
Th»r«'» rotn» to b« a railroad op In I**-
land,

In Ir»Un<!.
And what a funny railroad It will bet
I would mmt tblmk »< Intud m a •*••, I>d4.

A \u25a0>«« ÜbJ,
for week MMla at a cottage l>r the m
For the train* will very ilka)/ \u25a0• as ru»»

nen Ilk* a ilelfh,
And thrill harness up Ux MflM la •Jinc»« b*lla array.
At leas*, I cant latjlu l« '\u25a0 •*/ °»I*—

way,
In losUad,

Tod wtm't seed r«or tbenMMa+terc la Jee-
land, i

la Iceland,
And you w*a't hare say fretful vl* a Tta ;
Kor up tier* la that aartMag but apiee

land.
Bat iptca land,

The car* tr« aJwaya cold a* they can W.
Oh, they'll Lin to dl« tb« sleeper* o«t a

(tones tim«a a tier,
Or perhaps they'll tuna*4 through th* greet

big letlttrya Id the bay,
And that will be Jpi«« bull/ till tat* tee-

bergs h>ot« away,
In Iceland,

A Journey will he Jolly up- in leelaaA,
la Iceland,

The Bc«nery*t to wonderful to §ee{
It will ae*m like nothtnf abort of pare-

dtea land.
Paradlae land.

•As the open car* go whirling o'er tha !•«,
They won't hart any schedule *» there'll

nerer b* delay.
The rnteg will be so low that almost aay-

ona can pay,
for In that curious climate It la Chrletnaas

•very day,
la Iceland.

,

I Little Baby Beth I
jjj*,** Mr « urollno If. Stanley. Vffl

IT was New Year's eve. Downstairs
In th« parlor was Baby Beta's
Christinas tree, just as It had been
arranged a week agobisque doll,

toys, glittering balls, marvelous sugar
dogs and bear* and "elphunta," candy
apples and hearts, popcorn, colored tapers
Just ready to be liglitfd—and upstairs
Baby Beth was dying. All week long,
with the fierceness of a tigress fighting
for her young, Margaret Thorne had
fought for her child's life. From the mo-
ment that the first ho.trae oough smote
upon her ear and Beth hAd said, "Mam-
ma, it hurts me here when I toff," the
bad lost no time. All that doctors,
nurses, (tervanta, —mother love
could do had been don«, and now In her
darkened chamber the mother sat with
her baby on her knees and waited. To-
ward night a change had come. The
harsh cough ceased, the panting breath
came more quietly.

"Didn't she seem easier 7" she had ask-
«d, and the doctor had answered briefly,
"Yes." Than, after an Interval of wait-
Ing, "Wasn't be* breathing less labored?"
The doctor made no reply.

"Doctor," piteou*ly, "don't you think
«he is better?"

Dr. LemoyiM turned away. He had
practiced many .rear*, and witnessed
many a •ceo* like this, but to hla kind
heart each one was new.

"My child," he said, "she willnever be
any bettershe in dying."

Margaret Thome made no outcry, shed
no tear — would hare "to-morrow and
all after life for tears," to-day »ho had—
her baby. She tx>nt over the child and
half stretched out her arms with tin1 Im-
pulse to take her and go somewhere—
anywhereaway from everybody. It was
the Instinct of the wounded animal. Then
«he fell into the monotonous swinging mo-
tion of th« knees, familiar to mothers,
patting her little one softly the while as
if she were putting her to sleep.

It was heart-breaking. The women to
whom the child was only a dear little
baby who "would be better off In heaven,"
as the phrase goes, crept about the room
•weeping softly with aching hearts. Af-
ter a time Margaret looked up.

"Doctor," she asked, "how long?"
"I can hardly tell," he answered, "but

only a few hours at best, I think.". She turned to the women.
' "'Send for her father," she said briefly.
i There was a slight stir of surprise. Sig-

nificant glances passed from one to an-
other behind her bowed head. Then they
went out to do her bidding.

