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3ign by Which the Ranch Queen
Recalled & Wanderer.

By O MENRY.

COpyright, 19, by the MeClurs company |

Baidy Wowds reached for the bottie
and got 1t Whenever Baldy went for
anything be usunily Hut this s oot
Baidy's story.  He poured out & third
Arink that was lacger by o Boger than
the frst and second.  Raldy was I
sonsnitution, and the consiltes I
worthy of his hire

“I'd be King If 1 was you" sald
Baldy, so positively that his holster
ereaked and his spurs rattied

“If A man marries A queen 1t
oughtn't to make him a two spot,” de
clared Webb, epltomizing his griev
ances

“gBure pot,” sald Baldy, sympathetie,
still
concerning the relative

value of the

enrds. "By rights you're a king. If |
was you U'd call for n new deal.  The
'

engds have been stacked on yon
tell you what you are, Webb Yesger”
SWhat ' asked Webb, with a hope
ful look In his pale bl s
“You're & prince consort.”

“Go easy,” suld \Webb “1 never
blackguarded you none™

“It's a title,” explained Baldy, n
among the pieture cards, but it dont
take no tricks,  1'Il el you, Webb,
it's a brand they've got for certain anl

mals in Burope, Say that you or me
or one of them Duteh dukes marvies
in a royal fawily Well, by and |

our wife gets to be gueen Are w

king? Not in a million years At the
coronation ceremounles we march b
tween little casino and the ninth g d
custodian of the royal hall bedchan
ber. The only use we are is to appe

in photographs and accept the

sibility for the heir apparent I'hat
ain't any square deal.  Yes, sir, Webb,
you're a prince consort, and if 1 was
you I'd start a interregnum or a ha
beas corpus or somethin®, and 1I'd be

king if 1 had to turn from the bottom
of the deck.”

Baldy cmptied his glass to the rauifi
eation of his Warwick pose.

“Baldy,” said Webb solemnly, “me
and you punched cows in the same out
fit for years. We been runnin’ on the

thirsty and genulnely solleftous |

= me In partioniae whe
UL ARt mark on W at the
mach that she knew 1'd e

“Ihe amt thime Banta sent me the
slen " sald Webh, “was onee when shie
wan wiek, | onotleed It one soon w1 i
enmp, and | galloped Pinte forty wile
that night. 1 went to the howse. Ol
MeAllister met me at the door. ‘Dl

you come here to get Killed? says he
TH disoblige you for once, 1 Jusi
atarted o Mexienn to bring yon Santa
wants you  Go In that room and see
her and “hen come out and see me’
“Hant  was Ixin' In bed pretty sick
But she gives out a kind of a smile
and her hand and mine lock horns,
and 1 sets down by the bed -mud and
spurs and chaps and all. ‘Tve heard
you ridin' across the grass for hours
Webh,' she says, ‘1 wan sure you'd |
come.  You saw the slgn? she whis
pers.  “The minute | hit camp’ says
1L "T'was muarked on the bag of pota |
toes and onlons?  “They're always to
gether, says she, soft-like—‘always to
gether In life!  “They go well togeth
er, | says, ‘In a stew” ‘L mean hearts
and crosses,' says Santa,  ‘Our sign
to love and to suffer—that’'s what they

| mean There was old Doc Musgrove
amusin' himself with whisky and o
palm Jeaf fan And by and by Santa
goes to sleep, and Doe feels her fore
head, and he says to me: ‘You're not
such a bad febrifuge, but you'd bhetter

slide out now, for the diagnosis don't
on for yvou in rvegular doses The
Httle lady'll be right when sh
wiukes up.

“1 seen old McAllister outside, ‘St
says | d now you ean sta
fn with your colander work |
your time, for 1 my gun on
sade hor

“Old Ma 12! 1 he says to me
Pumpin’ lead into | I » bo

west 1 « 1o «
business policy I t " '
& d get as go 1 the
£O1 Inw idea t N
admire for to use u o as rget
You ain't wy idea for a member of
the iy ut 1 can use you on the
Nopalito if you'll keep outside of
radius with the ranch house in the
| middle of it."
| Baldy Woods pualled down his hat
and uncurled ! leg from his saddle
horn.  Webb shortened his rein, and
his pony danced, anxions to be off

same range and ridin’ the same trails |

since we was boys. 1 wouldn't talk
about my family affairs to noudy but
you, You was line rider on the No-
palito ranch when I married Santa Mc-
Allister. 1 was foreman then. But
what am 1 now? 1 don't amount to a
knot in a stake rope.”

