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THE VOYAGE.

tlhit Cfom tho mainland sailing, when will
tho going bo?

wnt tho sun slilno over tho nllcl- -
Inff tho nmlllng sea?

"Will tho tlmo bo oad or pleasant, will tho
ficonca bo wan or gay,

On a courso where tho ship prows ovornro
pointed tho other way?

fiTuill we pass by tho Islands scented with
flowers ot n tropic cllmo,

Oar bark with tho great waves moving
as sweotly as rhymo with rhymo?

3zsll wc hoar soon over tho waters wash
lng tho Jasper walls

Tito sound of harpstrlngs trembling ming-
ling with loved ones' calls?

Whenever shall bo tho sailing to tho region
lying far,

God's cloud of flro will guldo us safo to tho
farther bar.

Oat from tho mainland's harbor, when wltl
tho ship set sail?

TUTU tho night lllco a black veil cover our
night from tho sweeping galo?

Sball wo crouch In our berths' In silence,
whllo away on tho moaning sea

XAst barks go floundering helmless In a
Gloom that shall always bo

Passing by starlands often, whero those
of tho other spheres

Shall shout In an unknown Jargon their
questions within our cars?

.How long till tho bravo lighthouses throw
out from heaven their gleams,

Ami tho turrots and towers, glltt'rlng,
dawn (air In celestial beams? . . .

"WTieuover shall be tho sailing to tho re-
gion lying tor,

7d's cloud ot fire will guldo uo safo to tho
farther barl

Will T. Hale, In Chicago TImc3-IIoral- d.

.JBER SWEET APPLES.

BY C. JD. U. ROBERTS.

Autumn wis just beginning to reveal
tierself in the heart of South mountain,
iSue gorgeous autumn of western Nova
Scotia. It was about eight o'clock in the
morning, and the nir that streamed
Sigiitiy over the shoulders of the hills
Bad. a most bracing-savor-. Mrs. Buckler,
a. freckled but comely and tall young
tvoiaau, iva just setting out for a
twelve-mil- e tramp to the little scttlc-auc- nt

in the valley, where she had to
cttturu a flatlron and n pair of wool-car-

which she had borrowed of an
obliging neighbor.

Neighbors in those days vv ere few and
far between in the couutry districts of
JVova Scotia. The great emptiness
created by the expulsion of the Acad-Ein- s

hod not jet been filled up. For tho
aeighbors, It behooved them to be
neighborly.

--Mrs. Buckler was an untiring worker,
isnil her rare visits to the v alley const-
ituted her only holiday. She had to
walk, of course, as her husband had
sx horse, and she had no ambition to
irklc one of the faiUiful but extremely
deliberate oxen. And, indeed, a matter
c? twelve, miles seemed nothing of

to her.
"Be sure and got back before dark,

"Miry!" admonished her husband, lean-icn-

meditatively against the woodpile
;as lie watched her kiss the children for
300tl-b- y.

""Shoohl Steve, I reckon you can put
lUie babies to bed all right for once,
can't you? It ain't often I get off, and
when, I do, I like to make a good day of
2tl"

"It an't lookin' after the children
4hat I'm thinking of, 'Miry, nuyou know

i pght well!'' replied Steve Buckler,
,t?amestly. "But you know how thick
t&e bears are on the mountain this
Ttrsir; and "there is no manner of doubt

, 2h.it was a wolf brushed by me in the
jcasturo night before last. It ain't safe
Sor you to be coming up through the
woods after dark all alone that way.
Sztay all night, if you find it getting
Bate!"

"Oh, I ain't afraid!" averred Mrs.
Stickler, stoutly. "I may get back
alore dark; but if I don't I'll be careful

.ud carry a light with me."
These confident words she flung

Txiek over her shoulder, as she started
ayiy down tho rough woodland way.
Arriving in due time at tlie settle-

ment in the valley, she did her en ands,
picked up tho news, and richly enjoyed
tihe raro luxury of a gossip. Time went
all too quickly; and it was on the edge
of dark ere alio thought of starting for
Eioone. Then, of course, there were

protests. Her friends urged
Bcr to stay nil night, picturing the per-- .
Sic of the journey, and representing that
Dor husband would never iV Nnm of px- -

eting her. But Mrs. Buckler, as her
Jfsicnds always said, was very "set."

