
HANG UP THE BDBY'd STOCKING.

Hang up the baby's stocking,
Be sure you don't forget,

The deer lIttle dimpled darling,
He neversaw Christmas yet;

But I've told him all abjut it,
And he opened his blu blue eyes,

And I'm sure be unaerstands it,
He looks so funny and wise.

Dear! what a tiny stocking,
It does'nt take mncb to hold

Su b pink toes as baby's
Away from frost an i cold.

Bus then, for babv'. Cbristmas
It will never do at all;

Why, Santa wouldn't be looking
For anything bait so small.

knew what we'll do for the baby-
1 thought of the very beat plas;

I'll borrow a stocking ortirasdma.
Tue lar,'st that ever I can;

And we'll hang it by mine, dear mother,
Right here in the corner, so,

And write a letter to Santa,
And lasten it in the toe.

Write: "This Is the baby's stocking
That hangs in the corner bere.

You never have Been him Santa,
For he only came this year;

But he's fait the blessedest baby-
And now, before you go,

Just cram his stooding with goodies,
From the top oleer down to the toe.

Chlidren's Christmas Club
BY ELLA ' L itUr T.

From St. Nicholas.
To every girl and every boy in North

America, South America, Europe, Asia,
Africa and A netralia:

My Dear, [ear Friend'. Do you know
what a "club" it?

I hear your answering echo back from
all the cliffs and hills of our land, and
the sea breeze brings it to me faintly
from the countries far away.

"You cet alot of people to belong, and
you have a president and rules, and pay
so much to join, and vote, and-"

Yes, that is it; you all <now what a
"club" is.

Now I want to write you about a club
-a true club-a very proper and thor-
onuhly organized club, eleven months
old; and you may believe every word,
for it all happened right here, in Port-
land, Maine, loss than a'year ago.

On Sunday. December 10, 1882, a lady
a ttling in a warm, cozy room, while the
wind whistled about the house, rattling
the windows, and piling the snow flakes
in deep dritts across thestepsand against
the fenses, was thinki~g of the houses
up on The Hill and d6wn at Gorham's
Corner, and in Salem Lane, which had
no steam radiators, no glowing grates,
no double windows to keep out these
searching winter winds.

She thought, too, of the little children
in those houses and, as it was Decem.
ber, of the joyonu day coming so soon-
tnesday for giving sifts to all the wqeld
over-nad wondered if in those bouses
little bais feet 4uld spring out of bed,
and dance across the chimneys in the
dim dawn of Christmas morning; if
numb, bluedfangers would eagerly snatch
town shabby, faded stockings; and find
that St. Nicholas had really been there;
If, later on, fathers and mothers, with
brothers and sisters, and babies in their
high-chairs, '"for just this one day,"
would come gadlv around dinner tables,
where plump Christmas Turkeys lay at
mne end,,and plin puddings were ready
for the other and huge stacksof oranges,
nuts and apples rose in the middle; and
if, ii the evening there would be great
mysteries in the parlors, a fragrance of
spruce, an exciting rustling of paper
parcels, mothers slipping slyly in and
mat of doors with hands hidden behind
then, a general scurrying about-and
then all eyeedazzled by a hundred twink-
lIn candles caught in the branches of
a graceful tree laden with toys.

She wondered if in those houses would
go up that wild shout of glee, those ring-
ing --bumae and joyous clapping of
bands sbe had so often heard. And as
she wondered, she shook her head sad-
ly, msying:

"They have never known these pleas-
ares, they never will, unless-oh! unless

somebody remembers hem. Why can't
something be done? I would work, but
one person can do so little alone. I
want a hundred helpers-where shall I

She thought intently for a few mo-
ments, and then cried: "I know! The
children will do it, the Portland chil-
dren-those who have happy homes and
Christmas-trees and play rooms fall of
toys. They will load a Christmas-tree

M one was never loaded befoae; they
wll spread a Christmas dinner which
cannot be eaten in one day; they will do
it-the warm-hearted,generous Poydand
children."

The bells from all the churches were
ringing for Sunday-school. That was
the time-that was the place to And the
children. A number of notes were writ-
ten, asking two or more girls and boys
from every Sunday-school in the city to
meet at that house at five o'clock, on
the following Thursday afternoon.