The message was quickly sent and as
quickly answered. The case brooked no
delay. Margaret Thorns heard the fa-
miliar step in the hall, then in the room
below. A moment later he came In. Th.'
women spoke to him in the sympathetic
key of the sick room and the doctor si-
lently wrung his hand. Margaret looked
up with a slight movement of the head.
but did not offer him her hand.

"Margaret," he said, "it was very good
of you to send for me."

"It was only right," she said, her voice
hardening in her efforts to steady it: "she
is your child, too."

lie made no effort at conversation, and
so they sat, the silence of death upon
them. It grew oppressive. The women,
one by one, stole out ot the room, and
the doctor finally muttered something
about going into the library to lie down
telling them to call him if there should
be any change. The two were left alone
with the dying child.

It wan a strange scenes Each held a
baby hand; each with a burden of grief
amitterable. bent over the little form and
watched the flickering life go out; and
each that up and double-tacked and bolt-
ed: the heart that the other should not
know what was therein. They were but
a hand's breadth apart, bat between them,
was a great gulf fixed.

John Thorn* had not ae*o his child
l' since that n*»er-to-be-ft>rfottea day when

be gave her and his home into Margaret*!
: hands and want forth aJorse, How he bad

longed for a sight of th* baby fiasa, lot
1 a touch at th* baby hands, none but him-
l self woaM ever know. But he had bees
• too pro-id t* ask to see her, and Mat-

\u25a0

Caret bad said In bitter soera, "It Is Dm
'\u25a0 way of th« mx. A woman would neve*

-' save for*****Wr own eMM." And abe

h
had clasped Beth ya—limiMty to k*r

I

heart and cried out, "I willbe father and
mother both to you, my baby, my poor,

foraaken baby."
As be bent over ber now, all his heart

in his eyes, a strange feeling of donbt be-
gan tugging it her heart. II«d be really
loved the child like this? Uncomfortable
regret* took possession of her. OotiM she
hare micjudgtd him? She might have sent
Beth to ace him occasionally, it seemed
to her now, when she had her all th«
time. fie had been more generous than
she.

She glanced furtively * him. lie rest-
ed his head on his right band, hU left
cUcplng Beth'a. Ills eye* were filed on
the child as If be would In these few mo-
ments left feast hi« famished heart upon

that which bad been so long withheld.
Something la his position made Margaret
think of en* ether sight when they had
eat like this and watched Beth! through
the croup, aad how tbe# had felt that If
God would only spar* her they could
have nothing In life to trouble them again.
How gentle and tender John had been
that Bight! ' ,

And then there was the time that Beth
was burned aad Jeha had walked whfa .
her the whole night long and would not
even let eh* mother vent him, because "she
was weak and he was strong," he bad
said. How the memories came thronging
upon her! Oh, if she could only wake
and find that this year bad been a dream
—a horrible dreasa—and there bad been
no Quarrel !

The clock ticked on, the fire sputtered
fitfully, but the silence of the vigil wa«
unbroken. John Thome rained his head
and looked at Margaret as she lay wkh
closed eyes. Her white, suffering face
touched bin heart. Haw much older she
looked. It wiwi only four years since she
had stood a bride of nineteen and given
herself to him. Why, could it be only
four years? It eeeaied like an eternity.

The breath «om«e slowly. The little
hands are very still, aod yet, O baby
fingers, through th* solemn watches of
this night, tbou'rt gathering up the tan-
gWd, broken thread* of these two lives,

LET'B KEEP SANTA CLAUB.

Hrmorj- of Happy l>n>« of Long Ago

Protects St. Nick.
HE memory of
happy days long
ago should ever
protect Santa
Clans. When your
boy looks you
squarely In the
ty« and nays :
"Papa, Clarence
MrOnffy said
then isn't any
Santa Clans and
I punched him,
for I know there
is," what an you
going to do? For-
klts th« blow and

rung to a happy myth or destroy your
boy's faith In Ranta Clans, and, ißcklent-
ally in a good many other things he be-
ll<\u25a0»«« In, but doe«n't understand?

"Why dincmts th« matter at all?" la a
natural qneetfon. Because' It la a Ques-
tion that always arises at Christma« time.
An Eastern preacher 1« aiscuMlng It from
the pulpit and holds that deceit to tin and
(hat the truth and only the truth t« th«
b«st «t«ady iiWf for both young and old.

