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|T WAR a Christmas 
tnornin g, 

And » e. three 
muklens gay, 

LTach a love's token 
Pro Bark the holiday: 

land's was a stately mansion 
1m towers and Hpires above* 
Itfir'i was adiamond necklace, 
I And mine was~li"land a love. 

Laud'i Mltor was a banker, 
White-halved and stout and o <1; 

l,-i Mav\* a proud patrician 
Wiihwealth of lauds iiii.l gold. 

lu* mine was jttst a 
('antcBt with hum bin part; 

ju had but this to offer « 
A true am! loving heart. 
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IVa'idleads, within her mansion, 
" empty life of show, 
.V d May s ricli jowe1?; cover 
' a heart that throbs with wee; 
But in my heart forever 

Lovesin^'s her joyous lays: 
«!w lightens all my burdens 
1 And brightens all my ways. 

Careens and stately mansion* 
Are but the price of gold; 

B'jt love is aye Gotf given 
Awl never bought or sold. 

It is the st ul's glad sunshine: 
It in the heart's* sweet rest; 

And, rich tr poor, in loving 
Weare forever blest. 

•menoh, be triad this morning 
If such a tri ft is yours, 

ftffriil-bi/Ught joys arc changeful, 
But honest love endures. 

Though lo« ;y may your lot be, 
Is royal state apart t  

Wcrowns you when He gives you 
Tin love of one true heart. 

•AfcMeD Keyntlds, in Springfield (Mass.) 
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E W men live 
a inoug more 
(I re ary sur-
roundings than 
the lowers who 
go every fall 
into the great 
northern pine 
forests. In one 

Aleck t'orman's camps, in northern 
linnesota, accordingly. were located 

[in the winter of 18—, some forty of the 
trough giants who make up these little 
communities. They had settled for 
the wason in the usual fashion and 
*ere looking forward with the lack of 
interest natural under the circum
stances, to a lonely Christmas, when 
Hie monotony of camp life v;as broken. 

It is seldom broken except in one 
*ty, and this was in accordance with 
to rule. An accident happened. In 
131116 mysterious way John Davidson, 
to oldest and most experienced man 
mthe "gang," managed to slip and 
^ Partly under a falling trunk and 

Ticked up senseless. The foreman, 
Andrews, was somewhat skilled 

a bating ordinary bruises ami frac-
^s, and lie examined Davidson care-
%, expecting to find several of his 
tones broken, but none of them were, 

,D<* the men thought their comrade 
*°uld soon recover. 

One evening when Andrew's had fin-
^as careful an examination of the 

""fortunate man as he knew how to 
•"ike, and had been able to get some 
«w replies to his questions, he said to 
e others: "I'm afraid it's no use. I 

flanno what I kin do fur him. He's 
uj"t inside somewheres en' he seems 
0 be fail in' rapid. 

k'cashin.' 

"Yes, but you will," said one of the 
other men. 

"I'll take my chances," said Joe 
again, and they all saw be was in \ 
earnest 

One of the men, John Williams, of
fered to go, too, but Joe declined. 

"If I kin git through nt all," he said, 
"I kin do it alone, an' there's no use o' 
more than one takin' the risk. I'll 
turn in now an' git a good sleep an' 
take an early start" 

Joe started at daybreak and John 
Williams insisted on going a part of 
the way with him to lighten the work 
in some degree. As they started every 
man in the camp gripped the hand of 
the stalwart youngster in what each 
one thought v. as a last farewell. 

About noon Williams returned to 
camp alone and almost broken down 
with fatigue. "I dragged the sleigh 
nigh five miles," he said, "an* I knew 
I couldn't git back at all if 1 didn't 
turn then So I turned. 1 tried to git 
Joe ter come baek. too, f'r 1 don't be
lieve he'll ever git through alive, 
though he was fresh enough when 1 
left him. But Joe's good grit. He on'y 
clinched h's teeth 'n' said he was goin' 
ter make the best stagger he could to
wards gittin' thar. Ef anybody kin, 
he kin, but 1 reckon we've seen the last 
o' both of 'em." 