I Hutting a3ide nil arguments, she started
'rail ton her long and lonely tramp.

She. had little to carry, but that little
eras somewhat troublesome to manage.
Eg was an, aproniul of sweet apples for
allie children, a treat which she knew
tthey would enjoy. Sweet npplc3 were
Chen a rarity in South mountain.

JiVhen at length Mrs. Buckler reached
die last house on the edge of tho val- -

fey, and found herself face to face with
fche long climb up the mountain she
felt compelled to acknowledge in her
Eiearfc tiiut tho night was very dark.
--And she had yet nearly four miles to go,
3hxugh almost unbroken woods. In
sthose four miles there were but two

--csibhis to break tho monotony of the
"uaaty; and tho further of these was a
!U5ii3o .and a half from her home. She
Ihcsitatcd a moment, then went into the
UtouKcnnd asked for a pine knot to light
lasron her journey.

fSere again sho wns urged to slny;
Cral lighting her torch she set her fnco
(resolutely to tho mountain side. As
ishe penetrated umong tho ancient trees
.ithc unsteady light of tho pine knot cist
fcsteangely moving shadows, and mon-?yiio-

shapes seemed to uprlng up nnd
disappear on all sides. For the first
tiuia she grew nervous, and felt an in-

clination to glance over her shoulder.
'"3TWs she presently conquered with
minis scorn, Nevertheless, she could

ot help" hastening her steps; and the
rUccfc, cabin hi tho mountain had the nir
aX a. refugeto her. as she turned in to
get a fresh pipe knot.

I 4Icre, toot she Was strongly pressed
in end her journey for the night. But
bow her obstinacy was well aroused.
Gfec was nettled at herself for having
felt afraid. It was with Bomothlng of
fee air of one who goes forth to battle
Iutt she gripped her torch nnd clutched

i

her apron of sweat apples, as sho turned
agntu to tho blackness of tho forest
pnth.

Between this cabin and tlio next tho
distonco was but half a mllo. Her
norves were now getting so well steadied
that tUto no longer cared for tho loom-
ing nnd shifting shadows, till ot length
a shadow distinctly smaller thnn the
rest made tho underbrush rustlo audibly
with Us motion. Her heart gave-- a
most uncomfortable leap, nnd sho
straightway thought of tho Wolf which
her husband had spoken of. Hut, wolf
or shadow, it iled away without menac-
ing her; nnd sho enmc in safety to the
last cabin between hor nnd home.

Here tho neighbors were asleep, and
sho hnd to arouse them in order to beg
another pine-kno- t. Tho one which she
had got at tfho previous house was by no
means burned out, but she feared lest it
should fall leforo the, end of her jour-
ney. The sleepy nelghboa-- s w ere aston-
ished at her nppearanee. They threat-
ened to detain her by force, when she
refused their invitation to stay nil night
with them. But Mrs. Buckler was by
tlhis tinio a good deal "worked up," as
sho nfterwurd expressed herself; and
sho treated their kind persuasions with
scant courtesy. She almost ran from
the house; but in her apron, nniong the
svv cot apples, she carried tho extra pine-kno- t,

all tho snanc.
To ward oiT unpleasant thoughts, she

kept, picturing in her mind the way the
children would enjoy tho apples In the
morning. She also thought o,f the re-

monstrances, tempered with
admiration, with which her hus-

band would greet her return. Bier
blood quite glowed again as she thought
of the lofty fashion in which she would
make, ligfkt of iti all. Just at this mo-

ment sho saw, in the middle of the path
before her, black bear, watching
her curiously.

Hor heart stood still, and she herself
instantly followed this example. Then
she reflected that sho must appear
calmly indifferent, if she would hope to
escape. Slowly she moved forward
again, waving her torch; and the bear,
stepping out of tho path, watched her
steadily from among the underbrush
as she went by. Then he stepped back
into the path and followed her.

Her first and most natuial impulse
was to run like the wind for home, but
this, after one startled leap forward,
slue ehecked with a mighty effort of her
will. Sho walked on with swift but
steady steps, watching the bear out of
the corner of hor eye, but all the time
clutching obstinately at her npronful
of apples. The bear, very slowly, kept
drawing closer and closer, bent upon at-

tacking, but evidently deterred by
dread of the torch.

