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o There's an empty stocking hang-  But out where splendor centers in
sng from many a little bed, the mansions of the great, ;i
Wheré a God-biown dream hangs ~ No call will go unanswered, ne
over eack sleeping curly heady tot will vainly wait;
l And the vision gathers nightly of  The Christmas horn will summon
‘\ a day that's soon ro come, —the Christmas drum will roll (§
Where little feet should paster o The tide of joy in magic throuzh
the music of the drum. the gateway of each soul.
There's an empry stocking hang-  Butwhere one gift would brighten 5‘
ing by many a wind-blown door, the dark of weary days, f{
That must wait in vain for No reindeer’s hoof will thunder 4{
Chrisimas, in the gray haunts o'er Poverty's drear ways; f‘
o of the poor; And 50, for God's white season— @
And eyes that now shine brightly for some wee dreamer’s cause— ?’
shell, through a rainof tears,  Don't you think that you might }
See nothing there om Christmas  * whisper just @ word to Santa Q
but the sorrow of the years. Claus? h

MAS!”

Christmas Carol

“What means this glory round

How the happy pulses leap, and how the »
eyeu shine bright! our feet,
- mm&m&mt'ﬁ step @ song The Magi mused, “more
Sow the bores and bothers bore and bright than morn#”
ey JOThEr 18 no more-— And voices chanled clear and
‘Mothing s worth noticing,
vy Jo¥ before! oy e sweel,
T o o T s the “Today the Prince of Peace
' “Going home for Christmas! Ob, the 1s born/”

“What means that star,” the
Shepherds said,
“Thal brightens through the

rocky glenf”
And angels answering over-
head,
Sang, “Peace on earth, good-
will to men!”
'Tis eighleen hundred years
' and more
8Since those sweet oracles
were dumb;
We wait for Him, like them
of yore;
Alas, He seems so slow to
come/
But it was eaid, in words of
gold,
No time or sorrow €er shall
. d‘:ﬂ.

That little children might be
bold
In perfect irust ic come to

All round about our feet shall
© o ahinaso
A Light like that the wise
men saw, )
f we our loving wills incline
To that sweet Life which is
" stand -
The simple faith of shep-
! l‘r& Ma
And, clasping kindly hand in
hand,
Sing, ““Peace on earth, good-
will o men!” 3

But they who do-

Shall daily hear ths angsl-song,
“Today the Prince of Peace
" is born!” g i
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Hie Aoude
Mt‘ a enrslne qead

Whee & andioms

Mene rajud thew uzjfu had

On, Comues on,

LITTLE book hound In red
. moroceo holds the kernel

of the chilidren's celebration

the world over of Christmns.
To 100k at it no one wonld dream Its
hidden words are even now vibruting
In the hearts of countless children,
yet the charm its bright covers em-
bruce is peremnful. It Is the manu-
seript of the famous chiliren's elnssie,
“A Visit from St. Nicholas.,” written
by Clement C. Moore almost a hundred
years ngo, and dedicated to his own
children in particular, and, as it has
since proved, to childhood the world
over.
This season It has as its companlon
In the library of the New York County
Historieal soclety in Central Park West
a photograph‘c copy of the original
text enlarged sufficiently to enable it
to be easily read, for though the orig-
inal chirography Is quite remarkable
for 8 mun-of Dr. Moore's years—elghty-
two when he indited the poem—it
is fine and old-fashloped, and there-
fore somewhat difficult to read.
The innovation has proved a rare
treat to the library patroms, and it is
interesting to mote with what rever-
ence it is handled by men and women
whose childhood days ure long past,
yet whose holiday memories are still
bright. Two pages and & half are con-
sumed In committing the poem to
paper, and the repetition of the old
familiar lines brings to mind pleasant
thoughts of the season, for no one has
ever visualized our American Christ-
mas from the children's viewpolnt as
has Clemept C. Moore in Lls rure
little poem.
The lines were written as a Christ-
mas gift for the author's two young
daughters nearly a century ago, bur it
has since become a progressive gift
to countless other girls and boys., Ae-
companying the original manuseript
when it wus presented to the society
by T. W. Moore, a relative, some tifty
years ago, Is a letter In which the
writer tells how the verses came to
be written and how It happened that
they were eventually published,
Mr. Moore lived at the time In a
handsome house overlooking the Hud-
son, at Ninth avenue and Twenty-

‘| third street. Then Chelsen, like Green-

wich village, further south, was quite
remote from the city. Each was large-
ly populated by the Dutch settlers
from Nieuw Amsterdam. Living near
his country seat wag a portly, ru