Did they come?
Come? They did not know what thecall was for, save for a whisper about

Christmas work; but they came; came
in pairs, in trios' in quartets and quin.
tet-.whole squsb from the Butlor
school; big boys with big hearts, wee
tots only ouyears old from the kin-
dergrtsn- onehundred children ready

Oh, wishyou could have been there
at the forming of that club!

A lady came forward to spear to them
ad their er were heshed in expec-
taione. I 1amybil you just what she
aNd, bit her weptle were beautiful. She
spoke of their Christmas festivities every
year, of their presents and theit ariends;
then of the unfortunate children who
had fswer some none of these joy ,.

When si. asked: "Does any onu here

want to do anything for these others?"
the thought that they could do anything
was new to almost all-to many even the
wish wits new; but like one great heart-
throb came their answer:

'Yes! I! I! 1! Iwanttodosomething"'
"Chil ren, what can you d ?"
A pause, and then one little voice

"Dive'emi a cent!"
That was the first offer, but it was fol

lowed by many another, "Give 'en,
candy!" "Give 'em aturkey!" "Give'em
a coat"-each beginning with that grand
word, "Give."

The result of the meeting was this:
To form aclub which should last "for-

ever;" and call it "The Children's
Christmas Club;" to have it for its mot
to: "Freely we have rcceived, freely
give," to place the membneha.mip fee at
ten cents, so that no child should be
prevented from joining because he was
not "richi;" to make no distinction in
regard to sect or nationality; to permit
to join the club any girl or uioy under
eighteen years of age who accepted its
principles which were: To be ready at
all times with kind words to assist clil-
dren less fortunate than ourselv. s; to
make every year in Christmas week a
festival of some kind for them; to in-
stead of carelessly destroying' thew; to
save and, whenever practicable, put in
good repaIr all outgrown clothing; to beg
nothing from any source, but to keep as
the keystone of the club the word
"Give;" to pay every year a tax of ten
cents, and to make their first festival in
the City Hall on Thursday December
28, 1882.

-Then came the choosing of ofih ers,
with the idea that the chief officers,
should be grown persons. His honor
the mayor of Portland was elected pres-
ident of the Children's Christmas Club.

Others, ladies and gentlem n, were
chosen for vice president, treasurer see-
jetary, executive committee, etc., etc.

The children then dispersed to meet
aga.n on Saturday, at Reception hall.

Saturday morning brought to the hall.
first a meeting of grown persons, who
offered their stronger hands, wiser
heads and deeper purges in the work
the children had undertaken; but agreed
that all that chhdren could do should be
left to them.

And a great support these "elders"
ferm, who stood ready in the back-
ground to give of their strength, who
cuietly inclosed their willing contribu-
tions to the executive committee, "with
best wishes for the Children's Christmas
Club."

Instead of one hundred chidren,
three hundred came to Reception hall,
eager to join the club, After addresses
by the president and others, children's
committees were appoieted, and their
work explained to them.

As the children passed out in single
file, each was re gistered, and received
from the secretary a card of member-
ship, as follows:

Card of Membership.

1882. CHRISTMAS. 1882.

"Freely ye have received, freely give."
C. u. C.

This is to certify that Alice Elizabeth
Bars is enrolled a member of the

. cHILDaW's CHRISTiRASCLUS,
FortlaAd.

J. Smith,
Secretary.

4 ............ ............................. C

Card of Invitation.

CIIRISTMAS 1882.

O.C.C.
George Washington Jones

You are cordially Invited to attend our
: Chl stmas Festivel,

At City Hall, Thursday, Dec. 28th, at:
2 p.m.

C'II1I.I.DRN'S CHRISTMAS CLUB.
Ito. 579.

1Q.................................

C. C. C.
George Washington Jones

You are cordially invited to attend our:
:Christmas Festival,

At City Hall, Thursday, Dec. 28th, ate
2 p.m.

CHILREN'8 CHRISTMAS CLUB.
No. 579.

.....................................

Let us skip the busy days of prepar-
ation, when the secretary of the Chi!-
dren's Christmas Club recorded twelve
hundred names; when the Park-street
school sent in the names of one hun-
dred members who brought to their
teacher books, toys and clothing, to ho
sent to the City Hall; when comfortably
clad children came through the city
bringing in their sleighs, on their sleds,
in their arms bundles of clothing and
toys, baskets of provisions, books,
sleds, skates-much that was dear to
them, given in the spirit of true char-
ity.

