NE COLD winter night the
snow was gently falling on
the pine trees of the for-
est. These tall, stately
trees stond very straight
and still on this co’d night. By and
by the tallest and the oldest of them
said:

“How happy I shall be when at last
I am strong enough and tall enough to
be cut down by the wood cutters. 1
hope when they do cut me down that
1 may be good enough that they will
want me for some great ship, and then
I shall have a chance to sail the seas.”

“What do you know about ships and
the seas?” asked a little pine tree who
stood at the foot of the tall one.

The stately tree bent his branches a
very little and looked down at the
small tree, at his feet.

“] have heard many stories of the
seas, and the ships that sail on them,
ter the birds sit in my branches and
sing to me all the time of the beauties
and wonders ¢f the world. Then, too,
the starbeams, who are much older
than the birds, have some truly won-
doriul tales to tell of things that they
bave seen in their trips around the
world. Tkere is the Starbeam of the
Brightest Star, just peeping over the
hilltcp. He can tell somas truly won-
derful tales.”

The little pine tree trembled for
very joy. This was his first winter in
the forest, and these things were all
new to him, just as was the snow that
was covering his roots, and making
them all warm with its white blanket.

“Won't you please agk the Starbeam
to tell us a story?” asked the little
pine.

“Let us ask him to tell us again the
Christmas story,” said another of the
o)der pines. “the one he told us last
year.”

80, when the Starbeam :ame over
and rested gently on the tallest pine,
he asked it to tell again the Story of
the First Christmas.

“I love to tell this story best of all
stories that I know,” said the little
Starbeam.

“Once upon a time a long time ago,
jong before even the oldest pine trees
here began to grow, a beautiful wom-
en, named Mary, and her husband, Jo-
seph, went on a journey to a little city
called Bethlehem. All the people in
that country went to this same city, to
pay their taxes, and when Mary and
Joseph got there, they found so many
peoplu, that there was no rcom left
for them at the inn. The only place
where they could find shelter was in a
Etnb!e, and here they went. That night
& liitle babe was born, and its mother,
Mary, laW him in a manger on gome
nice clean straw.

“Away off in the East, the Brightest
Star appeared. He had never been
peen before, and some wise men who
knew that this was the time for the
babe to be born, saw the DBrightest
Star as they started out to find the
babe. All their long journey the Bright-
est Star kept just in front of them to
show them the way to go, and when
they rested at night, the Brightest
Btar would rest too, and wait for them.
At last they reached the city of Beth-
lehem, and found the little babe in the
manger with his mother by his side.

“These wise men had brought some
very costly gifts to this babe, and it
is the birthday of this babe that is
celebrated every Christmas, and it is
in his memory that gifts are given to
the poor. ’

“That is all of the story, and it is
time for me to be going,” and the Star-
beam went gayly on, dancing over the
tops of the trees.
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The Russian St. Nicholas.

In Russia the children put their
ahoes filled with hay outside the door
for the horses of St. Nicholas; and
it 18 believed in most sections that
Bt. Nicholas comes first on a prepara-
tory visit ten days before Christmas
to learn which children have been
good. He leaves nuts and candy in
the shoes of those who have been
good, but nothing for those who have
been bad, who thus know that they
may expect no presents on the real
Christmas day.

The Bran Ple.

' This is an English custom. The
gifts are hidden in a large pan of bran.
A string 1s tied to each package, and
on the end of the string is the name
of the one for whom the package is
i{ntended. When all have their strings
they all pull. Then comes the fun of
getting the bran off and opening the
packages.

Pcrhm;iigh;;ﬂy-ggrwlde Work for
Some Small Child's Nimble

make mother or elder sister a gift,
but whose pocket money is limited,
should try her hand at the little Chi-
nese shoe workbox shown here. She
will surely succeed if she can sew at
all, and if she will be very careful
about the cutting and sewing. The
beauty of it is the piece bag will
probably supply the materials for mak-
ing, while 25 cents will buy the fur-
nishings.