But the torch, meanwhile, was burn-
ing low; and Mrs. Buckler, in her ex-

citement, failed at first to notice this.
Sho was holding the pine-kn- ot over

as a sort of shield against her
pursuer. When, with a shaking at the
luiecs, sho realized that it was on the
point of flickering out, she tried hastily
to light tho other; and in the effort
some of her treasured apples fell out of
her apron and rolled behind her on the
path.

As soon ns tho bear came to these
apples he stopped and began devour-in- g

them with the keenest relish.
"Why!" thought Mrs. Buckler, with

a sudden lightening of her load of ter-
ror; "it's not me he's after, but the
sweet apples!" and straightway all her
old courage returned.

She paused and took time tolighther
new pine-kn- ot deliberately and well.
Then sho hurried on; and it was some
minutes before her pursuer was again
at her heels.

And now, bo sudden are the revul-
sions of a 'woman's feelings, she was
concerned only for the sweet apples.
They were the children's apples; and it
w ent sorely against her grain to let a
bear have any of them. Not until he
had come most uncomfortably close
could she bring herself tongain propiti-
ate him; and then, she doled out but
three of the precious green globes,
dropping them on tho path behind her
with slow reluctance.

The animal took perhaps a quarter of
a minute to dispose of this niggardly
contribution, and then came on again
with a sort of hopeful conildcnce.

"Nol" declared Mrs. Buckler, firmly,
"you ain't goin' to have another one!"
and she fairly broko into a run. But
when that heavy, shambling gallop
sounded close- at her back, her reso-
lution weakened, and sho dropped a
couple more out of the apron. While
tlic much gratified bear delayed to eat
these, she rounded a turn of the road,
and was gladdened by the sight of her
own window glimmering some 200
yanks in front.

Colling her husband's name two or
three times nt the top of her voice, till
she saw him fling open the door and
rush out to meet her, she hugged the
remnant of the apples to her breast,
Hung her torch nt the bear, and sped
like a deer toward the house. Whether
the bear followed her further or not,
she never knew. It certainly did not
come near enough to the house for her
husband to catch sight of It, for, as she
flung herself into his arms, panting,
triumphant, half-wa- y between laughter
and tears, he asked her what was the
matter.

"Matter!" she cried, indignantly.
"That's just like a man, after all I've
gone through to get home!" And she
pulled him violently into tho house and
slummed the door.

Steve Buckler wei quite too judlcjous
to rcmiud her of the fact that ho had
urged her cither tocouio homebefore
dark, or else stay olj night, .Heuid not
even let It appear In his face for an in-

stant that he thought of such a thing.
Ho listened to tho story with all the
breathless excitement that sho had an-
ticipated, praised her bravery and re-
source, vowed to shoot the bear next
day, ate ono of the sweet apples, and
then, being very Bleepy, went to bed.
But Mrs. Buckler, before she followed
ids example, proudly tucked several of
the apples under the children's pillows.

N, Y. Independent.
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OLD MICHIGAN COUPLE.

Havo Kopt Houso Togothor for
Eighty-Sovo- n Yours.

Tho IltMbnml I Otbi; 10? Yenm of Age,
tho Wlto ion Tranquil Llfo IIU--

tory of HIr. ami Mr. Jacob
Illller, of Klkton.

Four mUes south of Klkton, Mloh.,
lives probably tho oldest married
couple in the United States Mr. nnd
Mrs. Jacob Illller, aged 107 nnd 105
years, respectively. Standing about SO

feet from tho roadway is a little frame
cabin about 15x12, with a square,
chunky chimney, evidently erected with
a view to strength nnd to keep out the
skill wintry blast, nnd in it lives the
old couple. Your correspondent re-

cently drove over there nnd wns invited
in by the centenarians.

In the farther corner of the llltlo
room which hold the centenarians'
earthly belongings was an ordinary
bed, tho coverings of which was spot-
less nnd arranged with careful hands.
Meager was tho furnishing, but cheer-
ful and cleanly ns by any possibility
could be expected from a fresh young
couple of 20 summers. The walls wore
tastily covered with clean newspapers
which had served their day ns litera-
ture nnd were now serving a purpose
even after their day hnd gone. In the
center of the floor sat an ordinary cook
stove, behind which a small wood box
did duty for the daily supply of fuel.