One child could bring "only a plate of
biscuits;" another a dozen apples for
the dinner;" one had no toys at home
nut brought a five-cent piece she bad
treasured "to buy somethin';" for some-
on' little feller that hasn't nothin';" one
took all her money and brought to
her Sunday school teacher a painted
candy bird-cage, and said, "I want it to
go on the tree for some child poorer'n
me."

And how were the children invited-
those children who were to be the guests
of the club?

Six hundred invitations were printed.
An invitation committee was formed todistrIbute these invitations with thegreatest care to persons who would heresponsible for every ticket; that is,they gave no invitation to any childwithout knowing the parents or some-thing of the recipient's history, andwriting the child's name on the front ofthe card, with the giver's name on theback.

For three days before tfe festival,
these little "guests" could come to theclothing room, and from the donations
made by the "members" receive boots,
shoes, dresses, hoods, trousers and jack.eta-whatever they needed to present
a neat and orderly appearance at the
festival.

Let us look into the city hall at half-past orc, on the afternoon of Holy In-nocent's day, December 28th, the mustfitting day for this children'sfeast.
The galer is reserved forthose mem-

bers of the club who have no work to doduring that afternoon. But besides
these, no other spectators are admittedto the hall: no grown persons, exceptthe committees who are to assist duringthe festival in various waye. The stagesupports a lofty tree, decorated thatmorning by the members, while, ontables behind, are heaped preec:ts forsix hundred children. Around the edgeof the hall, settees have been. placed forthe guests, while the entire center isconverted into a dancing hall.

Thirty long tables are loaded with all

that makes Christmas dinners the best
in the year. Ten plates are laid at each
side of those tables. A lady is standing
at the foot of every table; a member of
uhe club standsateither side as"waiter,"
to see that no guest lacks anything

In the anteroom, the reception com
mittee, consisting of fifteen boys and
fifteen girls, ruder the direction of a
gentleman who has consented to take
charge or the guests, await the arrival.

Looking (Iown the broad stairase. we
sec the lower hall filled with children,
whose eager, upturned faces are reward
enough for all the labor.

Soon the six hundred have had hats
and caps and cloaks safely checked, and
marshaled in thirty lines of twenty, each
line headed by one of the reception
committee. The doors are thrown open,
the band plays a march, and the long
prociesion files in-twenty g rls, then
twenty boys; up and down, in and out,
through the six long aides, betwet n the
tnhles, and twice around the hall before
the I ist one has entered.

Such a line of faces, beamina with joy
or timid :with hevTildered awe; rough
hair sonootb to-day; grimy hands clea ily
scrnbbc ; no harsh words, no jostling.
no disorder, as rank after rank enters,
and the quick eves take in the beauty of
the Christmas garlands, the towering
tree, and, best of al, the good will and
love radiating from every face.

Among the !presents sent in was a
large doll, bandhomely dressed,to which
was pinned this note:

"If there is any little lame girl at the
festival, this doll is for her."

As the line wound along, a tender
murmur ran through the hall, for there,
leaning on crutches, carne a lame girl,
and every boy and girl whispered on the
instant, "That doll is for her."

The children stood around the tables,
the leaders taking their places at the
head.

The musicians lay aside their instrti
ments, and'a deep quiet rests upour
those ranks of cijidrenas the president
of the club rises and extends the Ch, ist.
mas greeting of the Children's Christ.
mas Club to its guests.;

After that a clergyman took them
back to that day, eighteen hundred and
eighty-two years befcre when the great
and cruel Kinig Herod sent out his de-
cree that every child under two yeers
old should be put to death, and his exe-
cutioners went forth and slaughtered
every one; but the little Christ-child was
saved. Saved for what? To live to teach
people that little children are precious t c
tneir Heavenly rather, and that an
every little child is something th4t will
live forever-the price of which is far
above rubies.

The band then played gayly, and the
guests woo had watted so patiently and
respectfully were invited to partake of
the feast.

Every plate had been previously filled
with a generous supply of turkey or
chicken, and every table had an unfail-
mng source of ham, tongue, pickles, cake
and pie, and for nearly an hour the lit-
tle hosts sad hostesses served their
guests before conducting them to the
settees awaiting them.

You can judge best whether the din-
ner was appreciated, by my telling you
of one little girl Who, when asked if shr
preferred chicken or turkey, replied,
"I ain't never tasted chicken;" and of
the boy who put aside. in a little pile
beside his plate, the nicest part of ev-
erything given him. When asked if she
did not want to eat that, looked up shy-
ly, saying. "Please may I carry that
home to mother? She's sick."

