear,
3 t know—you funny, absent-
1 not to!l—that next Saturday's

Christmas, do you hear, Mar-
To think 1 had to tell vou!
tldren coming just in time!
iv—where they are, you know™
«d ook In her eves—"must have
wt rigl They must have re-
Christmas, {f vou didn't, for-
I'm thankful—-why, Mar-
m, what kind of a Christmas
without the children! And
me think of the rest of it
« secret, and now what 1 want
f=—can’t you puess?’
her head and looked at him
brave attempr at smil-
head
ma'am. I'm not as good
: 1 am forgetter.”

nt.

=

then, take vour wife out in the
=! chooge a4 Christmas tree!” she
cried “That's what. You took me last
veur amnd the year before—and before—and
before. Oh, most back to the flood! Ihid
sou think yYou were going to get off this

a bit of 1, sir! We'll go right
1 1y out in the country, you
I'm goinz to be very partlcular to
fine one this time.”

She chatted on too Lusily to notice the
look of paln on the little man's face. When

ehie glanced at it, it was smiling again
Lravely
They went right after lunch. The sun

was shining and a smart little wind sent
a flurry of light snow into their faces, and
Murjo laughed at it.  The cutter sped
alung out of the city, Into lovely snow-
christened country roads.

“I'm so happy, dear boy,”” Majorle sald.
“There’s s0 much to be happy over! The
children coming home—isn't that enough to
Eiake a mother feel happy? Oh, but you
don't knew—you can't think, dear, how
I've been missing them! How could you
know when you're nothing but a man, poor
bor? It's different with mothers—there,
¥ou needn't lovk so grieved, dear! Of
course you've missed them, too."

“Yes, I've missed them, too,” the lttle
man said steadily,

“FAsie and the girlle twjins are bad
enm.mh," ran on the sweet volee in his
ear,” but On, the baby! You can't think
how 1 miss that Httle peck o' mischief,
Marshall! It makes me ache. 1 keep all

The |

I don't see—1
can’t understand—""

“Isn't that a good tree? Look, Marjo!"
Marshall Graham interrupled quickly,
pointing with his whip, and the little crisis
wits past. They bent their attention to the
choice of a Christmas tree after that. and
rothing more was said about the children's
coming home—the little children that never
woulid come.

The tree was found at last that sufted
Marjorle—that had straight enough, syvm-
metrical enough, low enough branches, and
was just big and just littde enough. She

HE SAW THAT SHE

HAD REMEMBERED.

was very hari to suit—"for,”” she insisted,
gently, it must he a perfect one this year
—just a perfect one, dear boy.”

It was marked plainly and the locality
distinetly noted, so on the morrow the man
could go after it, and then, in the early,
crisp winter twilight, they rode home.

; The next afterncon Marjorie sat by her

window, absently watching the little Coop-
ers next door build a deformed snow man.
There were four of them, all sizes, and
they all wore little stout red mittens.
Everything else they wore was old and
worn aml shabby, Hke the little Cooper
heouse itself, but all the little mittens were
dazzling and rew. Mrs. Graham’'s eyes
followed them in unconscious fascination.
&he had never noticed the little Coopers
much Lefore—her own little children had
never played with them. 1f she thought of
them and their small, shabby house at all
it had always been with gentle vexatlon
because theéy were there at all, behind her
own pretentious, handseme home. They
were the only blot on her pretty “view.”
Today she was not thinkirg of them
really. B8he was trying to declde what
things she was to get for the children's
Christmas. The decoraticns for the tree—
of course—those were easy enough, but

the toyz. They puzzled her, bafled her
rtrangely. Bhe couldn't Scem to remem-
ber—

“Taney've been gone so long, the children
have,' she murmured, wistfully. *“That's
why, but I should think I'd remember. 1
| ehould think I'd know what Elsie'd llke,
| and the Girlle twins and little Peck. Mis-
chief—Oh, I don't see why I'm so stupid I
can't remember—! can't decide. Oh, dear!™

Roxy, the chilidren's nurse, came into the
room on an etrand—or was it 1o make sure
the chlldren’s mother was quite safe?

“Koxy,” the children's mother said, ab-
ruptly, *did you ever have any little sisters
and brothers?"

“Me, mem? T had a lttle brother once,
but he Jdi—he went away when he was a
babv,”" the girl answered, quietly.