Christmas Classic
in Author’s Hand

“A Visit From St. Nicholas,"” Written by Clement C.
Moore 100 Years Ago and Known
to Every Child

prod s s before Chiretlimas, whom olt thnough
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| vtund  Dutchman, who suggested to
| him the ldea of making St. Nicholas
| the hero of @ Christmas piece for his
children,

It wus, however, with no thonght of
Its ever bLeing published rthat Mr
Moore wrote the poem, but the lines
were copled by a relative of the au-,
thor In her album, From it another*
copy was made by s friend of hers
from Troy, Some time later, much to
the surprise of Dr, Moore, it was for
the first time published In a news
paper. By such small chance was this
choiee llttle poem saved for posterity.

In those dnys there was no such
ceivbration of Christmas ns I1s now the
case, but Dr. Moore, having sbsorbed
the anclent traditions of his Dutch
nelghbors, wove them finte the poem
for his children. He did more than
that, for he built up around the cen-
tral thought an Interpretation which
has gradually come to be our own.
As some one has so aptly sald, 1t has
beceme so much part and parcel of our
liternture that it seldom occurs to pro
ple it ever had an author. Since for
nenrly a hundred years American eall
dren huve been fed on It, it has now
“ecome theire In very truth.

OLD ENGLISH CHRISTMAS
SONG

All hall to the days that merit
praise
Than all the rest of the year,
And welcome the nights that double de-

lights
As well for poor as for peer.
Good fortunme attend each merry man's
friend
That doth but the best that he may,
Forgetting old wrongs In carcls and songe
To drive the cold winter away.

This time of the year is spent In good
cheer,
And nelghbors together do meet,

To sit by the fire with friendly desire,
Pach other mlove for to greet,

Uld grudges forgol, as put in the pot,
And sorrows aside they all lay;

The old and the young do carol this song,
To drive the cold winter away,

When old Christmas-tide comes In llke a
bride,

With Ivy and green holly clad,

Twelve days in the year tauch mirth and
good cheer

In every household is had.

The ecountryman’s guiss is then to devise

Some gambols of Christmas play,

Where every young maam does the
that he can

cold winter away,

lPE dny before Christmas,
Why don’t you make it one of
rest, Joel, and begin the uew
one  fresh and remiy and

bright vor the work before you?"
The Rev, Joel Brierly regarded his

estimahble better half with smlling

thoughtfulness, “It happens to be u

day when both of us must live up to |

imperutive duty, dear,” bhe replied.
“There are the Mason echildren. 1
bave placed the two older oues with
Some very good people. The little girl
of four and the boy of six, however,
are still in need of a home, | have
been thioking ; suppose you see If you
fannot find some one to adopt the girl
and I will do the sume for the boy."

“Who are we ever guing to get to
teke them?’ inquired Mrs. Brierly,
growing fussy and excited.

“1 shall trost your busy and sensible
mind to enlist the Interest of some of

your charitably Inclined lady friends,” J

answered Mr. Brierly gallantly, *1
will undertuke trying to influence
some benevolent husband or father.”

So, with holiday cheer warming his
honest heart, the best lHked minister
Paxton evar hed started forth on his
misson. Before doing so, however, he
sat down on the porch for a quarter
of an hour compiling a lst of pos-
sible “prospects.” Thomas Dalrymple,
the village muagnate, was among them.
and he listened with apparent interest
to the minister's story of how four
children had been left homeless nnd
penniless through the death of their
mother, a poor widow,

*“Tell you,” sald Mr. Dalrymple, “my
wife Is an Invalld and any varlation
In our regular life would greatly Jdis-
turb her. 1 shall be only too glad to
Join In a fund to provide for the eare
of one of the children at some school
or Institution.”

“We have none here adaptable lo-
eally,” demurred Mr. Brierly, “and 1
promised Mrs. Mason that I would ex-
ert supervision and care over her little
onesg untll they were able to take care
of themselves,"

Levl Brodie, a well-to-do merchant,
tyrned put also a disappointment.