While the children are marching
around t) theit seats, those thirty tables
disappear as if by magic, caught up by
ready hands, leaving the floor clear for
;ames and amusements.

Where were the most eager faces-
among the "oembers" in the gallery of
the "gnests" about the hall? Which
were the happier?

I think theft was no difference, for
when our hearts are full to the brim with
joy, they ca; hold no more, and if
screams and peals of laughter, and quick
clapping of bands, mean joyousness
they were both as happy as they could
be.

There was m much to enioy!
A little girl recited beautifully "Twas

the night before Christmas;" a queer
hobby-horse as large as life curveted
and pranced about the ball, taking fright
at everything and convulsing the house
with laughten as he waltaed in time with
the music, some gentlemen sang funny
songs and tokl the most amusing stories;
and suddenl who should appear but
Santa Claus ilassell! He was "clothed
all in Mr f his head to his feet," and
carried on , back a pack containing
six hundre gs qf candy.

As the su ight faded, a tiny ray sud-
denly flash from the highest branch
of the Christutas tree, and a little voice
cried, "Oh, $ eey, see the star!" Then
another another twinkling light
crept out, 11 the graceful Christmas
tree stood transflgured, all agleam with
light.

A pretty device had been totie among
the branch "san-bows," as a wee one
called a ptn, and the tiny candles
were refleded in a hundred swaying
mirrors.

A quiet awe had rested upon the chil-
dren as t ey watched the stars creep
out; but a flood of light burst upon
them fron, the ceiling a grand hurrah
went ur. Then a strain of music came,
soft at irst, but soon swelling into a
cLoruas.
"Praise fros whom all blessings flow.

Where the presents all this time?
Safely wstts on long tables behind thetree, we now each rant or twenty ta
led by t boats, who have so cordially
done th duty through the afternoon.

Up thq flight at the left of the stage,
goes thedlong procession, on to the stageand near that alittering tree whose
broad a"ms stretch out as if to we!oome
them. ohen a present is laid in every
hand, atrd on Roes th line down thesteps at the right, and put into the dres-shng rooms, and then home.

Thebme child whopi we saw whenshe ea pein, received the doll rent forher; sd among the fathers and moth-ers th , not one can keep back thetears.'
"TIy slung me a pair o' skates!"cried poe boy who literally could notrestran his joy. It seeuied to be al-ways he right thing for the right child.Was it because they have so few thatany gift is precious?
lnt even this is not all; for after they

are wrapped in their out-door garments
(which are all too thin), apples and or-
afnesare slipped into their pockets, anc
packages of food for sick mothere are
put into their hands.

Thus closes the happy day.
Looking up the deserted staircase, a

litt!e later, a gent!cman saw, all uncon-
scious of time or place. a child sitting
there, with a doll-her first doll, prob-
ably-tightly clasped in Ler arms, gen-
tly swaying to and fro, crooning a soft
lullaby.

Will you print all this, St. Nicholas?
Will you ask your readers if there

shall not be other Christmas clubs this
year? If all the children in every city,
every town, and every village, shall not
have one good dinner, one happy day,
every year?

If you will do this, dear St. Nicholas,
1 am sure I may give you the thanks of
ill the members of the Portland Christ-
mas club, who have learned by experi-
ence that there is no way so sure ofwaking their own hearts glad as to make
glad.those of their less fortunate broth-
ers and sisters.

Go thou and do likewise.

Peraomialities.

An amueing incident that occurred to
the Rev. Frederick Baylis Allm, aistait
rector of Trinity church, Boston, is
called to mind by the number of wed-
dings that have taken place there of
late. A young cduple called at his resi-
dence to be united in wedlock and after
the ceremorq had been pronounced the
groom, taking a coin from his vest pock-
et, handed it to Mr. Ailin and departed.
When they had gone Mr. Allin looked
at his fee and found it was a five cent
piece.
. Sojourner Truth's most remarkable
speeches are being recalled now that she
is dead. In 1S1, at Akron, 0., when
she was eighty years ofl, in the course
of a wonrn's rights convention. she
shouted: "Den dey talks 'bout dis tiny
in de head-what dis dey call it?" ("in-
tellect," whispered some one near )
"Dat's it, honey. What's dat got to do
wil women's rights or nigger's rights?
If my cup won't hold hut a pint. and
yurn holds a quart, wouldn't you he
mean not to let me have my little half
measure full? Den dat little man in
black, dir--he says womin c.mn't have as
much rights as men, because Cliklt
wa'n't a worn in! WVhar (lid your Christ
conme from? Whar did your Christ cume
from? From God and a woman! Man
had nothin' to do wid Oiim."