“Oh! Then you can't help me. I thought
yvou might be able to remember.”
| Marjorie began her restless rocking agaln,
| with a lttle sigh of disappointment. Then
' her eyes fell once more on the little red-
lmlitf-"a(-wi band outside, They were just

putting on the snow man’'s head. The old-
] est girl was holding the baby up to do it.
| Mechanically the pale woman at the win-
dow counted little cold blue noses. *““Why,”

Into the Enchanted Land.

she cried softly, “why, Roxy"—but Roxy
| wis gome—"there are four of them! There
are just four and—why, they are almost the
same Eizes, too! One, two, three—three of
them girls and the little one's a hoy!”

She =at up, mildly exeited. Little red
spots blossomed out in her white cheeks,
Just four and just—almost—the same sizes!'
Then she had an inspiration.

“0h, yes, they'd know,"”
“They'd know everything!"

She ralsed the window a little way and
called down to them in her clear, sweet
volce that “carried” distinetly

“Little ehildren! Little girl—vou oldest
cne! Won't you please come over here and
see me a lHttle while? T want to ask you
something.””

The children stopped their play and look-
=1 at each other with round, astonished
eyes.

*“Oh, my!" said Nip, excitedly.

“Oh, my!" said Tuck.

Nip and Tuck always sald the same
things.

“Let’s go tell mother,” advised Ann So-

phy wisely. “I'll ask my mother, ma'am,"”
she called up to the eager face at the win-
dow.
“Mother, fother.”” they all chorused,
“the Queer Lady wants us to go over there
«n' ses her—she called us out o' the winder,
henest she did! She wants to ask us some-
thin'.”

“Yes,"” Ann Sophy recapitulated with
slow emphasis, “honest."

“Well, of all things!’ efaculated Mrs.
Cooper In amazement, “I declare! Well, I
‘spose you'll go. She’s harmless and they
say she has to be humored. But you've
got to clean up. Ann Sophy, you scrub the
baby’s face. Nip, you braid Tucky's hair

she cried.

“Ma'am?"'

“What would you like best? Tell me all
the things,” the Qieer Lady's sweet voice
hurried on earnestly. She was too absorhed
ir her own thoughts to see how surprised
#nd how wistful the little faces all were.
She hardly noticed them at all. Bhe was
wiiiting, pencil and tablet In hand, for Ann
Scphy's reply.  “First—what?" she urgeil.
“I want to make a list.”

“Cth—oh!" Ann Saphy was too bewildered
to ccnsider elearly. Her eyes sought her
red mittens in her lop, and then, in a flash
she rememb red the fervent ambition of her
rarrow little life. “Oh, a palr o kid
eloves,” she eried, “with plenty o' buttone!
An’ a book with pictures of cows an’ trees
an’ country In it—an' a musiz l'cx—an’ side
cembs, an’—'' her tongue was loosened.
Ske poured out her cherished dreams in 2
little turbulent flood of cloouence, The
Queer Lady's pen-fl could hardly keep up
with it. Ann Sophy had given them cour-
age and they stayed not upon the order of
their saying, but sald it wll, with shrill en-
thusiasm. Even the baby expressed hils
wishes fluently, .f not clearly,

On thelr way home the little Coopers
talked 1t all over.

“She's a-goln’ to give us a Christmas!”
shonted Nip In an ecstacy of delight.

“She's a-golng to!" echoed Tuck.

“Hush, she’ll hear you!" Ann Sonhy
cautloned them, but her stald little face
was quietly radlant. She was almost
ready to believe It herself,

“I don’t know—it looks kind of so*
she said, wistfully. !

“Huh, course it's so. What's she want
us all to choose things for, then?’ sald
Nip, scornfully.

“Yes, what'd she want us to for?’

“Well, T don't know—it kind of looks
80 honest,” repeated Ann Sophy, slowly,

“Hoor-ray! An' we warn't goin' to have
any Christmas beforc—not a single thing,
Ann Sophy Cooper, 'cause the coal bin's
mest empty!”

“No, we warn't—not a single, Ann Sophy
Couper!”

“Hoor-ray!"”

‘“*Hoor-ray!""

*“l can't heln it—it looks kind of so,"
murmured Ann Sophy's wistful volee again.

