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HANGINC THE STOCKINGS.
‘Bix littie worsted stockingshanging allin a

TOW,

And T have patched two scariet heels, and
darned a crimson toe,

Over the eyes of azure, over the cyes
of brown,

Seemed as though the eyellds could never
be coaxed down.

Lsang for n good long hour before they
were shut quite tight. .

Yor to-morrow will be Christmas, and old
Niek comes to-night.

o laughed as we dropped the eandles into
heel and toe,

For not one lttle stocking was missing
from the row,

|‘?5 oh, the empty cradles—the tears that

—plllows wat,

The voloo of Hnohael crying-—my soul can-
not forget;

For there is no ehild to-night in many a
house T know,

Where a little sock was hanging only n year
ngo.

And when our work was ended, we stood o
Httle apart,

Silently'praying the Father to soothe that
mother's hueart,

Who looks on her unworn’ stockings amid
hor falling tears,

Whose darling {8 keeping Christmas
Christ's eternul years,
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CHRISTMAS STORY.

SSiCiEIGISIEIOCOIGEICIGRICRSE:
OU see,” said Alaire,
as he stretched him-
self out comfortably
in his ehair before
tho fire, “it is one of
the cheerfnd peouliar-
ities of Christmas that
! it makes a man home-
sick who has no home. It is senti-
ment, it ig tradition, it is human na-
ture, perhaps, but it never strikes one
so foreibly and desolately that he is
alone in the world as then—swhen he
gees all the world rushing homeward.”

““*Yes,” I assented, ‘‘there ought to
be & Society for Providing Unattached
Gentlemen of Affectionate Dispositions
with homes to go to at Christmas and
Thanksgiving. Iintend to call the at-
tention of the conference of Charities
to it at their next meeting "'

We Liad dined together—the eolonel,
Alnire and I—at a little corner of the
elub dining-room, and the meal had
not been a very cheerful one, in spite
of the fact that the chef had surpassed
himself. Afterwards we had walked
around to the ecoloyel’s room for one
of the long, discursive talks in which
we three, who were (riends of many
years' standing, delighted.

Bomehow we were unusually quiet,
Tt was Christmas Eve, and at such a
time ench heart andits its account
with fate, and no matter what the
world may say of success or failure, it
strikes its own balanee of happiness
or sorrow. Suddenly, across the still-
ness of the room, there floated clear
and sweet from the pavement below a
child’s voice singing an old Christmas
carol, The colonel went over and
raised the window and stood listening,
with bis broad shounlders toward ns,
“Star of Bethlehem"—the childish
voice quavered and faltered in its song,
He throw a handful of coin on the
pavement and shut the window down.

“Ah,” he said, drawing his breath
sharply, “I used to sing that myself
when I was a'child. My mother used
to play on an old-fashioned spinnet,
and we used to sing—"” Then he
turned to us abruptly, *“I am going
home to-morrow.”

We made a little gesture of protest
and surprise, but be did not notice it.
“It isn’t the fashion,' he went on,
##for people to care much for anything.

isu’'t fin de siecle to weep, and most

us have forgotten how to langh,
and we orush down all emotion as if
we wereashamed of it, T am like the
rest of my world, Ihave never talked
about myself, aud yet to-pight I have
s fanoyto tell you a bit of my life,
Tt will help yon to understand—when
I am gone, If I tire yom, stop me,
A man s generally a bore when he
talks about himseli.”

Alaire reached up and turned out
the single jet of gas that was burning.