One must cut two pleces of card-
board, each seven inches long, then
shape it into a sole and take oft one-
quarter inch from the toe of one piece.
The larger piece is covered on one
side with white muslin and the small-

Nice Present Any Girl Can Make,
er with a bit of muslin is sewed all
around the white covered sole and
then to the smaller sole, silk upward.
When this is sewed together you have
a sole half an inch in thickness turn-
ing up at the toe as the Chinaman’s
shoe does. Fill this with cotton.

The one thing to remember i8 to
take time in making this pretty box.
It costs next to nothing, but it will not
be a success if carelessly done.

The writer saw an exquisite model
of this work case that is to be given
to a bride. It is carried out in white
satin embroidered in silk and silver
thread in a wistaria design, the lin-
ing being of wistaria-colored silk to
match,

This should be & hint to girls who
have friends marrying during the holi-
day season. If embroidery is beyond
the donor’s skill, a tiny spray of
oranze blossom tied with silver cord
might decorate the top, or the initial
of the bride could he placed there.
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THE GIFTS FOR MOTHER

The gladdest hour of Christmas day,
The time the hearts are lightest

An’ every care is chased away
An’ all the smiles are brightest,

Is when the family, young an’ old,
From dad to little brother,

With all the love that hearts can hold
Come bringing gifts to mother.

‘We keep her presents till the last
An’ then when she sits rocking,

An’ all the other gifts are passed,
We go an’ get her stocking.

We gather round her easy chalr,
First one an’' then the other

Steps up an’ says: “Well, I declare!
Here's something else for mother!”

An’ with each present goes a kiss,
An’' 21l is still an’ quiet

When mother murmurs: “What is this?”
An’ hastens to untie it.

Then everybody wildly cheers
An’ shouts for perfect gladness,

An’ mother’s eyes are moist with tears,
But not the tears of sadness.

Oh, here’'s a scene that gold can’t buy,
Or stage in imitation,

The smiling face, the glistening eye
Of love's own celebration.

And with each jolly Christmas day
We pray to know another

When we shall meet the self-same way
And bring our gifts to mother,

—Detroit Free Pres.
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THE WISDOM OF WAITING.

“Your wife tells me you have given
up smoking.” . :
“That's only until Christmas; I don't

like her prand.”
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Kanta Glaus |
| in .|
the Movies |

=0UR information is in
part correct,” said San-
ta Claus, receiving the
interviewer in the li-
brary of his ice palace.
¢ “It is true that I have
received several flatter-
ing offers to star in
- moving picture produc-
tions. But it is not
true that I have ac-
cepted any one of these
B propositions. I am still

V@V in doubt as.to whether
it would be the properthing.

“I have my duty to the children of
this world, and I must not impair my
health or my power of service to them
by the strenuous work demanded in
the movies. . No doubt I would prove
a very popular star at the children’'s
matinees. But I wonder if the chil-
dren who see me in their dreams do
not get a better and more flattering

picture,

“You see, my dear sir, the camera
does not lie. I am sure it would not
lie for me when it will not tell false-
hoods about the appearance of kinge
and potentates. Every child in the
world thinks of me a3 & very hand-
some old gentleman. Some of them

may have an idea that I am inclined
to be a little stout—but a good many
others imegine I have as graceful a
form as that of a young goldier. They
think I curl my whiskers and have a
beautiful wave in my long, silky locks.
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idea of me than they would in the.
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Santa Is Getting Fat.”

“Your Uncle

~ “Phey are not aware thaf your uncle
Santa is getting so fat that there isn't
room in the sleigh for himself and the
larger toys. Nor that my noble mane
of hair isn’t what it used to be. If
people over sent me presents—which,

of course, does not bccur to them—i
ghould like to murmur a little wish. for;
& bottle of hair tonic.