I reckon he's goin' 
- IU. 
There was silence in the little group 

for?*- - — * 
spoke up. Joe was 

a few moments, and then Joe Pel-
one of the 
being only 

ton 
youngest men in camp 
*enty-one, but he was almost a giant. 
Terybody in camp knew that Joe was 

erJ much in love w:ith Davidson's 
daughter, May, and also that he 

M » very slender chance of winning 
ert for he was a rather reckless 

youngster and the elder man was sus-
P'cious of him. 

you reckon he'd ought to be 
to Minneapolis?" said Joe. 

Yes," said Andrews, "but I don 't 
teve ]le can get there in time, 
re's three foot o' snow on the trail 

ft"' aD(* ^iere ain't a team in camp 
at wouldn't break down on the road. 
Well," said Joe, very slowly, "if 
fellers '11 make me a light sled to-

lili' down. It's only a 
JJnJe over fifty miles, an' 1 reckon I kin 
®ake it in two day 

1 dimtift " caiii l 
!'I recko 

dunno," said Andrews, doubtfully. 
* wcKon it's likely you c'd git tlirougn 

. *n.ybody could, but yer mighty like-
; ter break down, an' if ye.r do it's all 

on it's likely you c'd git through 
" J f U  '  -  -  -  .  i  i  1 : 1 . . .  

fr 1 
% With yer. . 

I^hv it," replied Joe, coolly, "but 
*urisk it. If l him home he may 
rVe a chance, an' if I don't he won't 

D-> vvorsc off 'u he is now." 

.loe's Story. 
"You hnow th«; old man was wander-

in' a bit before we started," Joe used 
to bay, "an' the greatest fear 1 had 
about the trip was that he'd go clean 
crazy out thar in th' woods, fur it 
seemed to me. 's if I d go crazy, too, ef 
he did. Ex 'twas, I sometimes think 1 
kinder lost my wits fur a spell. 'Twas 
powerful hard work plowing along 
over the snow, 'specially where they 
was drifts, 'n' I reckon I must er lost 
mor 'n live or six mile goin' round the 
biggest on 'em. Luckily, though, there 
wasn't many on 'em an' the most o' the 
way "twasn't so bad. 

"A'ter Williams left me, 1 begun to 
feel, right away, one thing I'd dreaded 
mighty bad, 'n' that was the awful 
loneliness o' th" woods. The wind was 
a sighin' through the big trees like it 
always does when they is any wind at 
all, an' it sounded so kind o' n.ournful 
that it put all sorts o' foolish notions 
into my head. 'Peared like the very 
trees was sorry for me. an" that begin 
to make me feel sorry for myself, an' 
sometimes I'd almost break down an' 
cry 

"1 was always kind o' handy about 
reekonin' distances in the woods, an' I 
found 1 was makitv just about two 
mile an hour. I could ha' pushed on 
some faster, but I knowed if I did I'd 
o'ny tire myself more, an' I didn't dast 
to iiij that. 1 had plenty o' time to fig-
ger on the journey, an' the nig'nest I 
could get to it was that if I could hold 
out I might git somewhere near town 
the second night. I knowed I couldn't 
git out o' the woods in one day's goin', 
an' they was no use tryin' to travel at 
night among the trees. So, the days 
bein' short, 1 reckoned on about twen
ty mile the first day; then sleep till 
daybreak, an then the best I could do 
towards the other thirty miles. I 
knowed I'd be in the open when the 
second night came on, an' if I had luck 
1 might strike a trail, an' mebbe git 
help somewhar. It was close figger-
in\ though, an' I made up my mind the 
one sleep 'ud be all I'd git, an the sec
ond day I'd have to go till I dropped, if 
it took me way inter the night I could 
steer by the stars I knew, if I once got 
away from the trees. 

"Long towards night I'm darned if 
the old man didn't git plumb crazy. 
He hollered an' yelled an' struggled so 
to get oflf'n the sled't I was afraid he'd 
break the fast'nin's, but Andrews had 
tied him pretty close, an lie didn t have 
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sense enough to try to untie the knots. 
I had to tie his arms, though, an' I tell 
ye 'twas somethin' awful. Thar I was, 
"miles an' miles away f'm anybody but 
a crazy man, riskin' my life to save his. 
an' skeered to death for fear I'd be as 
crazy as he was in a few minutes, 
atyin' him up to keep him f'm gettin' 
aw'ay. 1 got him fast, though, an' gave 
him a dose o' laudanum that Andrews 
had give me for him, an after a little 
he calmed down an went to sleep. 