The Queer Lady, left alone, was look-
ing over her list. It was not altogether
satisfactory. She was a little disappointed.
Some of the things were 50 queer. If she
could only remember—did children really
want such things as those?

“Well,” she sald, folding the list care-
fully, “I'll get all these things, anyway,
and perhaps they'll suggest others that
arcn’'t 8o gueer.'

The few Intervening days went past on
swift wings. Marjorie Graham was very

Lusy and happy. The children would
come on Christmas eve, just in time to
hang up their stockings. And, meantime,

there was so much to do—so many beauti-
ful things to see to!

Two days before Christmas Marshall
Graham came home unusually early in thie
afternoon. Twilight was just beginning to
fold In the merry Christmas world. He
hurried up the steps. Hoxy let him in.

“Where is Mar—where is Mrs., Qraham '
he asked anxicusly.

The girl's pleasant, buxom face quivered
suddenly. She pointed toward the parlor
door.

“In there, she said husklily.
sank down on the stairs and broke into
hushed sobbing, swaying back and forih
and rocking her arms.

“She's fixing the—the—it,”
under her breath.,

The little man braced himself as for a
blcw, and went into the varlor. Marjorie
came to meet him with a laugh of tri-
vmph.

“See, dear boy!" she ecried, “isn’t it
lovely? It's all ready but lighting the
candles. 1 couldn’t wait till Christmas to

Then she

she sobbed

fix it. You see, T can keep the parlor door
locked—the children won't know, and I
can Keep coming In to admire it. No,

come over this gide—there! that's the best
view of It Now, you dear boy, say it's
the loveliest tree you ever Saw—say It!
Begin, ‘it"s the loveliest—' "

She was darting in and out among the
laden branches, readjusting and relooping.
Her eager eves shone like candles to him,

“Say it, dear boy, why don't you begin?""
she cried gayly. And the little man drew
a long, sobbing breath and said it as well
as he could. It satisfied her. Bhe was too
preoccupled to think his volee was stilted
and strained. ’

“Those little Cooper children helped quite
a lot. I called them Iin. You can't think
what funny little things they were! There
it's quite, quite done. Tie my hands so I
won’t touch ancther thing! And over here
see, on this sofa, are the stocking thlnga:
Four plles—this little soft one's Peck o
Mischlef's!"”

The tears were running helplessly down
the little man's face, but she did not see
them. He kept his head turned away.
Four piles of toys were ranged in a prim
row and four little black stockings lay be-
silde them, their llmp lengths dangling over
the sofa's edge. Outside in the hall Roxy
rocked her arms and cried tears of honest
love. That evening Marshall Graham
called on Dr. Sperry again. He told the
whole sad little story, and the kind-hearted
doctor hemmed and coughed and polished
and repolished his spectacles. “My dear
sir,” he began, then coughed and tried
again. *“My dear sir, you must wait. Walt
and the Lord help youl I tell you there's

lamp did not tremble. It was quite firm
when she set the light down beside him.

“l went down to look at the tree, dear
boy,” she sald steadily, “‘and all at once
1 remembered. The children are dead.
They are not coming home to Christmas.
Dear boy, dear boy!”

With a sudden cry she threw herselt
heside him on the floor, with her face In
his arms, and cried the terrible, beautiful,
life-saving tears he had longed for. An
hour—two hours—they never knew how
long they lasted. It may have been but
a short time. It seemed a long, long time
to the little man.

The first faint llght of morning was
creeping in to them when Marjorie lifted
her face. It was swollen and stained with
the blessed teurs, but it smiled at him
bravely.

“Dear boy—poor boy, I am glad I remem-
bered for your sake,” she said gently.
“And—and we have each other, dear boy."”

Christmas morning ushered in the most
wonderful, the most glorious day In ali
the short lives of the little Cooper chil-
dren. Their wildest hopes were realized,
and though Nip said *I told vou so” in
glecful triumph, for once Tuck failed to
echo her.

“You never!” she cried In scorn, '‘you
never told me so, Nip Cooper. You couldn’t
'ave told It all If you'd been tellin’ me so
ever since!”

In the early evening, just at early Christ-
mas tree candle llght—for Marjorle wouid
have It so—all the little Coapers formed
in awed procession ard erunched through
the new snow to the Queer Lady's., And
the Queer Liady met them at the door and

led them into Enchanted Land. She was
smiling down at them.
Afterward Nip confided to Tuck that

that smile looked just as If she was cry-
ing.