The man or woman who would tak«
from a child his sublime faith in a Mys-
terious Befog, who rewards all th« good
children and •kip« th« bad one« on his
annual tour of countless chimneys, has a
shriveled heart. We want mow happi-
ness ; not less. We ne«d more good influ-
ences in the lives of our children, not
fewer. Nothing but good ever cam« from
the Santa Claim Myth. He Is a glorious
ghost, a delicious impossibility, m this
friend of the children. He teaches kind-
ness, charity, goodness. H« inspires and
encourages. He brighten* the lives of
millVons of littleones with th« Joy of an-
ticipation and the gladness of receiving.
He Is a companion of brownies and «lyes
and fairies, and flowers that speak.

When we abolish Merry Old Bt. Nick
lets burn all the story books, the fairy

and with a touch no other hand might
use, art wearing thorn together, deftly,
surely, with heaven sent »kill!

There was a Blight stir. TV mother
and father felt a quiver pass through the
little form. With start hid faces they bent
over her, There was a gasp, a sudden
throwing up of th» little hands—then nil
was Mill.

In an instant his arras wore around h*r,
her head on his breast.

"Margaret, my wife!"
"O John, John !" she Bald.
The dock struck twelve. A New Year

had daw nod.
• ••••••

In the twilight of a cummer day a man
an<i woman stand beside a little grave.
There is an air of iuhduod Badness about
then that tell* to whom the little mound
belongs, and yet when they speak it Is
hoi»efully and cheerfully. It Is a tiny
grave—"only a baby," a stranger would
say—but we who have stood beside Much
know that low and grief are not measured
by feet and inches.

The glory of the netting Run fills the
place. It lights up the faces of father
and mother as they lay, with loving
bands, forget-me-nots upon the green turf,
and then, hand in hand, go forth. A stray
sunbeam fsJls serous th« white atone. We
stoop to read th« Inscription. It is a very
•h&p)« one:

BABY BETH.
AGED TmUCK.

"AMa IKtle child shall Wad them."—TU llofMeirlfs.

»HU»T C.t»t On*.
Towcmj (on Okristmaa morning)

Wfcer. a«es Santa CJaos get ail his .toff.BMUBBU7
Man»ma—Oh, he boy. h,
T«a«ir-W«IJ, he most he a Jay to tot

•njron* palm off a tin watch on htm »—Town Topics. -

tales, and nil the make-believes that wwkl
nn Influence for good in the livee of chil-
dren. l!ut Santa Clans is in no danger,
for if the children love him, no do the
parenti. Memory of happy days of long
ago protects him. A <vntury hence he
will be making his round* and laughing,
with the children, at those who would de-
stroy him. —Cincinnati Post.

.Strane Origin of ChrtMman Tree.
Most of us know that the Christmas

tree cornea to us direct from Germany.And we know of the tree worship of theDruids which obtained in England and
France, and which probably had some in-
fluence on the Inter use of the tre« in the
Christian festival. Hut we do not all
know that a similar festival with the tree
as a crowning Feature is observed among
many heathen nations, and that it comes
from huh worship, which is older than his-
tory. The revival of the sun after the
winter solstice has ever been the subject
of rejoicing and of celebration by cere-
monies which represent the new light
brought buck to the world. Our tree,
with its small candles, its gilded knlck-
nacks and toys for the children, la a di-
rect descendant of this old festival In
honor of the sun.

Tra«es of It exist In Iceland, where the
"service tree" Is found adorned whh burn-
h>g lights during Christmas night. The
Bnglkh yule log is a faint survival of this
festival. But It Is beyond these that Iwish to draw your attention, back farther
rren than the Druid mysterfe* of the Gal-lic forests. It la to China, that home ofall wonders and of all history. It i^bees «howti that as lon* ago as 247 B O.a tree with a hundred tamps and flowers
was placed en the steps of tk« aadl"-^e
nail. This appears a«aia In the nor*,
of Prlnceee Yaaf, who Mt^J 71S-TBB A.

i D. and who caoMd a hntod-bao trs«

eighty feet high to be erected on a moun-
tain. It fu lighted during New Year's
night, and the illumination was seen for
hundreds of miles, eclipsing the light of
the moon. This candle tree la no longer
lighted In China, being replaced by aa
unusual number of lanterns, which are
hung everywhere. A suggestion of th«
tree, however, •till survives In Japan. At
the New Year two evergreen trees are
placed without, on either side of the door.-
Their Ops are tied together with th«
sacred land of straw, and various objects,
dried lobsters and oranges are fastened to
their —Woman's Home Com-
panion.