“One moving picture firm wants to
put me into a play. The piot is some-
thing like this: I am driving my rein-
deer over the treetops, when I am set
upon by a band of aeroplane pirates.
The pirates make me hold up my
hands and then divest me of my stock
of toys. Just when the banditplane
is about to fly away, leaving me in
distress, the chief of the robbers
makes a discovery.

“Amid the pack of toys he finds a
rag doll. By the tag around its neck
he sees that it has been addressed to
his little daughter. My thoughtfulness
in remembering his little girl, despite
her father’s profession, touches the

bandit's heart. He weeps, and then.

to the astonishment of his pals, he
orders them to lit me into the aero-
plane.

“‘Now, Mr. Claus,’ he says, accord-
ing to the subtitle, ‘we are going to
deliver your toys for you all over the
world tonight, Give us directions and
we will fly wherever you command.’

“So at my - direction, the bandit's
aeroplane starts delivering the toys,
making much better time, let me tell
you, than my poor reindeers who were
left behind. Things are going along
fine. Our aeroplane toy conveyance
has covered Canada, the United States,
Australia and South Africa, when sud-
denly, to our dismay, we find that we
are being pursued.

“‘More pirates? I ask in alarm.

“No, the aero-police!’ shouts my pi-
rate friend.

‘“The police had found my empty
sleigh and motionless reindeer. They
naturally concluded that { had been
robbea and kidnaped. Now they are
on the trail of my captors. The pi-
rates are very much afraid that if
arrested, they will be hanged at once.
The police craft is gaining upon us.
In order that the pirates may escape,
they decide they must throw all of my
toys overboard. The vicious crew de-
mands that your old friend St. Nick
be thrown overboard too, as I am pret-
ty heavy, besides being the cause of
all the trouble.

“The race continues through the
sky.

“I want to raise the white flag as a
token of surrender. I rledge myself
to the captain of the pirate acroplane
that I will plead the cause of himself
and his crew and secure their release
from the police. I tell them that the
poiice will do them no harm, after I
have explained their kindness in car-
rying my toys all over the world.

*“The police craft is now so close
that escape seems impossible.

“‘Give me a white flag,’ I cry.

“‘“There isn’t a white flag on board
—nothing but black flags.’ says the pi-
rate. °‘Hurry up and do something
You have no time to lose. If you don’t
surrender they will shell us. And in
that case, we will have to throw you
overboard, St. Nick.

“My mind works quickly. I have no
white flag. My handkerchief, like
those of the pirate’s is a red bandanna.
What am I to do? Whiz! Another
shell rips past our airship.

“Ah! I have it. It is the scheme
that saves the day.”

The interviewer at this point leaped
to his feet and shouted in excite-
ment: ’

“Well, what do you do to have your
life?”

“l wave my white whiskars at 'em,”
replied Santa Claus, proudly. “It is
the signal of truce. Our lives and our
precious cargo of toys are spared.
What do you think of that idea for a
play? They want to name it, ‘Santa
Claus in High Life Do you think I
would make a hit as the star? Well,
I'm glad you think s0.”
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upon its cheek, and the gayety of in-
fancy in its joyous eye. Reflect upon
your present blessings—of which

]

As two little girls were hurrying to
school, one of them saw a discarded
Christmas tree in an ash barrel.

“Lizzie,” sald she, “do you think
Santa Claus is a myth?”

* “Certainly not,” retorted her com-
panion, glancing sharply at her. “San-
ta Claus is a mister. What makes you
lisp 80?”

78

Descendants of Old Spanish Settlers
Observed Christmas With Din-
ners and Parties,

Among the descendants of the old
Spanish settlers we find that they ob-
serve a week in the celebration of
Christmas. This begins one week be-
fore Christmas. In the daytime they
have dinners at each other’s homes,
and in the evenings they give a series
of parties at the different houses. In
the evening the young folk go to the
home of one of their number and
knock, and then all begin to sing.
Those within the house ask, “Who is
there?” and the answer is, “The Vir-
gin Mary and St. Joseph seek lodging
in your house.” To carry out the Bi-
ble story they are at first refused ad-
mittance, and then the door is opened
wide and they are ail given a hearty
welcome.