“But she didn't look ‘queer’ a bit—not
even kind of so0,” said Ann Sophy softly.

oL B

“THE NIGHT DREFORE CHRISTMAS."

How the Famous 0Old Poem Was
Written. "

Frem the Chicngo News,

It has been nearly three-quart®s of r
century since the verses beginning,
*'Twas the night before Christmas, when

all through the house
Not a creature was stirrlng, not even a
mouse,""'— #

first saw the light of print, appearing in
the Troy Sentinel of December 23, 1823, Ag
published then it was anenymous, but it
was prophetical of its coming popularity
that even In thai day, unfavorable as it
was for newspaper Husiration, it was ac-
companied by a pleture of Santa Claus on
his rounds. In the time intervening It has
become known to practically every man,
woman and chlild in’ America, has spicad
hence to the widest lmits of the Enslish-
speaking race, has been translated into the
lurpguage of every natlon that has a Santa
Claus, and is little, If any, =hort of belng
the most popular poem in the world. For
yvears it was an annual feature of all
American newspapers, Then, in 1SH, 11
was acknowledzed by its learned author,
heing included in a lttle velume of his
poems publisned in New York., Thence (s
inclusion in school readera and all kind of
declamnation books was only a maiter of a
snort time. In 1IN the edition that first
attained wide distributlon was issued, with
the pleasant illustrations made by Felix
0. C, Darley, which are remembered grate-
fully by any number of persors now crawl-
ing reluctantly Into middle life, It is sur-
prising, considering the vogue they once
er.joved, that they cannot be bought to-
day in a modern edltion.

It will be a surprise to many to learn
that *“The Night Before Christmas’™ was
written by the erudite doctor of laws who
prepared the first Hebrew dictlonary ever
published In America. He was Clement O,
Moore, a descendant of a famous family in
the history of the Eplscopallan church,
and himself one of its most notable bene-
factors, His father was the Hight Hev.
Benjamin Moore, who succeeded Bilghop
Provost in the dlocese of New York, hav-
ing been the president of King's College-
now Columbia University—and the recto
of Trinity Church In New York, all th
dignitaries named belng then, as now, th
highest in the gift of the denomination.
Bishop Moore was the son of Licut. Samue,
Mcore, a gallant officer In the colunin
wars, and five generations removed fron
the Rev. John Moore who was the firs
mi:mnister in Newton, L. 1., dying there W
1657, Charity Clarke Moore, the mother ol
the poet, was the second daughter of M.
Thomas Clarke, who fought for the BErii-
ish crown and Its possessions In the days
before the revolution. He was a man ol
large means and built him a mansion,
which he called “Chelsen,” a goodly iz
turnce ont from the city of New York in
those (days, though Its exact slte was what
is row 23d street, 200 fect east of Hth ave-
nue, At that time it stood on o high hil
the lawn sloping down with handsome ter-
reces to the shady banks of the Hudsou.
Built about 170, the original structure
stecod until its destructlon by five during
the last 1llness of {ts owner. Ile wus res-
cred with difficulty and the shock un-
doubtedly hastened his end. It was re-
built by his widow and ecame by inheri-
tance to the poet's mother., It stood until
1850, when it was torn down to make room
for the advancing city.

1t was in this spacious house,
acres of beautiful grounds, that Clement
Cilarke Moore was born on July 15, 1781
The only child of his parents and the heir
to great wealth from both his father and
rother, there was nothing which monoy,
learnlng and distinguished ancestry could
not obtain for him. His father gave him
his preliminary education and he was grad-
pated from Celumbin in 1798 Though in-
tended for the ministry, he never took or-

with its

ders, but occupled himself with his He-
brew dictionary and other matters suit-
ahle to hls erudition. He was early in-

terested in the General Theosephical Sem-
inary of the Episcopal Church. In 1815 he
gave it the tract of land bounded by 20th
street, 21st street, Uy avenrue and the Hud-
son. Three years laterche aceepted the
chair of oriental and!Greek Iiterature from
its faculty, and ther¢ by®cd himself until
his death at his summer Yiome in Newper:
on July 10, 1863, Y

The poem which hias given him greater
fame than all his learning und benefactions
was written as a pgstime and given h's
children as a Chrisymas present just sev-
enty-five vears ago. He thought little of
it at the time, or later. Indeed, it is pos-
gible It would never have become known
t» the world at all" had, not the eldest
davghter of the Revy, Dawvid Butler, D. D.,
rector of 8t. Paul's ilm Troy, N. Y., seen the
lines during a visit t6 New York the year
after they were composed, and published
them in the paper mentlened without thelr
author's consent. It Js sald that nothing
but the speedy popylarity the verses at-
tained procured Miss”Butler's forgiveness.
All these facts, wilth a facsimile of Dy,
Moore's own manuscript, have just been
published by Willlam 8. Pelletreau, A M.