CHRISTMAS IN DIXIE.

A l)««ln( Cutoai the WrWfnl •<
Slarerjr l>«jra.

In wine parts of th« South, »«UMy
Alabama, the observance of tViUBM Is'
kept up after the manner of slavery days. >
Two weeks before the festival faraway,

-colored men In the employ of the planta-
tion owner search out a timber tract, fell |
U>e tree of greatest sine, cut off the trunk
where the droumf»r«ac« la greatest, big
enough to admit of It filling the space «f j
the open hearth, fasten heavy chains to It
by driving in spikes, haul It to the near-
est river or pond, sink It and anci*r It,

well below the surface. On Christmas ere
It Is drawn up, taken to the owner's man-
sion and la the presence of his family,
relatives and friends the dripping log Is
placed on a roaring fire la the hearth. To
reduce the water-soaked wood to a«h«8
hi a slow process and sometimes a week
«laps<Hi before this is accomplished. In
the meantime the plantation darkies do '

not work while the incineration is In pro-

KTf«6. On Christmas eve the hosteas
serves the company with eggnog and she
finppliee them with eatables while the log
slzsles In the fire place. The banjo and
guitar are brought Into play and the old
melodies are sung and jigs and other
dances are gone through with Best. Th«
wfalt« folks take a hand in the fun mak-
ing, too, and with song ami story make

jjp^ffrstand 35e$faf (jmsimas sforfes'^tj|Affirst a»«ijest«fChristmasStorfes^tiy*
[AJiTdfycrfc Went !i? tf?e jArpe-coaoffysbepfyerdj fcbidlpg '•? t^eftcU, keepJr^ /%#sl{j&ssffi

'wiMWI _, w^fcbocer-^Mwr flock-by rpt^i; , I(&Lii&iLS'-£+it\
\AJqJ, Ic^me Atj^el of t^etord a>.n?e glory of Lord sl)of>e J^Kr-a B*rftsJw®s\W*w/Mllu} 1 I |t)6">c' bkoinftjeny, b-r/d were Afr&uj. •

IT f^^^^'j^f'Wl
[AJ9d tf?e Ap^el J*ld <U9^>f^cn^.Wr r?ot", for, be bold I brfip^ /6<u tldir>^> \lpg\ffl~/jo*l

''I^V^l^S' S rg. of<?re*f joy, $I?aII be"to &il >eohi«. >
" 3 c^^L

O>r yo<9 !> borp^ijvdiy Ir; tfe dfy of P^vid aSavlout, wlplc^ i^O^iit* \*(^J?£^ffi\

ffi
oj?iJ t^ij*^aH be & *>\sr)ai)layoa ; Ye 5b&H bAbe.wrd^jieti 19 |®| jfftgMj
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MififfiiirUiaH ®r*4 f^CAnyeto ttje A^els were goi>? away frorp^n? (91^ K™K||tt!llfi
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the colored folks happy. At some of these
gatherings 300 persona take part, the old,
capacious mansion giving ample room for
all.

Curious Custom «»f Oxfordshire.
In some placet In Oxfordshire, Eng-

land, it wk» the right of every maid ser-
vant to ask the hired man for a bit of
ivy to trim the house. If be turned a
deaf ear to her importunities or forgot
her request eho would steal a pair of his
breeches and nail them to the gate In the
yard or on the highway. This mis sup-
posed to debar him from all pnvileges of
the mistletoe.

K«»y to Be floppy.
Mr*. Nexdoor—Aren't you nfwnys

worried half to death when It comes to
buying a Christmas present for your
husband?