Two more calls, further excuses,
and Mr. Brierly entered the office
block of the town in quest of No. 5
on his list, to find the object of his
visit absent for the holidays. He was

o g

“Poorly, Poorly, Sir,” Replied Dallas
Dejectedty.

semewhat weary frem his useless
tramp, and as he passed the offiee of
John Dalilas, who dabbled In res) es-
tate, he saw Its tepant staring gloomily
out of the window. Now the thought
never occurred te Mr. Brierly that
here might be a possible benefactor.
John Dallas was gray and grizzied, He
had changed a good deal of late years,
and all his old-time cheeriness seemed
to have vanished after his echlidren
had grown up and married and went
away, The clergyman had heard that
Dallas and his wife lived a lonely and,
it was sald, rether unhappy life. Dal-
lag looked it 88 he greeted his chance
vigitor,

“Just dropped In to rest for a min-
nte or s0,” announced the latter. “How
are you getting along, Mr. Dallas?"

“Poorly, poorly, sir,” replied Dallas
dejectedly. He had left home ihat
morning wretchedly dissatisfied. In-
sensibly eince the youngest and last
of the family brood had chosen a wife
and had settled in another section of
the country, llke himself, Mrs, Dallas
had chauged greatly, and the holiday
season 8% It came around seemed al-
most unbearable,

The two would sit evenings amid
a loneliness that really placed them

e

talk about there belng wo mwre Christ
mas or New Years for you!

“Rouse up, John Dallas! what you
want Is something to Interest you, to
break the dull monotony In your gulet
life, and, happlly, I am the VEry man
who can suggest to you how yuu are
golng to do 1I.,”

John Dalias  regarded hiz vigitor
hopefully, almost pleadingly. *“If you
will follow my advice,” continued Mr.
Brierly, *you will bring tuto your home
tonight a gift for your desr wife that
will wake up o he: all the old-time

laterest o the world und you."

‘T hope it—1 long for it," declared
Dallas eagerly,

“Very well” resumed Mr. Brierly.
*1 am looking for some one to adupt
little Benny Muson, whose mother
died last week. Come, old friend,
brighten un heart ind home with a
loving, grateful little guest, who will
surely bring a blessing to your thresh-
old. Go home then every night to Hnd
your wife happy, becnuse she has had
some one to cling ro ber g love her
all the day long, and the happy IMile
fellow will twine himself close about
your longing hearts.”

John Dallus arose from his ehnlr

and ferveutly grasped the hand of nis

“There |s the Present | Have Brought
You.”

friend and adviser. There was a new-
born light In his rugged face.

“Bring along the lad as soon as you
lke,” he said. *“It won't be my fault
that he doesn't have a pleasant howme,
and 1 hope Mary will say the same,”
and just after noon Mr. Brlerly &p-
peared with the little outenst.

“Mr. Brierly says you are to be my

little fellow, running up to Mr. Dallas,
“and wen't you please take me to my
new mamma?”

Not within five years had the old-
time cheering, winning smile deepined
on the face of John Dallas as now,
He took his little charge around the
stores and fitted him ouat newly. Some-
how he was thrilled, as, clasping his
hand lovingly, Benny ran by his side
as Inte in the afternoon he started for
home. As he went up Its steps ha
told Benny to go to the end of the
porch and stay there till he came back.
His wife met him in the hallwsy.

“Mary,” he gmald, and his volce
showed deep emotion, “I've got some-
thing to tell you. Youn know temor-
row is Christmas. Well, I'm going to
turn over a new leaf.”

“How strangely you talk!” spoke
Mrs. Dallas., “Aren't you a pretty good
man as it 87"

“Why, you think that?" floundered
John, all taken ahack by the sudden
amd inexplicable change in his wife,
who seemed bubbling over with extra-
ordinary animation. “Anyhow, Msry,
I'm going to think more after this of
your needs and wishes, and T have n
present for you wifich I hope will give
you very much pleasnre,”

“Oh, John!" Interrupted Mary tu-
multuounsly, “it seems as if everything
good and grand is happening all a
once. Come In, T want to show you
something,” and she seized his arm,
hurried him into the sitting room, and
there, lying asleep on the couch, was
a lovely little girl of four—Benny's
sister.

“It was thut kind hearted Mrs,
Brierly, the minister's wife, who came
to =ee me this morning,” explained
Mary. “She's given us the dear litthe
chlld for all our own., Oh! thiok of it,
John, and—what was that?”

. It was the lhitle lad left on the
porch. who bad discovered the family
cat and was talking to and petting It

“Mary,” sald John, as they went out-
side, “it seems a double gift day, all
around. There s the present 1 have
brought you—Iif two ain't too much.
1 say, the more the, merrier.,”

“Are you my new mamma?" prat-
tled Benny, running up to Mra. Dullas,
who gathered him up In her arms,

“Yes, you sweet dear!” she cried,
and, the tears rolllng down her face,
she kissed her husband first en one
cheek and then on the other. “Oh,
John!” she sobbed, “I am s happy,
happy woman, Indeed, upon this glad
Christmas eve!”