"I went along till 'twas too dark to 
see the way any further, an' I knowed 
I'd got to camp out. They was a good 
many wolves 'round, too, n' I heerd 
'em gittin closter and closter. I 
warn't afeerd of 'em • s long s 1 was 
awake, fur I knowed how pesky cow
ardly the critters are, till they ketch 
a feiler down, but I wasskeerd for fear 
they'd jump on us a ter w e d .gone to 
sleep. So I built up a rousin' good 
fire. That took time, but I made it o' 
brush an' clipped up a young tree t I 
I found, for logs, an in about two hours 

I was ready to turn in. Then I stripped 
an' rubbed myself "as well \s 1 could 
with whisky an 1 dre.-.scd an' wrapped 
up well, 'n lay down. 

"Well, I slept tolable sound titl nigh 
daybreak, though I had to git up a 
couple o' times 'n' feed the tire. Them 
blame wolves was too close to be cornf'-
table. 1 c'd see 'em in the dark, smell-
in' and yelpin' 'round, but they was 
more afeerd o' the tire 'n' I was o' 
them. 

"Soon as 'twas light I got np 'n' het 
some coffee an' took a bite, 'n' started 
1 was goin' by the compass, o' course, 
but 1 couldn't go in the dark, for not 
seein1 the way. 

Ye may think I talk too much 'bout 
the way I felt, an' mebbe another man 
wouldn't ha' been skeerd like I was. 
but I was almost frightened to death 
for those two days. I knowed, though, 
't the on'y thing to do was to push 
ahead, 'n' I did. The ole man had woke 
up, an' it seemed to me like he was a 
little more sensible 'n' he was the day 
before, but he lay quiet, 'n' I didn't 
dare to say nothin' to hirn fer fear 't 
he'd start in yellin' again. He didn't 
though, 'n' then I got skeerd again fur 
fear he was dead. 

The fust thing 't give me any cour
age wliatsoinever, was about dark 
when I struck a trail 't I knew must 
lead to Minneapolis. I reckoned 1 had 
nigh twelve miles more to go, but the 
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goin' was a heap easier, na' 1 had some 
hope o' meetin' somebody or coinin' to 
a house where 1 could git a horse. 

"As it turned out I was plumb wrong 
all round. I was on the right trail, to 
be sure, but I was more'n sixteen mile 
away f'm town. 1 reckon I'd traveled 
over forty mile, but I'd lost morn'n I 
thought then, by not goin' dead 
straight. Then, 'stead o' bavin' less to 
fear, I'd a heap more. I traveled along 
pretty well for an hour or two a'ter 
dark, 'n' then I got so dog tired I took 
a big snifter o' whisky. I hadn't took 
any a tore, fur I was afeerd o' the stuff, 
never bein* used to it, an' know in 
t'would help me awhile an' then leave 
me worse off. But I reckoned I was 
so near gone, an' so close to where I'd 
git help, 'twas time to take it. Thar I 
was wrong again. The duined liquor 
spurred me up for mebbe an hour, an' 
theu I kind o' lost track o' the time an' 
didn't seem to know much about any
thing, an' bimebv I kcchcd myself 
thinkin' it didn't make much differ
ence anyhow. I'd got ter die some 
time, an' I might as well lie down 
and be quick about it, an' as fur the 
ole man. thar wasn't much show fur 
him anyhow. 

"1 dunno how it. was't I ketched my
self up again; but I knowed enough to 
know "twTas cold an' me bein so tired 
that done it, 'n' I says to myself: 'Joe, 
you've got to git thar fust 'n' tlien's 
time enough to die. 1 studied on it fur 
a minute or two, and come to the con
clusion 't I'd got to hurt myself some
how, so's the pain would keep me 
awake, 'n' I caught my little finger 
nail in my teeth *n' bit it off. Well, I 
had plenty o' pain then, and I jumped 
ahead like a tired ox when you gad him 
deep. 