Mrs. Sunshine—Mr, no! I buy my
husband something I want for myself,
and he buys me something he wants for
himself, and then we trade.

Blow Ike trumpet, beat &c tram,
Gted mb I that Santa's mm* I . i

A CHRIBTMAS CONCLUSION. '
Twm the day before Christmas, and all

I through the land, \u0084 j
Rang the cry of the children that none can /. I withstand, >«v )

\u25a0 "Old Santa !• coming, rare treasures he!
I brings, -"fi***1 ik P*eli,l««Oe& down with moat wonderful'; things 1" , •\u25a0_" . .

Out, old Santa, alas, like a mere mortal_ . - man,
To fret and to fame at his duties l*«».n—
trot he had been roaming about In dis-guise,
And the state of affair* had eaaa«d him

I surprise. ' '

Tor what do you think was th« flrvt thing
he learned?

why all the bad children to good ooes hadtamed;
Oooc all the 111 tempers and cross, \u25a0 angry

looks, " *.Derated M«h «hll« t« hit work awl hi.I books. I
A«4 be groaned aa He saM, "I plainly can I

On tblTcnristinas Bye UWi no shirkingtnt me. INot cmc naughty thfld In the wtvoU merry '
I "TU "'"toe*l" maßt W°* nD U

•*•****•'

17ll** \u25a0£ ££„"'*'•'• •>•* '•« • child who
I m bad.
Bald the Mint, with a smile and a took that

i waa queer,
Th«y ought to expect me each da/ In tV
—Warerley Magaslne,

:];''

f| HOW HOPE .<*'&|
Ijjf * WAS BORN j§

THE night was a wild one. Such a
night and such weather aa only '
New England can Inflict on suffer-
ing humanity. The dispensary was j

|
k\ darkness, save a light which gleamed
from the windows of the resident physi-
cian's room.

Dr. Brown, the resident physician, had
made a bad day of it, tramping through
the snow, making his regular calls on the
sick poor of his district. Now he found
small comfort in his pipe as he sat by his
little stove In the dispensary room.

Jut dot the yooag doctor suffered |
from an attack of the blues. He hud
worked hard, this last year, for his de-
gree, and after graduation had been chos-
en from among 20 applicants for the post
of resident at the dispensary. The posi-
tion paid in experience and gave a wide

I field for work among the poor of the din-
trice, both at their homes and at the dis-
pensary. The salary was chiefly salary
in name, $100 a year and room rent free,,
not enough to cover expenses; but it wan
the experience to be gained that paid.

II« had been a young man with expec-
tations ami had had matrimonial designs
on a certain dainty young lady, and what
hopo wan there for a poor dispensary doc-
tor? Only that morning the wealthy Mr.
Peabody, her pompous papa, had passed
Dr. Brown on the street and had return-
ed hit polite "good morning" with a cold
look, which seemed to say: "I do not
wish to know you, sir." And that, too,
when but a few years before the student
Brown, with great expectations, hud been
a welcome priest at the Peabody mansion.

Society itad gossiped that Dolly Pea-
body and Harvey Brown would make a
match.

lie had written once since that to Miss
Dorothy and his letter had been returned
to him unopened. The Peabodys had gone
abroad and he had heard no more of them
until to-day, when Mr. Peabody bod given
him the cut direct.

Dr. Brown had worked hard all day,
had had a case at a slum tenement bouse
that afternoon and had missed his snpper
at the boarding house. As he brooded
over these things small wonder that the
"blue devils" tormented him.

"Devil of a night out," mused the doo-
tor. "Christmas eve, too! Hope I won't
have a call out to-night. What an old
duffer that Peabody is, anyway. Won-
der if Dol—Miss P«abody would cut me
like thnt? Hang it nil! A man dont
feel good to be frown out like that Just
because he has lost his expectations. I !
thought I knew Dolly—dash It, I do know
her ! She wouldn't throw a fellow over
Ilka that. But why—hang It all, but 1
do feel empty ; pity that boarding house
couldn't keep open of a night once In j
awhile, and I'm broke, too. Well, there's ;

no hope for me with her pater, that's :

sure!"
'.The electric bell over his head rang
violently and Dr. Brown, stepping to tbe
speaking tube, shouted : "Well, what
wanted?"