How He Announced It,
From the Troy Times.

Bishop Wilson of Calcutta was called
eccentrie, which seems a #iild term in view
of some of the stories told of him. Here
is one: "A young clerical servant of the
company, newly arrived from home, was a
guest at the palace, awalling orders, and
interceded with the domestic chaplain to
get him a good station. The Importunity
reached the bishop In due course, but for
‘some days produced Do response. At last
one evening the declsion was thus sirange-
ly imparted: “Behold, O Lord, thy servy-
ants assembled under this roof, espec!
&he Rev. Mr. . Cast over him thy
proteotion, seeing that he leaves us tomor-
row morning for the remote and insalu-

Lrlous station of ,' naming one of the
‘penal settlements’ of the service.”
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A CHRISTM AS DINNER.

GENUINE ENJOYMENT

How Tommy Atkins Spends the
Greatest Day of the Year.

ALLOWED T0 OVERSTEP ALL BOUNDS

—_——— -

Stints Himselg for Weeks to
Splurge Just Once.

—_——————

PLENTY TO EAT AND DRINK

Written for The Evening Star by Lieut. R. Scal-
lan, ILA.

HRISTMAS DAY TO
Cthu soldier in  the
Urited States army
means  little more
than an annually re-
curring holiday, with
its customary plum
pudding and freedom
from drill, bringing
also to the more {or-
tunate perhaps, a
day's leave on which
to wvisit old friends
and relatlons, There
are  nractically no
tegimental or service traditions connected
with the great feast, and, though disci-
pline is selightly relaxed for the day, yvet
there s but little to distinguish XNmas
from the other great American holidays.
But to the British soldier Christmas
is the “day of days" a brief, flitting
term during which the military charac-
ter I8 relegated to a back seat  and
“Tommy” enjoys a short return to ci-
vilian life and liberties. The men left in
burracks who, whether from choice or
neces=sity, have not yet taken their
mouth's *“furlough,” begin to look for-
ward to the aunual merrymaking
weeks beforchand, and speak of it
days afterward with an affectionate
is, the old hands,

re-
membrance. That or
veterans; to the younger gencration, un-
acquainted  with the traditions of the
service  and dazzlel by modern cricket
luncheons, regimental races and the an-
nual “sports meeting,” Christmas s no
longer such an object of veaeration, and
has been somowhat shorn of iis ristine
glory and sulendor. Yet enough of the
old-time  practice remains to make an
account of ihem prove highly interest-
ing and diverting te an “outsider.”

e Preparations
About a month before
the steady, prudent men begin to save
rom thelr “pocket money' whatever spiall
sums they can, laying these by in hoard-
ing receptacles, or “dimmocking bags”
as they are called, with a view 1o en-
haneing the festivittes by a contribution
sn Christmus eye, Some there are who,
doubting their ability to refrain from co

Begin,
the great day

suming  their regular quanifiy o

aind twobaceo at the canteen, so long 10
Jingling conmers feems to burn Lole in
thelr pockets, request the sergeant major

to deduct =0 much from their wecokly pay
and put it down to the regimental Christ-
mas ainner fund: in the vernacalar, they
pre =ai! 1o be “on the pez” or unden
“sthppages.’” As a consequence of this
abstinence the morning “defanlter's list™
begins to diminish and the guard room to
show =2 corresponding lack of inmuites,
for punishment at this season means a
probable loss of privileges and incurring
penaltic2, such as being detailed for guard
uty on Lhe day itself.