Tho old gentleman was in his stock-
ing feet, and insisted in doing the honors
of the house. He is not what you would
call a tall man, neither is he a man of
insignificant mold. Medium in height
and build, he nppnrs as a man well cal-

culated to endure hardslups whero a
bigger man would fail. His present ap-

pearance would lead one to conclude
that Jacob Hiller in the days of his
prime wns a nun of no mean endur-nnc- e.

To-da- even, after his struggle
with the century, one can scarcely
credit the fact that ho has conquered
the dangers of 107 years, nis step is
as firm and regular as that of an aver-
age man of 40. His hand is ns steady as
the 'hand of an expert hunter. His face,
wrinkled under the hnnd of time, but
eyes ns bright as ever. His long
partial-dia- l hair flows in unmixed white-
ness over his aged and yet youthful
shoulders.

Time has dwelt more harshly with
the poor old lady, who, in extreme
years, sat almost helpless in the room.

MR. AND MRS JACOB HILLER.
Poor old Grandma Hiller sits patientfy
in the corner, bont almost double with
her five score years and four, her old
gray head nodding in the feebleness of
her advancing life, her sightless cye3
denied the blessing of God's fnlr sun-
light. Even yet the old lady's hand is
Boft as a silken texture.

Mr. Hiller said he was "born 107

years ago the 20th of last October. It's
a caution. I nevor expected to live to
this age nor nothing like it. She," he
said, nodding to his helpless wife, "will
be 105 next March."

"I was born in Jamestown, just back
of Kingston, Canada. I wap quite a
lump of a lud, about 22 years old, when
the war of 1812 was on. I used to carry
the poor soldiers that were wounded
in Kingston some milk to help them
along. The war about there was all
on water. When they were done fight-

ing they threw the dead overboard into
the water and brought the wounded in.
Man, that was a fight, sure enough!"

"Canada was just a big bush. The
country was new and the settlers were
just us new and green as they could be.
The schools were few and far between
and us boys had not tho same chance
as boys nowadays have."

When asked when he left Canada his
crippled old partner broke in upon our
conversation. "The first year of tho
war," sho Baid.

The old gentlemnn continued: "When
I came to Michigan we first settled near
Marino City and went from there to
Emmet; then we enmo here. When
we reached this place together we
thought wo were soon going to die.
My son would have put us up a better
house, but wo were satisfied with this.
Times are hard for an old pair like us,
but we have some good friends, and
tilings nre not as bad as they might be.

"I wus 20 past when we were mar-
ried. Sho was 18 past. We will be
keeping house 87 years the 25th of next
April. We don't quarrel much else w
could hardly be to long together. I
hardly ever expected to live to be as old
ns Mathusaleh but I have cut two teeth
lately and con see any print without
specs. Long ugo I used to think of dy-
ing but lately 1 have made up my mind
never to meet it until it comes. I sow
on my own buttonn without specs and
all thnt. We had 11 of a family. My
oldest is now nearly, 00 and the young-
est 57. People sny it looks short to look
back over tlio'long' years. Yes it docs.
It seems a good deal like yesterday
when I was a boy running wild in tho
woods." " s '

KnchuiU's Ocarlet Flower.
There are only two scarlet flowers

na'dvo in England, tho poppy and the
scarlet pimpernal, and both thcsoflour-is- h

best on dry and sunny spots. Near
ly all other scarlet flowers aro Imported.

Clurct for Lawmakers.
Elghty-flv- o hundred dollars, tho whole

I.voflt for last season of tho house of
.ominous kitchen, has been invested by
the commltteo la claret.

TRICKS OF SPIRITS.
A French Conjurer Shown now They Can

Uo 1'erformod.
A French slelght-of-han- d performer,

M. Albar, Who is giving private seances
in Paris, claims to be able to reproduce
all tho phenomena of spiritualism thut

,nro known to mediums. There 1 the
mate trick, for example. A si tit o h
shown nround among the spectators.
There Is nothing written on it-- A spirit
Is invoked, tho Blnte Is prescd flat ngnliwt
the underside of a table with the left
hand of tho medium. One of tho audi-
ence holds his right hand motionless.
The lights arc put out. At the. end of a
few seconds Is heard the scratching
sound of a slate pencil, and when the

fft
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CONJURER PRODUCING A FOUNTAIN.

lights arc 'turned up again the answers
to questions addressed to the bpirit may
be read, usually in badly-writte- n char-octcr- s.