(Copyright, 1915, Western Newspaper Unlon)

CHRISTMAS CARO

What shall we sey at Christmas?
Only the kindest words,
ding like fairy whispers

as far apart as If they were separated
by illumitable space,

John Dallas opened his soul to the
broad-minded, genlal souled minister
whe had looked to the spiritual wel-

Or like the songs of birds.
Let every voice resgunding
Be sweet with tones abounding,
Love ghe whole earth surrounding

new father,” pratiled the bright faced |

A CHRISTMAS CH

*This Iz the time of }
Daddy, “when I do not fe
Ing fairy storles of My kln
Ecription except stories of C
tme."

“And they'rs the steries
hear," sald Nick,

“Yes," sald Naney, "we don't want
fairy tales or anything else, no mutter
haw nice it is in the way of a story,
Just when we're so excited over real

like to

| things llke Christmas."

“I'm glad we feel the same way
ahout it and that is why I've been tell-
Ing Christmas storles for the past

Iuwk and more and will go on doing
| #o for another week o 50 If you still

want to hear them.”

“We do,” sald Nick"™

“We d0.” agreed Nancv.

“I'm golng to tell you today, or rath-
er, this evening, of the excitement in
the city. There were ss many people
out, in fact it seemed as though every-
one had eceme eut, and some of the
dogs whese masters and mistresses
hadn't wanted te leave them alone all
the time these days had brought them
out, tno.

“The dogw stuck cloge te their mas-
ters and mistresses and looked about
them as though to say: ‘Dear, dear,
such erowds! Why n poor dog doesn't
know which way to turn.'

“One dog was rlding In a motor
and looking out of the window at one
side and then at another in his excite-
ment. There was so much to see,

“A pussy cat wandered In and out
between the feet of some people try-
ing to find her home, and she evidently
found it before 1 left her, for I saw
her bounding along with a happy,
gleeful look on her face as though to
say: ‘Well, it's enough of a ecrowd
for any cat to lose Its way In, but a
cat I8 pretty smart—just see me!

“In the hig shop windows dolls were
gayly riding elephants and they didng’t
look in the least afraid, and they were
riding llons and dido't seem to have
any fear!

“Of course the llons and the ele-
phants and the other animals were not
real, but still they did look rather
dangerous, rather wild—with thelr
faces of plush and cloth and all sorts
of materials.

“There were riding horses and there
were toy automoblles and automobile
trucks and autemohile ambulances,
and everything else you can think of.

“And I saw the most adorable of
small dogs wenriag a little coat which
also covered his tiny legs down to his
feet.

“This little dog, by the way, was &
real one. I begin to tell yon of the
real dogs and then of the toy dogs

“In and Out"™

in the shop windows, and I'm sure it
s hard for you to know whether | am
talking about real ones or about make
believe ones.

“But I get so Interested, too, when
Christmas tlme Is the season of the
year that it is all 1 can do to tell &
story.

“l saw many wegons filled with
trees which were going to be used for
decorations and there were trees with
many colored lights standing in parks
where there would be Christmas sing-
ing.

“Oh, everything was gay and happy
and merry and everyone was thinking
about presents and giving and all such
nice things. And the grown-ups were
thinking how happy the children were
going to be—just as [ am bappy this
very moment—for we all koow. il
grown-ups, that Santa Claus Is think-
Ing and scheming and working and
planning for the great trip he Is woon
to make,

“And because we kmow our chil
dren have such a friend, such a renl,

real friend, we're all 8o happy. Oh,
Nick and Nanecy, and all children who
know Nick and Nancy, ecan't Jusg

say we're happy hecanse It's Chrisi.
mas time and we know evervone else
is, toe, and It doesn’t marter ahont a
falry tnle when a real and denr and
adorable person whoy loves the ehiley
dren s really coming so sonn," 3
“Oh, Daddy, you're wonderful to he
so excited, too, abbut it,” salil Nick,
“And, Daddy, let's write some o
ters to Santa Claus this very evening.
Let's wish him, too, & merry Chelst-
mas,” sald Nancy.
“A fine idea” sald Niek. “and.
Daddy, may we wish all the other hoya
and girls who know us a merry Chirfge
mas, too?" d
“Indeed you may,” said Daddy.