“When old McAllister was the cattle
king of west Texas,” continued Baldy.
with satanic sweetness, "“you was
some tallow. You had as much to say
on the ranch as he did."

1 did,” admitted Webb, “up to the
time he found out 1 was tryin' to get
my rope over Santa's head. Then he
kept me out on the range as far from

“ARE YOU GOING TO LEAVE ME, WEHBHLY

the ranch house as he could.
the old man died they commenced to
call Santa the ‘cattle queen.’
of the cattle—-that's all. She tends to
all the busin She haundles
money, 1 can't sell even a beef ste
to a party of campers myself,
the ‘queen,” aud 'm Mr. Nobuody

“I'd be king if I was you.” repeated
Baldy Woods, the royal

The smooth brown
lengthened to a mas
ancholy.

“I'm ridin' back to the rancl
day." he half be
gout to start a bunch
Antone in the mornin'.™

*I'm your company as as Dry
lake," announced Baldy. e got a
roundup camp ou the San Marcos cut
tin' out two-year-olds.”

The two companeros mounted their
ponies and trotted away from the little
railroad scttlement where they had
foregathered in the thirsty morning.

At Dry luke, where their routes di-
verged, they relued up for a parting
cigarette. Webb offered an addendum
to the conversation that had begun ten
miles away.

“You remember yourself. Baldy
‘that there was a time when Santa
¥ 't quite so independent. You re-
‘member thu days when old McAllister
‘was keepin' us apart and how she used
to send me the sign th~* she wanted
%o see me? Oid man M omised to
make me look like a colaw. v if I ever
come in gunshot of the ranch. You
remember the sign she used to send,
Baldy—the heart with a cross inside.”

“Me?" cried Baldy, with intoxicated
archness. “You old sugar stealin’
coyote! Don't 1 remember! Why, you
dadblamed old long horned turtledove,
the boys in camp was all cognosclous
about them hiroglyphs. The ‘gizzard
B CrOSSUOnEs” Weused to can YL e
used to see 'em on truck that was sent
out from the ranch. They was mark
el In charcoul on the sacks of flour
and in lead pencil on the newspapers,”

or.”  exolained Webh

I'm hoss

all

Yeager

¢ of wounded n

face of

“T've

sald i )
beeves for San

the |

| simo had been MceAllister's tempo n

The two men shook bands with west
ern ceremony

“Adios, Baldy,” said Webb, *“I'm
glad I seen you and bad this talk.”

At 8 o'clock on the following morn-
ing Bud Turner rolled from his saddle
in front of the Nopallto ranch house
and stumbled with whizzing rowels to
ward the gallery. Bud in charge
of the bunch of beef cattle thy
strike the trail that morning for San
Antonio. Mrs. Yeager was on the gul-
lery watering a of hyacinths
growing in a red enrthenware jar

“King" McAllister had bequenthed to
his daughter many of his strong «
acteristics — his  resolution,  his
courage, his contumacious self
ance, his pride as a reigning monarch
of hoofs and horns. Allegro and fortis
nd
tmans

cluster

tone. In Santa they survived,
posed to the feminine key
Webb stood on one edge of the gal
lery giving orders to two or three sub
bosses of camps and

varlous outtiis

! wh9 had ridden in for instructions.

s

! Zimmerman about it some time

|
|

When |

|

Santa's |

“Morain',” said Bud briefly. “Where
do you want them beeves to go in
town—to Barber's, as usual?”