"That lasted me for mebbe half an 
hour, but T couldn't tell nothin' about 
the time. I'd lost track o' that entirely. 
Then the cold began to numb me again. 
'Twas a frightful cold night, an' I dun-
no how 'twas the ole man kep' f'm 
freezing to death. 

"Finally, I staggered 'n' fell, 'n' just 
as I did, 'n' thought to myself 't I 
wouldn't bother to git up fur 'twan't 
wuth while, the ole man spoke up. I 
don't think he'd said anything afore, all 
day long. 'Joe,' he says, speakin' sharp 
an'loud, but not holleriu', 'Joe, hear 
the Christmas chimes'.' 

"First I thought he was ravin' again, 
but it started ine up an' I listened, an' 
sure enough the church bells was a-
ringin'. 15'ys, I never knowed afore 
what eh ure a bells mean. Talk about 
'good tidings of great joy,' thar never 
was tidings of joy came to me like 
them bell brought It was Christmas 
eve, an' I hadn't never thought of it all 
day. Thar I was, within hearin' o' the 
bells, an' givin' out, an' I made up my 
mind I'd make another stagger, 'n' 1 
struggled up again. 

"Twan't no use, though. I'd got 
plumb to the end o' the run. I plowed 
along a bit, but as I knowed a'ter-
wards I must ha' gone clean off my 
head, for I left the trail an' wandered 
off somewhere, the Lord on'y knows 
where, but lie must ha' been lookin' 
out fur us, fur I kinder wandered 
'round, like, till I come back ter the 
trail agin, an' as luck would have it 1 
come-back ter the top of a bluff, an' 
stuinblin' ahead, knowin' nothin', I 
went plumb oVer, draggin' the sled 
along w it h me. 

"Wall, we tumbled square inter the 

roadway. Ef it hadn't been for the' 
snow we'd both ha' been kliled, likely, 
fur we fell nigli fifty feet. As 'twas I 
couldn't git up, fur I was dead beat, 
an' the ole man couldn't 'cause I hadn't 
untied him. I was skeerd to do it I5ut 
he wasn't hurt an' he lay on one side, 
expectin" to lay there an' die, when he 
heerd sleigh-beils. Blamed if a feller 
didn't come drifin' along with a fust-
rate horse. Seems he lived owt on the 
perara an' was goin' home f'm town, 
but he was a good-hearted feller, an' 
when he found out what the situation 
was he turned right away an' took us 
into town flyin'. The ole man had 
sense enough left to tell him about it 
an' to tell who we was. 

"The feller drove right to the ole 
man's house, 'n' we found they was 
havin' a little Christmas party there, 
an' nat'ral enough they was talkin' 
about the ole man when we come to 
the door. I was that tired I never 
woke up till the next afternoon, an' 
there I was in bed in the ole man's 
house, with the doctor lookin' at me. 

"He laughed when I looked 'roun an" 
asked where I was, an' he says: 'I 
thought you'd be all right, soon as 
you'd had your sleep out' An' I says: 
'Yes, I'm all right; but how's the ole 
man?' Then he looked mighty grave, 
an' he says: 'I can't tell yet. He's been 
hurt mighty bad, but 1 reckon maybe 
with good nussin' he'll come 'round 
mebbe. He would ha' died, though, if 
he hadn't been brought home.' Then 
he shook hands with me an' said all 
sorts o' foolish things 'bout me bein' a 
hero, 'stead o" what I am, a big mau 
with tolable strong legs an" arms. But 
Lord bless you! what he said was 
nothin' to the way the women took 
on, when I dressed an' went 
downstairs. They hugged me, an' 
kissed me till 1 was fairly 'shamed o' 
myself, an' the ole woman says: 'Joe 
Pel ton, you brought me my husband 
for a Christmas gift, and I'll give you 
a wife fur yourn.' Then I knowed it 
were all settled, 'cause I knowed the 
ole man wouldn't never go back on 
what she said. An' he didn't, neither, 
when he got stronger, as he did a'ter 
a bit. He won't never be strong like 
he was. but he's tolable well now, an' 
likely to live a good many years. 