Perhaps a more extriordinary suicide
was never heard of than that which is
reported from Venice. Three young la-
dies went out, took their passage to the
Lido, were observed to be very melan.
choly during tihe journey, and ended by
drowning themselves. They appear to
have taken their own lives, two out of
mere melancholy and from tedium vitte,
the ihird out of sympathy and for the
sake of company. They had losi their
mother, one of them had weak sight,
another was subject to fits, and they had
all been reading "I Promessi Sposl," the
one Italian book . which moat naglishschoolgirls have read. The least aft
flicted of the sisters was a girl of great
beauty.

One of the latest incidents of the Paris
duel is thus mentioned: For a trifling
matter G. found himself drawn into a
duel, and he chose for a witness one of
those ferocious creatures who make a
reputation at the expense of the skin of
a friend. During the negotiations 0.
waited at a rendezvous the decision of
the witnesses. At last his friend ar-
rived, radiant with joy. He looked as
if he had'capturedatown. "Oood news.
Your affair is arranged. You will fight
in one hour-with the pistol-at three
paces. I had a good deal of trouble to
get conrsnt to the three paces. They
would not believe that you are near-
sighted." Fortunately, however, the
quarrel was amicably settled.

Lord Sackville, brother of the British
Minister at Washington, owns a magni-
ficent old house (whose roof covers five
acres) and park called Knole, near Sev-
enoaks, a small town in Kent. Rail-
roads have of late years brought it with-
in half an hour of London, and multi-
plied ten-fold the crowds who went to
see the house. The thing has become
such a nuisance that Lord S. will no
longer allow it to be seen, and all the
tevenoake hotel keepers and publicans,
who have mainly lived on it, and deem-
ed its exhibition a prescriptive right of
theirs, are furious. A letter has appear-
ed in which the writer says that if Knole
catches tire he doubts if men would be
got in Sevenoaks to man the engines.

Governor Terrazas, of Chihuahua,
having commissioned the frontiersmen
of the foothills of the Sierra Madree to
come for breech-loading rifles and one
thousand cartridges each for the pur-
pose of crushing, if not exterminating,the Apaches and all other hostile In-
diana of the mountains, orders thatword be sent to all the frontiersmen ofthe Territories of Arizona and NewMexico to join the mountaineers of thatState, declaring that they can share inthe $250 premium offered on each scalpand the plunder and animals, arms, andcaptured ammunition.

When Senator Beck visited his old
home in Scotland, in 1875, while strol-
ling through the fields he met an old
schoolmate, "You don't remember me,
Donald?" he said to him. "No," said
Donald, "I don't know your face. Bua
I caught a six-pound salmon to-day inthe frith, and whenever I have nonethat before Something has happened. Idon't know s on by eight, but you're
either John McPherson, who left usthirty years agone, or you're Jim Beck."Now which is it?" - "Sure enough,"cried the senator "it's Jim Beck.""Weel, Jimmie, they tell me that theAmericans are going to elevate you tothe House of Peers. Is it so? Come

4onig tnme then and we'll et; the tieu
An American lord is good enough for a
Scotch salmon."

Two a-loads of blooded stock are ontheir way to Joe Jefferson's Louisianaplantation.

THAT WOMAN'S CONORIG

A OharactPrlstic Account by a bele.
gate to the LatelCbscago Meedyg

Correspondence of the Cinciunati ~omoan.
dvl Gasette.

Dear Sue:-You know II promised to
tell you all about the Woman'sCongrog
in which :you fare so lnterested, an
which we went to Chicago on purpose to
attend-that is I did, but 3Sally wante
to match some feathers and have jg
hair banged. She is a dear girl but doe
not seem to have the remotest idea abol
the higher life, her duty to womanhood
and all that sort of thing, you know.

It rained the first day. It was
horrible. Chicago weather certast
proves that habit is stronger (than
ciple, for the mercury slid up and dove
in the thermometer, the wind b
from all points of the compass, .and y
this after we had been promised J
weather.