Now, to auswer that had been the

gative of the queen All the

buyin
eld

relns of business and
banking—had been
ble tingers
had been intrusted fully to her
band. In the days of “Ki M
Santa had been his secretary
er, and she had continued her w
with wisdom and protit.  But b«
she could reply the prince consort
ake up with ealm decision

“You drive that bun to Zimn
man and Nesbit's pens 1

her « H
The handling of the catt

hy

Al

and

spoke

1 boot hee
quick!y She

Bud turned on his 1

“Wait!" ealled Santa
looked at her husbhand with surprise in
her steady gray eyes

“Why, what do you mean, W
she asked, with a small wrinkle

ering between her hrows “1 never
deal with Zlmmerman and Nesbit
Barber has handled every | TS ¢

stock from this ranch in that market
for five years. I'm not going to take
the business out of his hands.™ She
faced Bud Turner. “Deliver those cat
tle to RBarber,” she concluded posi
tively Bud gazed at the water
jar hanging ou the gallery, stood on
his other leg and chewed a mesquite
leaf.
“1 want this bunch of beeves
Zimmerman and Nesbit,”
, with a frosty light in his eyes

to g
said

to

sald Santa fmpatiently

tter start on, Bud, so as
noon at the Little Elm water hole
Tell Barber we'll have another lot of

culls ready ifn about month.”
Bud allowed a hesitating eye to steal
upward and meet Weblh's. Webb saw

|

apology in his look and fancied he saw
comuiseration.

“You deliver them cattle,” he said |
grimly, “to"— |

“Barber,” finished Santa sharply.
“Let that settle it. [Is there anything
else you are walting for, Bud?”

“No, m'm,” said Bud. But before
going he lingered while a cow's tall
could have switched thrice,

“You hear your boss!” cried Webb
sardonically. He took off his hat and
bowed until it touched the floor before
his wife.

“Webb,” sald Santa rebukingly,
“you're actin' mighty foolish today.”

“Court fool, your majesty,” sald
Webb in bis slow tones, which had
changed their quality. *“What else can
you expect? Let me tell you. 1 was

a man before I married a cattle queen.
What am I now? The laughin'stock
of the camps. I'll be a man again.”

Santa looked at him closely.

“Don't be unreasonable, Webb,” she
sald calmly. “You haven’t been slight-
ed ln any way. Do | ever interfere in
your management of the cattle? |
know the business side of the ranch
much better than you do. 1 learned it
from dad. Be sensible.”

“Kinsd and

" enid

| as stralght ns the topography of west

m‘i:.b fush 18 your raneh, and

pete e heeves

Webh swiug up nte the saddie. s
sertous, siooth face was without ex.
pression except for a stubborn Hght
that smolderad in bis eyos

“There's g herd of cows amd ealves”
sald e, Cwent the Honde water hole
on the Frio that ought 1o be moved
away from timber. Lobos bave killed
three of the caives | forgot to leave
orders,  Tell Kimms to arttend to it"”

Santa lald o band on the horse's bri
dle o looked her husband in the eye

“Are you golug to leave me, Webhh?
she nsked quietly

“1I am goln' to be & mwan again' he
answered

“1 wish you success in a pralsewor
thy attempt.” she sald, with a sudden
coldnens.  She turned and walked di
rectly Into the house

Webh Yeager rode to the southeast

Texas permitted, and when he reached |
the horizon he might have ridden on |
nto blue space as far us knowledge
of hlm on the Nopallto went

One day n being named Bartholo
mew, o sheepman, and therefore of It
tle account, from the lower Rio
Grande country rode In sight of the
Nopallto ranch house and ftelt hunger
assall him,  Ex consuetudine
soon seated at the midday dining table
of that hospitable Kingdom, Talk like
water gushed from him

hie was

“Missis Yeager' he babbled, 1 see
a man the other day on the Rancho
Seco, down in Hidalgo county, by your
name—Webh Y rowas his He'd
just been enginged as manager He
was o tall, lght haired man, not say

w he was some Kin
nk’
n d Santa cordially

I'he Seco doue well. Mr. Yeager
Is one of 1l best stockmen in the
west

I'he dropping out of a prince consort
rarely disorgnnizes a monarchy. Queen
Santa hae ited s wayor domo of

t named Ram
ot her father's
And there was scarce

the ranch a trusty
say. who had been on
faithful vassals
Iy a ripple on the Nopalito ranch save
when the gulf breeze created undula
tions in the grass of its wide acres