"Well, them women made me talk 
all the afternoon 'bout the walk down 
f'm camp, an' when they wanted to 
know how I'd hurt my finger, an' I 
told 'em. I'm blamed if they didn't cry 
titl I felt like a fool."—Texas Siftings. 

CHRISTMAS DOTS. 

—Christ mas-tied—The miser's wallet-
string.-..— Philadelphia l'resrs. 

—The best clause in a man's life-
Santa Clans. — Detroit Free Press. 

— I will honor Christmas in my heart 
and try to keep it all the year.—Charles 
Dickens. 

—Chicago girls never expect to get 
their stockings full on Christmas. — 
Dansville Breeze. 

—It is along about Christmas time 
that country people do murder most 
fowl.— N. O. Picayune. 

— "Santa Claus is really a very large 
merchant." remarked Sitneral. "How 
do you make that out'?"' asked Snooper. 
"lie has a large stockin' trade.'*—Judge 

—Christmas is a time in which the 
memory of every remediable sorrow, 
wrong and trouble in the world around 
us should be active within us.—Charles 
Dickens. 

—A man should always remember 
that he is unusually hteky when he does 
not have to pay for all the presents his 
wife makes him on Christmas.—Judge. 

— ;"Well, Bobbie, said his father the 
day after Christmas, "aren't you sorry 
Christmas comes only once a year?" 
"Oh, I d'know. If l)r. Squills has got to 
come the day after Christmas every 
time, I'm rather glad of it"—Harper's 
Bazar. 

—It is a trying moment to a married 
man when debating with himself 
whether it is best to ^uy his wife a 
Christmas present or to use the money 
in settling the big bill which he owes 
at the little saloon around the co-Tier. 
—Philadelphia News 

MY CHRISTMAS PRESENT. 

You're thinking, maybe, what you'll givo 
To mo by way of sweet reminder 

You've not forgotten that I live— 
The season's kind and you are kinder. 

Well, Christmas has no pret tier trait 
Than this of gift and love expressing; 

We grumble as we pay the freight. 
But hearts grow big by purse compressing. 

But when you ponder in your mind 
What shall it be? A book of verses? 

A case of razors, satin-lined? 
One of those dainty little purses, 

All knit in silk by your dear hands? 
A book mark with the ihotto "Mizpah?* 

Let these go forth to other lands— 
But not to me—no, let me whisper: 

You've promised somo day to be mine. 
To be my wife—my great home ruler; 

I've waited months—how many? nine— 
From balmy spring to days much cooler— 

So now, my love, I ask in rhyme, 
Pray name the day—the season's pleasant^ 

Thus may your present be the time, 
And let the time, too, be the present. 

—Pittsburgh Dispatch. 

• Saw the Economy. 
A ten-year old boy was attentively 

regarding a Christmas tree which a 
woman had brought and left outside a 
store for a moment, when a man re
marked: • 

"See anything queer* about it, my 
boy?"' . , 

"Takes a woman for eeonomy," re
plied tlie boy with a fitflile. "I wan 
just counting: "There are twelve good 
limbs on that tree to lick the children 
with after it has been used for Christ
mas."—Detroit Free Press. 

PERSONAL AND LITERARY. 

—Ex-Oov. Waller, of Connecticut, 
can dash off letters at fifty words to 
the minute and at the same time keep 
up a running conversation with any
body he wishes to talk to. His law 
practice is something enormous since 
he returned from Loudon as consul. 

—Tennyson has taken a violent fancy 
to Ada liehan, while she speaks with 
enthusiasm of the charm of the poet 
laureate's personality, of his health 
and of the enioyinent of life which he 
displays, though eighty-two years of 
age,some months older than Gladstone. 

—The highest building in the world 
has just been completed on the Signal 
peak of Monte Rosa. An Alpine club 
and Queen Margaret of Italy contrib
uted the money for this but, which 
boasts of an altitude of nearly fifteen 
thousand feet. It is supplied with a 
copper roof to protect it from lightning. 

—Walter H. Evans, a young Indiana 
botanist, who spent the summer explor
ing the southwestern states in search of 
cacti for the agricultural department, 
says that he did not see a single rattle
snake or tarantula in that region, which 
is supposed to be their home. But he 
had a rather thorny time of it gathering 
the cacti. 