We went to drive after breatfast ui
Jack, and he would take us out to as
park, although we told him we were eg.
der a mortal obligation to go to the mge
ing. He said lie guessed there woulth
enough earnest women to carry
thing through without nu. I don't
to lien' Sack adopt that tone. If they6
is one thing women ought to do it Is M
encourage oach other in the cause, ,
their presence at yeast.

When we got back the meeting )
adjourned, but it did not make InWac
difference, for It waaa business meetlg
-minutes, and reports arid thing. I
don't believe you would care mueh 1ot
them.

In the afternoon we heard a paper
you would have liked so much. I torge
the title; but it was all about children
and drunkenness and poverty and
crime. It was read .by an eastern lady.
They jnst love such thongs. She wores
black dress, and looked so sweet and
noble lip there on t.o stage. When she
said the state ought to interfer, sad
women ought to make it their businega
to see o it, I felt thrilled to the heart,
and was willing to do anything to help
the good cork. Tuen there was a die
cuIsion of tne paper that I did not hear,
because I was trying t > remember what
I had done with Sally's sample of velvet.

That night there was a grand banquet
at the Palmer House. I did want to
hear Miss Barton speak on "The work
of the Red Craas," butit was imp leble,
We had made up our minds to go to the
banquet, and knew that we should be all
tired out and fit for nothing if we tried
for both.

It was a lovely party, and I have seat
you the Society Journal, in which there
is a full account.

I was glad we had t n e" plfgdresses with us. It was a a Patt5 .:.
Lion to show the wor that a woman cha
rake a serious, earn t, view of life and
still pay some attse on to her appear-
ance.

The next day I rained so hard that it
really seemied f lish to go out. We had
accepted an in itation to lunch, so we
spent the rning getting ready.
We really oug to nave declined. but it
seemed a littl ude to do toat. especial-
ly as she said e should go down togeth-
ett t.th.v oon meeting. I eleos
was delayed by calls, and there was r
baby-. dear little thing-but she just
would not go to sleep, and we could not
leave her crying. I felt really guilty
when we reachedi the hall and found the
session nearly over. It was not very en-
joyable, one can not be interested in the
discussion of a pscer one has not-beard.
It is trying, too, to feel that you are not
living up to the level ofyour friends' ex.
pectations. Some of the ladies seemed to
think we might have been earlv if we
had cared to. and made themselves real-
ly disagreeable, even after I had ex-
plained how it was. I think really the
areat problem is now women shall pro-
portion their time justly between their
conventional and their higher social du-
ties. Next year I'll present a paper on
that subject if you will help me.

I do tWink Jack is lovely. We met
him in a barber shop where Sally went
to have her hair banned. He selstebe
looked like the wreck of an ill spent life.
but if she would wear her hat very far
down over her nose he would take as
some place for supper and see abta we
were in time for evening services. I
think men Lave a better idea of time
than women, don't you? I was real
glad he went, for one of the ladles talk-
ed so seriously and earnestly about sow-
ing wild oats. There were many gentle-
men present and all looked impressed
when she referred to Da'win, or Hux-
ley or Spencer, foryou know it takes a
strong mind to read those books.

On Friday morning was the election
of officers. More than half the ladies
forgot their membership tickets, rand a
good deal of time was taken up mating
out new ones. It was after eleven be-
fore the ballots were distributed. A list
of vice presidents and other office's is
made out by a nominating committee.
but each member can ecratch any name'
and substitute another. There were two
or three I would like to have changed,
but did not have a pencil. As Sally was
in a hurry to go for her leathers I just
voted the ticket as it was and left.

There were some papers to be read
that afternoon, and a charming tea at the
rooms of the Fortnightly, that I was
awfully sorry to miss, but we decided
hastily to come home with the Kiuseys
-you know father does not like to have
us travel alone.

I feel more and more how important
it is for a woman to cultivate her mind,
and have come home with a fixed and
unwavering purpose to elevate my sex,
and to cling to the path of duty, no mat-
ter how hard it may be to climb.

Hair is worn high in Chicago.

In the list of the largest taxpayers in the
District of Colombia sprenrs the name of
Henry W. Howgate, who pays taxe upon$77.000 worth of property in Washington.
The war department can't And him, but
the tax collector can.

At (loraleana, Tax, a soore of business
houses were burned. Aggasgate loos, $69,-
000; insurance, $49 000.

W. W. Corcoran has given $200 to St.
John's College, Annapolhi, wnich he de-
sired to beexpended in planting memort-
al trees as a tribute to Bishop Piackney.
one of his old friends.