Scon the barrack rooms begin
sume an unwonied aspect, and the or-
lerly  officer conveniently winks at the
ijsordered state of the walis and roof
uring ‘*he days devoted to decoration,
The ever-nresent handly man is detailed
to supcriatend the work of ornamenta-
tion, and urder his directions and with
his  assistance  the occunants of  cach
tonm devote their leisure time to adorn-
ing the wails, roof, fireplac: and even
doors with unique reprodictions of the
regimental motto and “rest, while sca-
sonable  illustrations from the current
vapers and veriodicals are pinned up in
every vacant spot, and elaborate fes-
tooms of. colored or gilded paper endow
the hanging lamuns or gas jets with an
extranrdinary ppnearance of gaicty. Al
ihe du'lest of times the bare lock of the
barvack room is relicved by some »reity
and attractuve decorations, but at Christ-
mastide “gorgeous’ is the only word that
conveys an fdea of the effeet nroduced.
Adjacent shrubberies even are desnoiled
under the cover of darkness to surnly
the “green stuff” necessary, and holly,
rustletoe and evergreens endeavor to con-
ceal the objectionable white-washed walls,

Goose or Pig.

The major, cantain and subaltern ofli-
cers also contribute liberally to the fund,
providing each a quart of beer per man
or a load of coal to each room, and add-
ing a substantial sum in money to aid in
cbtaining the all-importat dinner. A most
amusing feature s the inevitable debate
asmong Lhe members of each barrack
toom as to what shall be obtained as the
piece de resgistance for the feast. It must
he remembered that in the British army
the men sleep and eat in the same apart-
ment, twelve or fourteen beds being al-
lotted to each barrack room. Hence, each
company ccrtains several small “‘messes’
which are distinet. Generally the occu-
pants of two rooms form a mess of about
twenty-four or twenty-five in one of the
rooms; this is especially the case on great
cucasions, such as the present. Now an-
cient custom and time-honored traditions
have decreed that there are but two dishes
fit for a Christmas dinner—roast goose
and roast pork. Rarely, if ever, is this
rule departed from, and naturally the
adherents of either delicacy are very stub-
born and irrecofellable. It is a curious
fact that the old soldier inclines to the
homely but satisfying “bird,” while the
“eruity” and young soldier seems equal-
ly prejudiced in favor of the more succu-
lent pig. In deciding this knotty ques-
tion the majority, of course, is bound to
rule, and the disapnointed *“gourmands”
take to their defeat very kindly, to judge
by results at the table, The usual scale
of provision is one goose or a leg of pork
1o every three men.

Early on the eagerly awaited *“eve”
the corporal In charge of each room col-
lects the ‘dimmocked” hoards and ob-
talns the “stoppages” money - from the
sergeant major. The latter official un-
dertakes the necessary marketing, while

to as-

the corporals are commissioned to ex-

for |
for ]

)
ant

pend the money they have obtalned in
purchasing a keg of beer and some bot-
tles of wire or snirits, Two gallons of
porter (always porter) to a man is the
customary allowance, so that a fair-sized
keg must be had, and in order that no
uwndue expense be incurred this article is
always vrocured, if the cornoral be as-
tute, from the nearest brewery.
Th: Christmas Podding.

The preparation and cooking of  the
Christmas pudding is a momentous af-
fair; toward i1he evening one c¢an see
the men working bard in  each room,

sluning fruit, brating eggs and chopping
giet, under the careful supervision of spme
gray-haired veteran, who laboriously cons
over and over again a bethumbed and
rageed recine, The pudding milxed, and
every man having given it a good etir, to
Insure suecess, ¢lean towels, carefully pre-
served for the occeasion, are used to wran
it up in, and tnen a small procession es-
corts this =ine qua non of all Christmas
dinners to the cook house, and orderly men
are deiailed to take turns at watching the
culinary operations during the lonely hours
of the night. And wakeful must the
watchers be, for an improverly cooked or
burnt plum pudding means condign pun-
Ishment “*well laid on” for the offender.
Reveille! How alert every one seems
this cold Christmas morning—no turning
over for just another five minutes’ snooz
—all is life and bustle in the barrack
reoms, for the great day has dawned at
last. Rat-tat! “Good morning! A merry
Christmas to all of you!” says a strong,
cheery wvoice, as presently the *“woman’
of the reom, who washes the men's things
for them, and is herself a soldier's wife,

cking out a scanty comnetence by the
work, appears, according to  traditional
usage, and from the innermost recesses

of her mysterious apparel produces a bot-
tle znd a glass—the latter, of COUrse, cmp-
Ly, but the former filled with some quesr
but potent spirits. A measure to every
inmate of the room, starting with the old-