"Say, be jroose de doctor? Dvys a swell j
bloke up de street wots all smashed up. :

D.-y wants de doctor to get a wiggle on,!
we?" j

jA few minutes later I>r. Brown was,
stumbling through the storm in the wake'
of the small gamin who had summoned i
him. At the corner two men were holding '
a frightened horse, to which was hanging ]
the remains of a broken harness. A little.
further on was an overturned cab, but- 1
rounded by a number of residents who had
turned out In spite of the storm. They j
had Jnst pulled from under the wheels an
elderly gentleman, whose dress had stamp- ;
ed him as a "swell" with the gamin. j

Dr. Brown was all professional in an
instant, and superintended the carrying
of' the Injured man to the dispensary,
where he was placed on the doctor's own
cot. Dr. Brown did not need to be told \u25a0

that this victim of a runaway cab was
the same Mr. Peabody who had cut him

•on the street the morning of that same ,
day.

In the doctor's room patient and phy- !
sician had passed the night in silence, the ]
doctor dotng all in his power to soothe '

his patient, his personal feelings buried
deeply under professional leal.

In the morning Mr. Peabody had made
an attempt at conversation, but the doc-
tor would not permit it.

The bell was ringing again and Dr.
Brown hurried to open the deer to Mies
Pee.body and her father's vakt. -

Ton, Harvey, yooT" Then, Mushing
like a rose: "H*r»ey, take km t» papa.
In another moment s\e waa at her fath-
er's side. . ' •vi". :» t»". - \u25a0

Bat Dr. Brown m happy, She bad
saU •*R&r*«y 1" Her eyes -weft, only
Dr. Brawn \u25a0knew what her «ye» said. "

Am tim patient was a*»*«ted be Ma cw
rte«e he said: "TV. Drown, this is y«or
cms; I »\»n eatpect ye? tt/ finish It, sir.!
Plmm ctll tMs rwnlm."-.-Rocky Moan-
tain New* v

.^-_^~--~^ - 3 - .

™* m I v^"*

j Mr Billing settled hh»sri»*J ta hUrarorif *., \u25a0 Sj ff**'la tb« grocer, «•• «on

! attendant*. / "** M»* Npikr

*» taat ulght .f th, old r^'^y* >•"\u25a0d «• «>l«mn Wt ILW >«^,»e t«ii»k of It . A mr Jm V*<*
an' a new ooe-HneC dkTtt"^««-U ever *—}»« beglnnln' jTr"a mas f««l eerieu.. p-onu'. ***«New Year's resolutions.X ,°s*«*. a good thin, £^W o**«*»n«.'«• then an' start fresh; ,J £» '»ot the year Htoi the most nL .^itUn* ti»e to do k." &tnrtl

«'"Malrin1 any reaiutlons ...
X ***Nathftn H«**™i£

"Yes, sir, I am !" replied BJi^h,«tly. "Vm makin' one, anyw,^I don't care who kuow, k. Vm^LX 'k«p a better holt on my £?£**year 'He that ru.eth .plt^S
than he that taketh a city,' the Boi «£I IV.L had my failing that way, Jjjj

I ye know; but now we're oeglnnln 1 « J.year an a new century, too, I'm „*turn over a new leaf."
pl|)

"What was that you iald 'bout 1 M,
century r asked old Eben Cook, from f.
\u25a0fat In the corner. "

"I said now that we was begiM|a-.new century 1 was goln' ~""What you talkin 1 about, 'Llsha? TV
twentieth century began a year ago" i?morrow'll be nineteen hundred an' Mwon't it?"

"Course 'twill;but ain't 'one' the firstnumber there Is? An' don't that make to-morrow the first day of the new centurjr
"Not by a long shot, 'less I've forgotten

;bo^- to count. It don't tike ft tub*an' one yearn to make a century, does it?*"No, but It takes more'n ninetj-niw,
B'pose I was to begin with one as 1

count " . . •

"Hold on a minute," interposed Judson,
the storekeeper. "LetV «ay that Bill,
here, owed mo a hundred dollar* an' start-
ed to pay me In dollar bills, callin' out
'one,' 'two,' 'three' M ' '

"Well, \u25a0'pose he did."
"No, Jud," suggested Seth Gibson.