IFor several years the Nopalito had
been making experiments  with  an
English breed of cattle that looked
down with aristocratic contempt upon
the Texas longhorns The exper!
ments were found satisfactory, and a
pasture had been set apart for the blue
bloods. The fame of them had gone
forth into the chaparral

As a consequence one day u sun-
burned. capable, silk kerchiefed. non-
chalant youth, garnished with revolv-|

ers and attended by three Mesican
vaqueros, alighted at the Nopalito |
ranch and presented the following

businesslike epistle to the queen there-

or, the Nog
Madam-—1|
aowners of the Rar
100 head of two and three
of the Sussex breed owned by vou
can fill the order please deliver the cattis
rer, and a check will be for
warded to you at once, Respectfully
WEBSTER YEAGER
Manager the Rancho Seco

Is business, even — very

Seco to purchase
vear old cows
It you

Business

‘

.

R

“LOOK AT THE KING. WFRR.'
scantily did it being written
“especfally”-—in a kingdom

That night the hundred head of cat.
tle were driven up from the pasture
and penned In ¢ rial near the ranch |

escape

house for delivery in the morning
When_night closed down and the
hou vas  still did  Santa Yeager
throw herself down, clasping that
formdl note to her bosom, weeping
and calling out name that pride
(either in one or the othery had Kkept

from her lips many a day. or did she
file the letter in her business way, re-
taining her royal balance and strength?

Wonder, if you will, but royalty Is
sacred, and there js a veil. But this
much you shall learn:

At midnight Santa slipped softly out |
of the ranch house, clothed in some-
thing dark and plain. She paused for
a moment under the live oak trees
Santa turned her face to the south-
east and threw three kisses thither-
ward, for there was none to see.

Then she sped silently to the black-
smith shop, fifty yards away, and what
she did there can only be surmised.
But the forge glowed red, and there
was a faint hammering such as Cupld
might make when he sharpens his ar
row points.

Later she came forth with a queer
shaped handled thing In one hand and
a portable furnace such as are geen In
branding camps in the other. To the
corral where the Sussex cattle were
penned she sped with these things
swiftly in the moonlight.

She opened the gate and slipped In-
elde the corral. The Sussex cattle
were _mostly a dark red. but mmong
this bunch was one that was milky
white—notahle among the others,

And now Santa shook from her shoul
der something that we had not seen
before—a rope lasso,  She freed the
loop of it. coillnz the length in her: left
band. apd nlnneed into the thick of the

|

§
J

-

| queen here

! into the room to the right.

| dependence
| had a flay

fast aronnd a post of the coreml with
n awift and «impie kot and had leap
od upon the cow again with the rmw
hide hobhles

In one minute the feet of the animnl
were tied  She ran swiftly to her fur
mace at the gate and brought the
branding fron, white hot.

The bellow of the outraged white
cow s the fron was applied should
have stirred the slumbering auticular
nerves and consclences of the nenrby
subjects of the Nopalito, but 1t did not.
And 1t was amid the deepest nocturnal
sllence that Santa ran like a lapwing
buck to the ranch house and there fell
upon a cot and sobbed-sobbed as
though queens had hearts as simple
ranchmen's wives have and as though
she would gladly make kings of prinee
consorts shoulkd they ride back again
from over the hills and far away.

In the morning the capable, revoly
ered youth and his vaqueros set forth
driving the bunch of Sussex cattle
neross the prairies to the Rancho Seco

The beasts arvived at Rancho Seco
one evening at dusk and were [ scelved
and counted by the foreman

The next morning at 8 o'clock »
horseman loped out of the brush to the
Nopalito ranch house. e dismounted
stitlly and strode with whizzing spurs
to the house.  [lis horse gave a great

sigh and swayed foam streaked, with | pord of misrule makes good his so
down droopir head and closed eyes | briquet,

4 ust 10 our p " b |

But waste uot your pity upon Bel | And all his mandates eagerly obey
haz P, o e Wtten sorre ‘oda v "
shuszar, the fleu bitten sorvel. Today | He wields the scepter and with lond
in Nopa clhv'l lew :-mmr:; Lie ~=1;\ n."\, ballo
pampere wloved, unridden, cherish Cries lustily. with none to say him
od record holder of long distance ri | ndy

he horseman  stumbled  inte . E
\ : - ‘l“‘ 3 toll ‘I ‘HI | yl 'l \ “Mail to the Yule log and the mistl®
10Use "0 rins Tell aronnd 1Hs nee s
and some one cried out in the voice of | N
woman and gueen alike, “Webb-oh, | :
Webb!™ | All elimes nnd classes own the season’s
4 |

“1 was a skunk.”" said Webb Yeager. | might.