“Tt is better talking in the dark,”
he saad, but I knew the exquisite
chivalry of the man. He would not
resd what was written in the open
book of the colonel’s face. What he
told us we wounld know; no more,

Therewas a long pause, ‘“Yon will
understand,” he said, slowly, '‘that it
is not easy for meto talk of this thing.
Df counrng, a8 the cynical French pro-
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"Now's your chance,’

Who stands under the mistletoe
Moy be kissed, the poets avow.

ceries the little one,

“Sister's under the mistletoe now."

blue gown, and some pale winter roses
were on her breast,

“Well," and the colonel laughed un-
mirthfully, ‘‘the tale is soon told. I
loved her from the first moment I ever
saw her. I went back to college with
my head filled full of fancies abont her,
graduated and came home to settle
down to the peaceful life of a IKen-
tucky farmer. By aud by Aliciaprom-
ised to be my wife, and for gix months
I lived in a fool's paradise. *‘Wait,’
her father said; ‘yon are both too
young to marry,’” and so I waited on
patiently enough. Every day was so
pressed down and running over with
joy that I had no need to hurry,

“Did yon ever think,” asked the
colonel suddenly, ‘‘that a great love is
like a strong light held close to the
eyes? It blinds one to everything
else, and sometimes it is the'selfishest
thing on earth. Afterwards I knew
that Alicia never reaily loved 'me.
That I, slow of thought and speech,
with no grace of manner or person,
was never the one to have filled her
ideal or touched her faney. Inprom-
ising to marry me she had heen swept
away by the strength of my pession.
And I poured ont such a wealth of
love on her that I never noticed she
gave nothing in return, She let me
love her—that was enough.

“That Christmas Walton, o college |
mate of mine, eame to spend the holi-
days with me. He was a showy, brill-
iant young fellow, but one whom I had
never fancied, and his coming was en-
tirely accidenfal, He happened to be
in that part of the State and droppped
in to see me. You know how such
things happen. . Of course he met
Alicia. They sang together and danced
together, aad, all at ongy my pensive
little darling blossomed .out into a
brillinnt woman, and still I suspected
nothing, JT loved her too well; I was
too loyal to be jealons., BShe seemad
happy in Walton's company, and so I
pressed him to stay, and Le lingered
on for weeks and weeks.

“After a while Walton went away,
and I could but notice a kind of fear,
constant, aversion, I don't know what,
that hiad come upon Alicia. Then one
day, in a little burst of petulant, nunrea-
soning' wrath about some trifle, she
turned npon me and told me the whole
bitter truth—that she had never really
loved me-—that her heart was given to
Walton, and she hated me because I
stood between her and him.

“Of course one canuot hind a woman
to one when she wishes to be free. I
was not ear emongh to whine, but I
went to Eurcpe for a bit, and when I
came back settled in the ecity. I
couldn't go back there. She Lad
changed the world for me,

*‘Alicia and Walton were soon mar-
ried, and it turned out most unfor-
tunately. He jbroke her heart by
avery refinement of cruelty; he wasterd
her fortune. neglected and @ eried
her, and throngh it all she low\¥ him
still, God knows a woman's ideals
die hard!

“Finally he had the grace to die, and
left her, penuiless to face the world

olonel slowly, "is 8o sad to me as a
vontle woman, used to the refinements

: " A alegancies of life, who finds her-
-.‘h |I"eu .'.put on her own exertions
A ‘!u.-|i Of conres iften th A

flone. Nothing on earth,” said the

thies ':;'_"‘-.'-‘. problem
"
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what agony of body and soul no one
ean kuow, Alicia was like the rest.
She had the inexact knowledge of the
ordinary girls hoarding school, but
she could not have stood the examina-
tion to have taught the ab o’sin a pub-
lie school. Bhe had a sweet voice and
a sympathetic fouch inmusie, but that
isn’t what the young ladies who ‘ren-
der' pieces want to know mnowadays.
She could paint and draw a little, but
you know the whole dreary story,
Nothing that would count in these
days when the world mnst have value
received for what it pays, and yet she
must earn her bread. She tried the
ususl things—boarders—bnt she who
had been used to entertaining with a
lavish hospitality did not know how to
make every economy tell, and so that
was a failure. JFirst one thing and

““And now," said the colonel, “‘giye
me a Christmas toast before you go,
‘My Old Kentucky Home,’ God bless

it. Standing, please!”
EARLY FEASTINGS.
The DPuaritans Wonld Neot Hear of Plam
Puddlog.