| est, is this lady’s proeram, and it is ear-

ried out without any variations, save that,
perhaps, to the latest-joined recruit she
nay administer a kiss instead of a “caul-

what there is of effective British troops,
like those in India, are first rate. The COst
(S0 per man per annum) and the requires
ments of the LGritish soldler, as compare 1
with continental troops, are huge. Iut the
material is zecond to none; while the oM-
cers have of late made rapid strides g
professional instruction, they are full of
zeal and proverbially brave, In case of &
Europeangwar, however, England would be
quite unahle, az things are now, to place in
the field a =ingle efficient army corps
These things were, of course, tharoughly
well known to specialists, both army M-
cers and members of narllament.  Indecd,
the disastrous results of the I8 schyme

were made manifest nine sears later n
South Africa. Compiaints have since not
been wanting, and explicit warnings wers
given in recent liscussions of the war
office estimates. But the real state of
affuirs was hushed up and all kinas of
shifts and expedients were had TeCOUTSa

to in order to save appearaness, Even the
dispatch of the guards to Gibraltar had no
othir objec®in view. The heavy demands,
however, made during the la=t twelva
months upon th> military resources of tha
country have brought matters to a climex,
and Lord Lansdowne's intimation, twoa
month: ago, that another milllon would be
required next jyear has aad the effect
which ali demands for further credits have
in this country—an inguiry how the funds
already voted have been spent. Not that
there is any indisposition 1o make the
neeessary and indeed a lberal provision for
the army. While England devotes (221em),-
Wy for rer vnrivaled navyv—a match for
the combined navies of any three European
rowers—her army, such as it is, absorba
ro less than {1900, hesides the sums
centributed by Iadia for the transport and
maintenance of British troops In that de-
rendency. The entire Germuan army cosis
something less.

The explanation for this state of thinzs
is to be found in the fossilized traditions
which pervade the army and the incurable
worthlessness of the war office adminis-
tration.

rrs
A Vegcetable Halr Exterminator,

The *“‘jumnbal plant,” which is found on
riversides In troplcal America, has curious
preperties. Horses, if they eat {1, lose the
hair from their manes and tails. When fed
exclusively on corn and grass they will re-
cover., but the new hair will be totally dife
ferent in color and texture from tne old,
Ruminant animals are not thus affec ed,
and Its growth is actually encouraged as &
fodder plant for cattle, sheep and goats,

—— |

Behind every great
man you will find &
great mother. Behind

ral
)

ker," advising him at the same time to % ;:;ywcum:iaﬁ
henceforth  consider the regiment his ~ find a healthy
mother, (/ mother. A

Laying Out ihe Tables, hild's phys-

This iInteresting Inauguration cere- ical anm

mony over, atterntion is devoted to break- mental wel.
fast and preparing for church parade, e Scpras
Alresdy one begins to observe a Aushed :l‘:'m: u;:mmcn-
look among some of the more reckless up[:u the
characters, for, though the canteen will mother'scon-

rot oper (ll noon, and the barrel in the
corner will not be tapned till after din-
ner, yet the soldier that wants a drink
can always procure it from some myste-
rious source, no matter what the wvisible
and outward restrictions may be. DBut to-
day that unmistakable look nasses seem-
ingly unnoticed by the inspecting officers,
dnd Immiediately after service every man
has his work cut out to assist in the bar-
rack room. Here the tables are laid out,
clean sheets for tablecloths, and the
crockery borrowed from the married wo-
men of the regiment. Every knife, fork
and basin is polished till it shines again,
#ml when at last the steaming hot dishes
are brought in by the cook’'s mates, both
the nostrils and the eyes are pleasantly
as=ailed. Before the brave fellows can bLe-
gin the repast, however, it is necessary to
receive the officers.

First comes the officer of the day, with
his customary brief visit, Then enters
on the scene the cclonel, attended by the
battalion major, company captain and sub-
altern officers. After the usual Inquiry as
to complaints, the colonel in a fow pleas-
words admires the deeorations and
wizhiez the men a merry Christmas, In
resnonse  a subdued “Same to you, sir,
and many of them™ is heard, and the
officers are invited to partake of wine or
apirits, as they prefer, which the sergeant
offecrs on a waiter. A hearty cheer is
then given for the colonel and another for
cach of the officers, in the midst of which
the latter hasten out to the next room,
though wyou will generally find the last-
joined subaliern lagging behind to hear
his name cheered and rejoice In his pop-
ularity!