"Here's the way I heard that feller up to
the academy put it: How old Is a man
on his one-hundredth birthday?' :

"Good land and seas !" Bhout*d Mr. Bil-
lings, as he rose excitedly to his feet. "II
he didn't know any mope'n tibia Election
of hand-picked lunkheads he wouldn't
pass for more'n six or seven, at most It's
a waste o' breath talkin' to y«. My or i
•orrel mare's got more tense than tki^j
whoJe possel of ye!" and he itaned by
the door.

"What was k 'Lisha was «ayin'>t
New Year's res'lutions?" MoPb«r«<Mi aA>,
•d the storekeeper, as the door shut with V
a bang. But Judson was too blent on '
his argument with Gibson to reply.—
Youth's Companion, i

The Week Before.
"Tls the week before ChrUtmai, and it

through ttm place
Kach woman goes (hopping, with ton,

weary face;
And held In her hand la a long, fwrwne

list S-.V'J
Of names that could limply by do me*ai

be missed —80 ahopping, and chopping, and ihopplci
they go . ;

Bumped, shoved, pushed, and tangM is
squad and m row. . ..\u25a0.-.

•This the week before Christmas, and ht!*i
Is mid

Though mother and listers are all of tbem
glad.

Poor father reflect* on th« ciat« of Ui '

wealth ..
Ami broods on expenses that tell on o»

healtJi— _ ..
But once In the year come the glad Cnnn-

mas Day ; ,
The rest of the year's for poor father »

pay.

•Tls the week before Chrlstmac—and MW

I the coy girl . .-
Puts on her Kind garment*, adjusts on

cute curl . . '
And Bonds for the lover with whom we «v

fussed, 1,

To tell him she knows be's the one im

should trust, . _^

And be—he forgives her. The gas Is twwo

low— ,
And—this I* the week before Cbrlstmtt

you know.

'Tls the week before Christmas, and >•
through the home .

Tbe children are watched m they aimiw

iv roam, ™~i«ihi
And when they approach any wardrcw ;

or chi'^t . .)

They are told they must stop—ana °»
,

the behest ; _ , \u25a0,!,»
And O; tbe sweet children I Bo faun

At Sunday 'school—Santa will-come Chrlit-
ma's Day.

•Tls the week before Christmas, and d
through tbe land . . ha >

Each poet Is tolling with pea In "'" UL
At work on the parody based on ""

rhyme „ hh«-
That somebody Jingled out once on a ri«^
But whew Is the prophet who wan* » \u25a0

The roBtl.at the week after CnrUta^
will bring! __\u0084 '''&\u25a0&s\u25a0

—W. D. Nesblt. In Chicago Tribune.

Plum Pudding' ,
One pound of grated bread, one »W

a quarter pounds of grated »11<rt'

pound of raisins, one pound of . tiro

sugar, twelve eggs, well beaten,

wineglossful* of brandy,L.^tn &
l>ound of citron, cut fine. Mix ai \u25a0

tbe night before. In the moratol \u25a0 \u25a0

fore putting It In the cloth stir tw»

blespoonfuls of wheat flour, De»

cloth and sprinkle with «oar. TJ. ™,-
ly aud boll four hours. Put a Pj**^
ed on the under part In ****„*
the padding, add cinnamon ana no ,

if Hied. ___———
lA±t t%m Old W»Jr*fLot

-Pa, I've wrote Banty Claw* *»-

•What about, Oeorfier tflW.
-I t»U htm. he mustn't come »

m^ft.; I want hla to come la • ••*"
Detroit Free Pita*. '_

"What makes jwxt «-«*« *°°'* 4

tO-«l«htr rfcOOl*)*^
"»-*—ohI Somebody »«•

mentioned tie fact thai ChrlataM* [ '

ta*"—Chicago Poet.