On Christmas eve the old and
young all join togetper and have a
big celebration. In a large hall they
fix up one side to represent the man-
ger, and here they very solemnly give
a little play in which many take part,
the characters being Mary and Jo-
seph, the wise men, the shepherds
and the angels. This play is very real
to them, and they all play their parts
with a reverent spirit.

A Christmas Prayer.

Give me the eyes to see my brother's woe;
Grant me the vision that perceives his

care,

That I, amld my Christmas joys, may go

And take some ftouch of mitigation
there.

God goldnt the way that I may quickly
i
His acre walting for the glad rellei,
And ope my eyes that I may not be blind
To tasks of love that ease the sting of

grief.
-—John Kendrick Bangs.

N

Old Custom Stil! Prevalls.

The Christmas feeding of the birds
is still prevalent in many of the prov-
inces of Norway and Sweden. Bunches .
of oats are placed on the roofs of
houses, on trees and fences, to fur-
nish them with their share of the

WHOLE WEEK’S CELEBRATION

Graiitude
Key to Christmas Joy

By “BILLY” SUNDAY.

», (NETEEN hundred years
ago a star poised above a.

hem, and above the moom-
= lit hills of Judea the am
gels heralded the beginning of the life
of Jesus Christ upon this earth. Amd
once more the birthday of the Saviour
approaches.

How fast these festal days follow
one another! Only a few days ago ¥
was penning & Thanksgiving day mes
sage. Now we are looking forward
with happy hearts and bright antic)
pations to Christendom’s great gify-

giving day.

Gratitude -inspires in us the grace
of giving.

Gratitude is the great original

source of noble living and service,
just as sin is the original source and
root of all selfishness. The great al}-
seeing eye of God, as it surveys this
planet, with all its scenes of revelry
and its riot of sin, beholds but ones
festering ulcer—selfishness—and gazes
upon one thing of great beauty—grath
tude—which recognizes in every need
of man the voice of God.

The immortal Frances E. Willard
gaid: “I regard ingratitude as one of
the basest of sins.”

The Psalmist said: “What shall 3
render unto the Lord for all his good-
ness to me?” Then answers his own
; question by saying: “I will take the

= | cup of salvation and call upon the

name of the Lord.”

Never before have we so seriously
faced the question of our obligation to
Almighty God. There are thousands
of heavy-hearted, world-worried men
and women who will never find life
worth living until their lives are
linked with Jesus Christ.

There is no safety save in service
We must use or lose. The Dead sea
gives nothing out, and that's why it is
dead. Many lives are like the Dead
sea. If you would have the joy of
Christmas, you must find it in doing
what Jesus did. He went about @o
ing good. No one will ever find the
Christian secret of a happy life save
by trying to make it easier for othess
to do right and harder to do wrong.

There is joy in lifting any burdens
of others, as the little girl found R
who was carrying her baby brother
across the street. He was almost as
big as she was.

“Isn’t he heavy?” asked a passer-by.

“Oh, no; he’s my brother.”

You cannot be a Christian withomt
being a good fellow in the semse of
trying to help cthers to be good, or,
as someore has put it, “Except yom.

Jesus will profit you nothing.”

O Holy Child of Bethlehem,
Descend on us, we pray;

Cast out our sin and enter in;
Be born in us today.

8pirit of Christmas. )
The core of Christmas is the truth.

of unselfishness. This day of the-
new spirit that firradiates all the-

out of self. “Somebody cares” Iis-
written large over every Christmas-
gift and Christmas plan. It is the-
day of taking thought for other per
sons,. Christ in Christmas means-
unsgelfish love—the love of God for-
man,_gud of men for one another. y

Met Every Christmas. -
Cromwell’s long parlicment gmade &

Christmss bounty.

point of meeting every Chiristmszs dayx

as the Real

lowly manger in Bethle

erect the cross in your own heary,

earth, is the day of lavish pouring
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