“Hush® said Santa. “Did vou see it7* | 1t rules alike the peasant and the
“1 saw It." said Webb [ peer;

What they meant God knows, and | The humblest home presents a happy
vou shall know If you rightly read the : sight
primer of events | The sternest judge forgets to look se-

“Be the cattle queen,” said Webb, | vere.
“and overlook it if you can. 1 was a | The very birds fly by on lighter wing:
ma sheep stealin® coyote.” {Thn- blustering north wind seems to

“Hush!" said Santa again, laying her
fingers upon his mouth. *“There's no
Do you know who I am?
1 am Santa Yeager, first lady of the
bedchamber. Come here.”

She dragged him from the gallery
There stood
a cradle with an infant in it—a red,
ribald, unintelligible, babbling, beauti-
ful infant, sputtering at life in an un
seemly manuer

“There’s no queen on this ranch’
safd Santa again. “Look at the king
[le's got your eyes, Webb. Down on
your knees and look at his highness.”

But jingling rowels sounded on the
gallery, and Bud Turner stumbled
there again with the same query that
he had brought a year ago

“Mornin'. Them beeves is just turned
out on the trail. Shall I drive ‘em to
Barber's or”-

He saw Webh and stopped

“Ba-ba-ba-ba-ba-ba!"  shrieked the
king in his cradle, beating the air
“You hear your boss, Bud,” said

Webb Yeager. with a broad grin, just
as he had said a year ago

And that is all, except that
O!d Man Quinn, owner of the Runc!
Seco, went out to look over t!
of Sussex cattie that he had b
from the Nopalito ranch he asked his
new manager

“What's the
Wilson "

“X bar Y." said Wilson

“1 thought suid Quinn
look at that white heifer there: she's got
another brand—a heart with a cross in
side of 1t. What brand is that?"

LIBERTY BELL.

Its Connection With the Decfaration of
Independence.

10

herd

Nopalito ranch brand

The famous Liberty bell was cast In
London in 17 brought to Ame
and subsequently recast in Philadel-
phia. It bears the inscription, “Pro-
claim Liberty Throughout the World
ind to All the Inhabitants Thereof.”

death of Chief Justice John Marshall
in 1835. [t is kept on exhibition in In-
hall, Philadelphia. It has

the populambelief that its ringing pro-
claimed the adoption of the Declara-
tion of Independence on July 4, 1776
Coneerning this bellef, how r, I'ried

enwald in his “Declard@88y of Inde
pendence’ (1004) says:

“There is no shadow of authority
even for associating the ringing of the
bell  witl announcement of the |
grecme nupon  indeper The
n lecend of the blue eyed boy

vition
lndelphin® rly ro-
Lippard, who first
it in his appropriate-
ends of the Revolution.'
ns published in 1847.""—

ile i1

currenc)
led °i

book

Iy en
This
New York American.

His Experience.

“Jasper,” said Mrs. Grigson. who
was looking over the morning paper,
“here's a story of a woman who was
robbed ou a street car in broad day-
lght, and yet the thief got away un-
suspected.”

Mr. Grigson said that he had seen
the item, but that it was either a typo-
graphlcal error or else the story was
pure invention.

“Why do you say that?’ asked his
wife,

“Look at the item agaln. It says her
purse contained $100 in currency, does
it not?”

“You"

“It says there was also a receipted
bill for a five dollar hat, does it not?"

“Yes.”

“Well, no woman with $100 in cash
In her possession would buy a five dol-
lar hat”— Youth’s Companion.