—Sir William MacGregor, governor 
of British New Guinea, recently as
cended Mount Yule on Kovio, as he 
prefers to call it. The Kovio range is 
volcanic and isolated from the main 
chain of which Mount Owen Stanley is 
the culmination. The Kovio range is 
under eleven thousand feet high and 
is wooded to the very summit. 

—William K. Wilde, the English jour
nalist. who has just been married to 
Mrs. Frank Leslie, is over six feet tall 
and well proportioned, and about thirty-
nine years old. He lias been a newspa
per man for about twenty years, and 
has also studied law and medicine. Al
though a brother of Oscar Wilde, he is 
not a disciple of {esthetic nonsense. 

—Mr. Stiggins and Mr. Chadband are 
supposed to be two of Dickens' best-
known characters. The other day a 
London vestryman got up at a meeting 
and complained that he had been called 
"a maw-worm, a Pangloss, and a Chad-
band." and that he had found "maw-
worm' in his dictionary, but couldn't 
find a suggestion even of what a "Chad-
band" or a "Pangloss" was! 

—A statistician in Paris had the pa
tience to count the number of words 
employed by the most celebrated wri
ters. The works of Corneille do not 
Contain more than 7,000different words, 
and those of Moliere 8,000. Shakes
peare, the most fertile and varied of 
English authors, wrote all his trage
dies with 15,000 words. Voltaire and 
Goethe employ *20,000. "Paradise Lost" 
only contains 8,000, and the Old Testa
ment says all that it has to say with 
5,64'i words. 

HUMOROUS. 

—Fond Father—"Children, if the 
clock struck fourteen, what time would 
it be?" Logical Louise—"Two o'clock, 
papa." Clever Charlie—"Time to get 
the clock fixed." 

—That was All.—Mrs. Cumso—"Lis
ten! What is that deadened sound I 
hear?" Cumso—"A deadened sound? 
Oli, that is somebody mux'dering a song." 
—Drake's Magazine. 

—The Missionary Spirit—Mrs. Watts 
—"I suppose it is owing to the lack of 
time that 3*011 never wash your face?" 
Hungry Higgins—"Yes'm. I'm too busy 
scourin' the country."—Indianapolis 
Journal. 

—He (joyfully)—"And you will be 
mine?" She (aggressively)—"No, I 
won't." He (surprised)—"Why, you 
just said you would marry me." She 
(dogmatically) —"That's different"— 
Detroit Free Press. 

—II is Error.—Puppette—"Why, here 
is your sister, Willie. You said she 
wasn't at home." Willie De Peyster— 
"I made a mistake. I thought you was 
trying to collect a bill for a dry-gooda 
house."—Cloak Review. 

—A Streak of Good Fortune.—Bun
ker— "Bloomer is looking pretty well 
lately. Has he had any luck?" Hill— 
"Why, haven't you heard? He married 
a Harlem widow, and her former hus
band's clothes just fit him." 

—A side-show orator at a circus, after 
a long yarn descriptive of what was to 
be seen inside, wound up by saying: 
"Step in, gentlemen, step in. Take 
my word for it, you will be highly de
lighted when you come out." 

—"I often wonder," he said, as they 
atood in the Tellowness of a moonlit 
night "what my last words will be." 
And not a vestige of sarcastic intent 
lurked in her mind as she answered: 
"So do I, George. I should so love to 
hear them."—Washington Star. 

—The New Entry Clerk.—"James, I 
don't see you waiting at table any 
more." "No, sah; I's been promoted." 
I s entry elerk now." "You entry 
clerk. I didn't know you were a book
keeper." "Oh, I ain't. I jest keep my 
eye on the umbrellas, hats, and things 
de boa'ders leave in the entry."—Kate 
Field's Washington. 

— The boy's fishing pole was fastened 
unde? the root of a tree on the river 
bank the other day, and lie was sitting 
in the sun playing with a dog. "Fish
ing?" inquired a man passing along the 
road. „" Yep," answered the boy, as 
briefly. "Nice dog yu've got there. 
What's his name?" "Fish." "Fisb? 
That's a queer.name for a dog. What 
do you call him that for?" " 'Cause he 
won't bite." Then th* man preceded 
on hut way 