Well, in spite of appearances,
it is possible for the medium to hold
tho slate and to write with his left hand.
It is only necessary that he should have
upon his index finger a fcinnll thimble-lik- e

arrangement. Tho pressure of a
pprlng shoots out a miniature slate pen-
cil. Tho slate is held by the other fin-

gers, and the index finger writes from
right to left, the reverse of the usual
process, beginning with the last lotter
of the last w ord. A few hours' practice
vlll enable one to do this successfully.
Luminous npparitions nnd will o' the

wisps flying in space around the heads
of the audience form another part of
the programme at most spiritualistic
seances. They are very easy of produc-
tion. It is necessary that the medium,
should have his arms at liberty. He
csks the company to join hands so ns to
form a magnetic circle around him.
ne explains that such a magic circle is
a sine qua non of the appearances which
ho is about to evoke. In reality he de-

sires it because it is just as well to re-
strain the hands of the audience from
physical contact with the will o' the
wisps nnd mysterious lights. As soon
ns the lights are turned down the oper-
ator plunges his hand into his waist-
coat and draws out a phosphorized
glove, which he secretly places upon
his right hand. The glove is phosphor-
ized only on one side, so that the op-
erator has but to turn his hnnd and pre-
sent either the palm or the back in or-
der to provide light or darkness. In
the obscurity of a darkened room it is
impossible for the audience to deter-
mine at what distance from the eyes
the luminous nppearanee is produced.
Sometimes it seems close, sometimes
far off.

TEETH IN HER HEART.
The Organ Preserved In Dellerne IIoipl-t- al

Museum, Nerr York.
In this age of events stnrtllngly new

it is necessary for even grim death to
find an original means of trapping his
victims. Thnt he has kept up with the
times is proved by recent instances of
people dying from the strangest onuses.
The case of n woman who wus killed by
a needle in the heart is very peculiar,
but in the museum at Bellevue hospital,

iSw
TEETH IN HER HEART.

New York, is preserved evidence of a
similar case. Mrs. Elizabeth Sharpe, a
woman of 35, was walking in a London
ntreet with her brother, Thomas James
Ditcombe, of No. China walk, Lam-bet- ht

some weeks ago, when sho sud-
denly clasped her hands to her left side,
nnd, shrieking:"HeavenB, my heart!"
fell prone to the sidewalk. Dr. Reginald
Hayes, who examined the woman, found
a tumor between the ribs, and on cut-
ting into it he discovered a'largo needle,
which he extracted. The autopsy dis-
closed that the needle, which had evi-
dently been in tho body for n long
time, had worked its way through the
blood vessels until it had reached' the
heart, whon, by puncturing that vital
organ, it had ended the woman's life.

In the museum at Bellevue hospital
can be seen tho preserved heart of u
woman who died there under similarly
remarkable circumstances.

Tho doctors Jhad been completely baf-
fled by the caso, and the result, of the
autopsy! yvna awaited with the keenest
interest. An examination disclosed the
btrouge fnct that tho woman bad swal-
lowed hor fnlso teoth, together with
the silver plate to which they were at-

tached. The teeth had gone from the
aosophngun Into tho pericardium, anil',
breaking directly Into the heort, had
Imbedded themselves in thnt organ,
producing what the physicians term
"pericarditis," of which the puttout
died. Tho heart preserved in tho mu-Bctu- n

shows the sliver plate with tho
teeth attached, half buried in the organ

FOR YOUNG PEOPLE.
CLIMBING.

My hoy, nro you fond of climbing?
Would you scalo tho lofty hill?

Thoso on the far-o- ff summit
Wero men of steadfast will;

Often their foot prow weary
And worn In tho tollsomo way,

But thoy never Rot discouraged
And stand at the top

You hnvo read what a poet tells us
That wo gain not nt a bound

The heights; but ltto's like a ladder
Wo must climb up round by round.

So tho hill that tdMtoop before you
It may take you long to climb,

Out ono step after another
Will lead to the top In time.

Ho who would reach tho summit
Must turn not left or rlffht;

He must keep up heart and courage
And keep tho heights In sight.

Llttlo by little tho summit
Grows bright In his steadfast eye,

And at last ho stands with tho victors,
As you may, If you try. ,
Ebon E. Rexford, In Golden Days.