Her Long Dream.
Bstelle—Ah! His proposal was jus
like a dream!
Agnes— Well, you ought to know
dear.

proposal for years.

when |

.
it |

It |
was cracked while being tolled after the |

ons fmportance owing to |

le the door to give the |
n in the bell tower is |

You've been dreaming of thai

—
|Noel---A Ballade
For Q_!_\m»

The belin ehime happlly Aeross the
et
The might that erowns the nimost dy-
g yonr-
And soon the morning, whie Its dawn
ng Neht,
Procintms that Christmas day at last
s here
The ehlidren high aloft the boar's head
bring,
And as they march their merry carols
slng.

ful iny,
For at this senson all are giad and
gny.
And men and women,
Lienrts aglow,
Shout out with one accord on Christ
mnas day,
“Hall to the Yule log and the mistle-
toe!"

with their

Emblems of many an old time honored
rite,
Of bolsterons mirth and homely, hon-
est cheer;
The Yule log, laming high and biazing
bright;
The mistietoe, to youths and maldens

dear

See for snapdragon how they form a
ring

Or in a contradance thelr partners

swing?

lose its sting;
The old and young, the golden haired
and gray.

Devote the hours to merriment anu
play.

Anu far across the erispy. erackiing
‘fnow

We hear a chorus from a flying ' *'ah,
“Halil to the Yule log and the m e
toe!”

‘HAIL TO

IHE YULE LOG AND THE MISTLE
ToR!’

The chosen theme of many a fancy's
[ fiighs,

A ballad monger or a souneteer
Yearly his Christmas poem will indite
Of a coy maiden avd ber cavalier
Shakespeare full often bad his merry

1 fling,
Aud Milton tuned his harp 1o noble
string;
i Irving the scenes of Christmas conid
betruy,
| And Dickens its true spirit could con
| vey
| To song and story a rich debt w
| owe,
| And with trinmphant cheer this tr:bate
| pay.
“Hail to the Yule log and the mistle-
toe!”

|

! And as the sacred season circles uear

| All evil thoughts and themes are

! banished quite;

1 Our lives become more gentle and sin

i cere;

| Our hearts can tind no room for dote

| or spite

Paeans of praise from thap&ful bearrs
upspring

To celebrate the birthday of the King

| All humbly tor cur brother’s weal we

pray

! And ask a blessing on our future way,

| Our genervus gifts on others we be
stow;

“Peace upon earth, good will to men!”

| we sy
| “Hail to the Yule log and the mistle
toe!"
INVOY
Spirit Jt Christmas, we accept thee
gea,
Rig: “" willingly we bow beneath thy |
sway!
We join eur songs to those of long
ago

“Hall to the Yule log and the mistle-
toe!”
~Carolyn Wells in New York Mall

His Critic.

“The greatest compliment that I ever
received,” says Ople Read, “was a crit-
felsm. Several years ago [ went to
Arkansas and visited the scene where
one of my stories is lald. The landlord
of the little hotel said to me:

“‘Here comes a little old fellow to
whom I loaned a copy of your book.
He can't read, but his wife reads to
bim. Let's see what he says about the

““Hello, Jason, did your wife read
that book to you?"

“*“Mawnin', sah.
read it to me."”

s+ \wWell, what do you think of 1t?"

“*“Huh? That ain't no book at all.
I done lived hear fo' fo'ty yeahs an’ I
done hearn folks talk that a-way all
th' time. ~Cincinnati Inquirer.

Yes, she done

w Eée
In Rural England

1t owas & brillant mooniieht night
bt extremely cobid OME chiise @ il

While Christendom joins in thelr tune [

With this refrain, for ever and for aye, |

mphdly over the frozen ground  Fhe

| posthoy smacked Bl whip fnoesenniny

and a part of the thine bis horses wers
on a gallop. “He knows where he s
'.Mlu sld my compnuton, aughing
“and s enger to arrive in thme for
some of the merriment and good cheer
of the servants’ haill. My father i« »
devotee of the old school and prides
himself on keeping up something of
old English hospitadty.  He was ol
ways scrupulous In exacting our holl
| days and having ws around bhim on
| tamily festivals. It was the policy of
| good old gentlewan to wake his
children feel that home was the hap
plest place In the world, and | value
this deliclous home feeling as one «
the choleest gifts a parent can bestow ™
The squire ushered us at once to the
company, which was assembled In a
Inrge, old fashioned hall. It wag com.
posed of different branches of a numer-
ous family connection They were
varfously occupled, and a profusion of
wooden horses, penny trumpets and
tattered dolls about the floor showed
traces of a littie troop of fairy belugs
that had frolicked through a happy
day