A Royal Feast.

And now they fall to, those hungry dev-
ils, for many » one ate little or no break-
fast in order to have the more room for
dinner, and the roast meat is washed
down witn the officers’ quarts of beer,
followed by the glorious plum pudding
and wmnore beer. Then the tuckeart man,
who has lain in a large supply of fruit,
sweets and other delicacles, provides the
dessert from his cart, and preparations are
made for the afternoon sitting, Beds,
forms and tables are crowded round the
roaring fire; the barrel of porter so wist-
fully eved all the morning is broached at
last, and a large tin pail filled from it is
handed round to replenish the wvessels
wihich do duty for mugs.

Tobacco and pipes are put in requisi-
ticn, and Tommy Atkins enjoys for a
brief, happy period the delight of his
Hlfe—an unlimited quantity of beer, open-
¥y consumed in barracks. By and by the
marriel men and their wives drop In—
a “little something hot” is always ready
for the womenkind. Songs are the or-
der of the day, always sentimental be it
ncted, for Tommy despises your comic
song, amd has only a vpassing fancy o
those of a bacchanalian type. Beer and
songs—songs and beer—that §s his sum-
mum l’l‘}Ule. S!K‘['l_‘h'_’ﬂ are lhe cxXcep-
tion, for those that would cannot, and
the few that could will not waste Lheir
time in mere words. And when at last
the keg Is emptied—another *“dead ma-
rine,” says Tommy, and turns hils atten-
tion to levying sufficient funds to lay in
a supply of the neces=zarily inferlor can-
teen brand. And so it goes on till “lghts
out” sounds, and another Christmes day
is gone over to the majority. Among the
oflicers the celebration of the day is con-
ducted on a quieter scale. A supper, of
which the exhibition of the regimental
plate is quite a feature, speechmaking and
digniiied jollity all around are the order of
the day.

——
Tackle.
From Life.

“Darllug!”* he cried, and threw himself
at her feet.

The haughty damsel shivered, as in ap-
prehension.

“That low Princeton tackle!”
tered, striving to be calm.

she mut-

dition during
the period of
srestation. If
during these
critical
months,
mother suf-
fers from
weakness
and disease
of the deli-
cate and ime.
portant  or-
gans that bear the burdens of maternity, the
chances are that her child will be weak,
puny and sickly, with the seeds of serious
disease already implahted in its little body
at birth. If the mother, during the interest-
ing period, =uffers from the abnormal men-
tal states which recur periodically with wo-
men who are weak in a womanly way, these
conditions will impress themselves upon
the mind of the child.

Every woman wants children who are
both physically and mentally healthy.’
Every woman may have that kind of chil.
dren if she will take proper care of herself
in a womanly way. . Pierce's Favorite
Prescription 1s the best of all medicines for
prospective mothers., It acts directly on
the delicate and important organs that bear
the brunt of maternity. It makes them
strong. healthy, vigorous, virile and elastic.
It allays inflammation, heals ulceration,
soothes £.‘lin and tones and builds up the
shattered nerves. It banishes the usual dis-
comforts of the critical period, and makes
baby’s introduction to the world easy and
almost painless. It insures the little new
comer’s health and a bountiful supply of
nourishment.

A book about keeping well. Dr. Pierce's
Common Sensc Medical Adviser. For pa-
per-covered copy send 21 one-cent stamps
to cover mailing on/y. Cloth binding, 31
stamps, Dr. R V. Pierce, Buffulo, N. Y.
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Eight Million Elgins

More watches than any other factory
in the world has produced in the same

iod.

A Full Ruby Jeweled Elgin Watch
has pivotal parts of such hardness, acting
upon jeweled bearings, together with
such exquisite exactness of adjustment
that it is practically wear-proof—and
unvarying in action.

All Elgin watches are —Full Ruby
are best — at all jewelers.

An Elgin Watch alwsys bas the ward “Flgin™
sagraved oa the worke—fully guarssied.
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departments of Literature,
0%
CATALOGUES FREE.
0%
BRENTANO'S

1015 Penn. Ave., Washington, D. D,
1

B023-tu th&s-4w o