SHE IS A LINGUIST.
Eight-Year-o- ld Mnrla Itoso Can Convcraa

In Four Lnngungon.
Most small girls of 8ya years nre ac-

counted blight if they can speak tol-
erably correct English, but Mnri.i
Kose, of that nge, talks English, French,
Greek and German as fluently as na-
tives of the various countries whero
these langunges nre spoken.

She is not held up ns u prodigy, but
bimply an extraordiunrily bright and
ambitious girl. Maria Kose was born
in America, and four years ago, nil
orphan, was adopted by Drl Achilles
Hose, n New York physician noted for
his advocating the adoption of the
Greek tongue among medical men of
nil nations in order to render inter-
course ensier. He is unnblc to explain
the child's talent. She is of fair com-
plexion nnd hns pretty brown hair
and eyes, is quiet, demure, but very
observant. When Maria came to him
she sptfke English, and the doctor wns
nnxious she should learn Greek after
he saw how rapidly she picked up
French. He does not lwlieve in the
ordinary school methods of teaching
Greek, so he imported n nntive Greek
governess, who, with him, talked Greek,
teaching Maria the language by the

XIARIA ROSE.

conversational method. The child re-

cited nnd sung in the language before
a medical association, illustrating her
lather's lecture on Greek, and so
pleased were the physicians that they
bent her an engraved scroll thanking
her for tho enteitainment. Even Rev.
Archimandrite Agnthordoros

a Greek resident of New-Yor-

was charmed, so no higher praise
is necessary. Then Dr. Hose procured
a French governess for awhile, and in
a short time so proficient was Marin
thnt one could not tell whether Eng-
lish, French or Greek was her native
tongue.

Not content with these languages she
learned another to surprise the doctor.
She attended the Sacred Heart convent
nnd mnnnged to learn German from
borne bcholn s who speak the language.
She gave the doctor no hint of her
scheme till one day nt home she broke
into a conversation he was holding wilh
a German friend and her triumph wns
complete. Dr. Rose is very proud oi
the child and she is not forced to study
more than she wishes.

ARCTIC CHRISTMAS.
Mow a Tarty ot Men Unco Jlndo Some

Little Kuklmos Iluppy,
Onee on a time a party of men were

far north in the arctic regions at Christ-
mas time, nnd they could not help
thinking of their families nt home, and
longing to be with them. For they
knew it would not do to be homesick,
for it would unfit them for their
work, ho they chose the best possible
euie for it they made other people
happy.

The little Eskimo children around
them had never even heard of n Christ-
mas tree, and the men of the ship'n
company went to work to make one.
Make one? "Why, trceH grow." Cer-

tainly, but they do not grow in the
arctic lands, for these explorers were
far north of the tree line. But they
took bones of the whale, walrus and
other animals, and tied them together
so us to make a trunk with branches.
That was the tree. A Christinas with-
out candy would seem strange to you,
but instend of candy, they made balls of
vvhnle fat, or blubber, of which the Es
kimo children are as fond as you arc of
chocolate drops or peanutbrlttle. They
hung these on the tree, and prepared
some simple presents of buttons and
bcuds, and that was all. But it was
enough for a delightful time for the lit-

tle Eskimos, and their pleasure made
the men so happy that they forgot their
loneliness nnd homesickness. Home
Magazine.

Fro and Con.
' Mrs. Todgers I am ulvvays in" 'favor
of giving tho under dog a bIiovv,

Mrs. Rodgors It's a wonder, then,
that you don't remove the pressure
from your husband once in awhile.

The ensuing affair was not governed
by Qtteensbury rules. Cleveland Lead-
er.

CITY OF BETHLEHEM

It Is a Smnll nnd Unattractive Town Rt
the Frosont Tlmo.

It is n little city, and it does not tal.w
many people to crowd it, but, bcsldcu
being tho birthplace of Jesus, it Is tha
birthplace of Israel's great warrior-kin- g,

David.
Bethlehem to-dn- y haR barely 8,000"

Inhabitants, and in appearance is not
uttractlvc. Tho streets nre too nar-
row for 'vehicles; in fact, there In but
one street In the town wide enough for,
carriages, and it la so very narrow that
they cannot pass each other in it. The
streets were made for foot travelers,
donkeys and camels.