While the mutual greetings were go
fng on between Bracebridge and his
relatives | had thme to sean the apart.
ment. The grate had been removed

THE DANCE WAS A MERRY ONE.

from the wide, overhanging fireplace

to make way for a fire of wood, in the

midst of which was an enormous log,
| glowing and blazing and sending forth

a vast volume of light and heat. This,

I understood, was the Yule log, which

the squire was particular in having
! brought fn and illumined on Christmas
eve, according to anclent custom.

It was really delightful to see the old
squire seated in his hereditary elbow
chair by the hospitable fireside of his
ancestors and looking around him like
| the sun of a system, beaming warmth
and gladness to every heart. Even the
very dog that lay stretched at his feet,
as he lazily shifted his position and
yawned, would look fondly up in his
master's face, wag his tail Just the
floor and stretch himsel again to
sleep, sure of kindness and protection

Supper was announced shortly after
our arrival. It was served up in a
spacious oaken chamber, the panels
of which shone with wax and around
which were several family portraits,

decorated with holly and ivy. Besides

the accustomed lights, two great wax
tapers,  called  Christmas  candles
wreathed with greens, were placed on
a highly polished buffet among the
| family plate. The table was ubun
dantly spread with subst fal fure
but the s e made his supper of

frumenty, a dish made of wheat cakos
bofled In milk, with rich spices, belng
a standing dish in old times for Christ
mas eve. | was happy to find my old
friend. minced pie, In the retinue of
the feast
The supper bhad disposed every
to gayety 1id an old harper was sum
moned from the servants’ hall. * * *
The dance, like most dances after sup
per. merry one.  Some of 1he
older folk joined in it. and the squire
himself figured down several couples
with a partuer with whom he atfirmed
he had danced at every Christias for
nearly half a century
The party broke up for the night
with the kind hearted old custom of
shaking hands.  As | passed through
the hall on the way to my chamber
| the dying embers of the Yule log still
sent forth a dusky glow, and had it
not been the season when “no spirlt
dares stir abroad™” 1 should have been
half tempted to steal from my room
at midnight and peep whether the faf
ries might not be at their revels about
the hearth
I had scarcely got into bed when a
strain of music seemed to break forth

was a

in the air just below the window I
listened and found it proceeded from
a band which I concluded to be the

waits from vowme neighboring vill
I drew aside the curtal
more distinctly.  The
through the upper pu
ment, partially lighting up the aoti
quated apartment The sonnds
they receded became more soft and
aerfal and scemed to accord with
quiet and moonlight I listened and
Ustened. They became tore nnd more
tender and remote, nndﬁlhey grud-
ually died away my b’ sank upon
the pillow. and | fell pep. — Wash
ington Irving

ins to hear

irt of the case

HED

A “Primitive” Painter.

| Henrl Rousseau, a man who used to
hold a minor government position In
France, was for a quarter of a cen-
tury the joke of artists and art students
in Paris. For years in the Independ-
ent salon he showed daubs which
had not the most distant kinship with
art. Some of his “famous” pictures
were a “Lady on a Sofa In a Jungle,”
a “Tiger In a Jungle,” a “Nigger In a
Jungle.” He affected jungles, which

sisted of ble parallel green
lines to represent grass; the tiger was
a painted wooden toy; the lady looked
as if she had come out of a Noah's
ark. The unfortunate Roussean went
on exhibiting the same sort of work
every year, and the palnful thing was
that he gradually became a celebrity.
Sinister humorists told him he had
genfus, and he took himself quite se-
riously. “I am a real primitive,” he
would say. Some practical jokers even
went the length of buying his pictures.

moonbenms fell

We wre 1o have 8 wedding
Our mothers planned # Al

You nre to be s Nitle wite
And | your hushand el

B 1ove sour pretty eyen of brown
My own w0 dark and blus

Put an thes 1o only glass, my deas,
They' i sec no fuuits In you

My ehing tips
AN your dull
But | must w
Unth ous

they tong to Kine
nte wany

t tor thive long weeke
eling Hay

e will pass, sweet mald
we il never r

ve you all my Iifte

rue wooden heart

Your own

With my

REGINALD,
Dec. 3, 1010

Buch was the love letter written by
Reginald Graham of New York, a bean-
Utul doil ywenty Inches tall, Hght halre,
blue eye with long durk lashes, te
bis ladylove, Miss Allce Winchester, &
brown eyed doll beauty of Boston,

The fact 1« that n marringe had been
arranged between these two dollies by
their little mammas und several grown
Up aunties, to tnke pluce ot Christmas
time at the home of the doll bride

But making the clothes!  Grandins,
cousing nnd sunties spent days using
thelr nimble fingers to fashion the tiny
manly garments, ns no Hitle givl conld
possibly do the diflicult sewing

It was decided that a black broad
cloth suit wust be made, but »vs fuil
dress evening cout could be used
for formau 1 tuxedo or din
ner coat wus finally agreed upot
ing of more v e

All the time we have | 1 \
about the bridogroom dear e Allin
has been so busy having a v o
satin wedding d s muade, o re
veil and the daintiest kind of lace m
med underwonr

A traveli COWn o n au
tomobile coat of chatr 1 color, a
white hat with feather id tlower
all have been prepared for the “going
away" costur

A procession of twenty little

with their follows Reginald
and Alice, who march into the draw
ing room to the music of a wedding
march played on the piano: then inte
the dining room, where the dollies it
at a table that has been arranged for
them, with a tiny wedding cake deco
rating the center

Then comes the wedding ronr
around the garden, and then the newly
married pair go to housekeeping in a
big closet that has been furnished for
them with all the latest conveniences,

It was really the most brilliant mar
riage that was ever made in Toy.
Iand and is the true story of a dear
little brown eyed girl’'s Christmas
present

A great many dollle guests were in-
vited from “Mother Goose” Land. and
among those most noticed were:

Jack Be Quick,
st one there;

Goldle Locks,
away from the bear.

Who ran

Bright Miss Nancy Etticoat,
Used to standing long,

Bhone beside Tom Tucker,
Who sang the supper song.

Mistress Mary, Quite Contrary,
Brought from her garden fair

Beveral maidens all in a row,
With pretty curling hair

Bobby *to, from o'er the sea
Was\ 4 happy mood:
1 saw hi.. ¥ bashfully

At dear Red Riding Hood

Little Miss Muffet had left her tuffet
And surprised us all, oh, my!
By going to a corner with little

Horner
And sharing his Christmas pie

Jack

B8hy Bopeecp without her sheep
Many sweet glances won,
And there without his little pig

Was Tom, the Piper's Son
Marjorie Daw and vlg lom Stout
Attracted much ention
And many more w se names, alas,

I haven't room to mention

It was a weddh

S0 very grand,
of December,
ur Hundred of Toy-

member.
Jullan Jerome

BALLOON TO CROSS AMERICH.

Offer of $10000 and $1,000 Trophy
Made For Flight.

Charles J. Glidden, president of the

Association of Aeronautlcal Pilots, has

received $10000 from [I'. Chester
Thompson of New York to cover the
cost of a balloon to attempt a

from the Pacific to the Atlantie
In addition Mr. Thompson has prom
{sed Pilot Clayton a tropl 1

81,000 if he succeeds in starting from
the Pacific dopr nd landing
fifty f the At ~

Mr. Glidden says | has already
asked for bids on the balloon. It I8 to
be made of rubber si to have a
eapacity of 200,000 cubic feet

Spidor LLong on Web.

A single s '+ h heen known te
yleld mere : two and a quarter
miles of wel tllomer

IMETEING NEW

A Reliable

TIN SHOP

For all kind of Tin Roofing.
Spouting Annd Ceneral
Jobk Woerk,

Stoves, Heateri Ranges,
Fumaces. sto.

PRICES THE LOWES" !

QUALITY Ths BRST'

P~ —

JOHN HIXSON
NO. 11¢ E. FRONT T,