Bethlehem is about five miles south of
Jerusalem. Leaving tho larger city
by the Jaffa gate, we take a carriage
and ride rapidly over the tine road built,
but a few years ago. The carriage wo
are in and those we meet ure wretched
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THE GROTTO OF THE MANGER. .

affairs. The horses arc to be pitied,
first, because they are not well oared
for, and second, because their drhew
are regular Jehus who drive them "fu-

riously" uphill and down. In less than
an hour we are in the marketplace of
Bethlehem, in front of the Church of
the Nativity.

Let us suppose we linve arrived on
Christmas eve, in time to wnnder about
and to become acquainted with the
little city.

Of courbc it hns changed in appear-
ance since the time of the birth of
Christ. It is larger and better built.
Now, ns then, the houses are of stone,
and, as cities and customs change but
little in the cast, we may sitfely infer
that modern Bethlehem houses an
much like those of 1000 years ago.
Perhaps some of the old buildings that
were in existence so long ago may
htill be standing. Of course the great
Church of the Nativity was not then
erected, nor were any of the lurge re-

ligious buildings we see. These are the
memorials of a Inter date, built in
honor of Him whose early life began
here. One wonld have to be unmindful
of his surroundings and very unimag-
inative not to wonder what the plnee
was like on that night the anniversary
of which we are celebrating.

We know that then, as on this Decem-
ber 24, it was filled with people. But
those people had come for a different
purpose. Augustus Caesar, the master
of the then known world, had issued an
imperial decree ordering a general reg-

istration of all his subjects. This was
for the purpose of revising or complet-
ing the tnx-list- s. According to Roman
law, people were to register in their
own cities that is, the city in which
they lived, or to which their village or
town wns attached. According to
Jewish methods they would register by
tribes, fumilies, and the houses of their
fathers. Joseph nnd Mary were Jew s,
and conformed to the Jewish custom.
It wns well known that he and Mary
were of the tribe of Judah nnd family
of David, and that Bethlehem was their
ancestral home. Accordingly, they left
the Nnznrcth home, in the territory of
Zebulun, and came to David's "own
city," in the territory of Judnh.

They came down to the east bank o
the Jordan, crobbed the river of Jericho,
and came up among tho .ludenii hilU
nnd vnlleys till they reached Bethlehem.
It wns u long journey, nnd a wearisome
one; and, on arriving, n place of rest
was the first thing sought. Evidently
they hnd no friends living in the place;
or, if they had, their houses were al-

ready filled. It wns necessary that
sheUer be hnd, nnd immediately. In
tho khnn, or inn, there wns no room;
so there was nothing to do but occupy
a part of the space provided for cattle.
It was not an unusual thing to do, nnd hi
often done to-da- y in, the eastern vil-

lages. In fact, they were about ns
comfortable there ns in the khan. At
a khan one may procure a cup of coffee
and a place to lie down on the floor;
but each guest provides his own bed and
covering. This was all JosejiU and
Mary could have obtained in the inn,
hud there been room for them. And hero
In Bethlehem, in a stable, or a cao
used for stabling animals, Jesus was
born, nnd Mary "wrapped him in swad-

dling clothes, and laid him in a man-

ger," Edwin S.Wnllace.in St. Nicholas.

How to Transfer Lcuf Colors.
The natural colors of a leaf may bo

eabiliy transferred to paper. Take a
leof of any tree or shrub, pluce over it a
small piece of white linen soaked in
spirits of niter, nnd insert between tho
leaves of a heavy book, with a sheet of
pupcr to receive the impression, lay
thn book aside for a few (lavs. Tho
leaf will be found devoid of color, which
will have been transferred to the paper
In all the original beauty of tint and
outline of leafj

Ills Ignorance Accounted For.
"I can't understand why Squalloy

vvenrs thut ugly beard on his chlu."
"Huve you ever seen Squallop'w chin?"
"No." --

"Well, that's why you can't under
Btand." Chicago Tribune.

i i

Upokun with a High,
She The Druids thought tho mlstle-- i

toe a charm tiguiiist disease.
He (sighing) It may hm been then,

but it's a bad thing for heurt trouble
nowudaya. Town Toplcu.

Li - m
-..a, M?M wiWb.ft. It. A - .4. lAili . '-.- - .v ij, siikiZ Z ,

n

A

t

"m.

i

i
1

A

1

a

J is

V

, JSfi

vv

F
,'11