The plum pudding that years of use
had made sacred to Christmas, was a
sweet morsel dear to epicurean mem:-
ory, but never to be mentionedin a
community where a Puritanic rage
n vakened at the mere mention of any-
thing connected with that ‘‘impious
Holiday of Anti-Christ,”

And in those days of privation Eng-
land's erown would have been ns easy
au attainment for her runaway subjects
as the rich ingredients for composing
the historio delicacy.

But private store of raisins and
Zante currants and small boxes of cit-
ron began to sccnmulate in the little
corner walleupboards, where the fru-
gal housewives k'épt the treasures sent
them from friends in the mother coun-
try. When church and courts sanc-
tioned some modest feasting, a pud-
ding was compounded, in such houses
as could afford it, and considered by
flippant youthful partakers to be one
r;; the chief privilegesof Thanksgiving

ay.

A whole chapter might be written
abont the plum pudding of old Eng-
land, but poets and historians have
made 1t sufficiently famous, and our
attention, as loyal Americans, may
well be given to the almost pathetic
efforts of the colonists to imitate it
with such ingredients as their slender
resources allowed. An early letter
from a colonist says:

““Althongh we have notas yet known
physical starvation, yet so seldom
have daintyes been on our board that
it was some admiration to us whenthe
goodwife of one of onr number madea
fine pudding from meal supplied by
the Indians and the abundant berries
(whortleberries) that grow like small
plums on straight wild bushes.”

There is another record, or tradi-
tion, of a pudding that was sacred to
Thanksgiving Day a few years later,
when store ships more regularly
erossed to exchange the snpplies of an
older civilization for such things as
the settlers could obtain from the In-
dians, or manufacture smong them-
selves, Probably the pudding has
been changed in some respects to suit
the present day, but in the main the
recipe remains as it was handed down,
and all the descendants of one noble
Puritan family serve it invariably at
their Thanksgiving dinners, Slices
an inch in-thickness are cut from a

generously with butter. One of them
is laid in the bottom of a three-quart
tin pail and then dotted with twelve
raising as impartially arranged as pos-
sible. Another slice laps this, and in
its turn receives its allotment of rais-
ing. Slice after slice is thus laid on
till the whole loaf is in the pail, into

then another she tried. Everything
was o failure, and then she lost cour-
age aud threw down her arms, a poor
little vanquished warrior in the battle

which'is then poured a custard mix-
tare, made by adding twelve besaten
eggs and a flavoring of =alt to a quart
of milk,

of life.

“Then she drifted to tliis city, found |
a poor room, and has lived—if anyone
may call such existence Iiviug-——h_v‘
selling or pawning the remnants she
had left of the finery of other days

“Yeasterday I was on the street, and
in orossing & crowded corner I was so |
jostled against a poor woman who |
clutched in her hand a piece of money
that it fell on the pavement and rolled
under the feet of the passers-by. 1
stooped to pick it up, and when I put
it in her hand I looked straight in the
eyes of Alicia,

“Jack!” shie said, faintly, and Tan- |
awered, ‘Alicia!’

We eould not speak there, and I al-
most lifted her in a cab that was
standing by the ourb, and by and by }
ghe told me what I hayve bean telling
you, She was half starved, friendless
and homeless and ecold, and she told
me with s little smile more pitiful
than any tears counld have been, that
sho had determined to end a life that
Lind in it nothing but sorrow and want
and degradation.

“For me,” suid the colonel, softly,
“there has never been but one woman
in the world. I gave her my whole
love when my heart was young, aud it
has never faltered. So I nsked her
there, in her poor room, to bheé my
wife, as I had nsked her years before,
and when she pointed to her poor
withered face and spoke of the yearsof
gorrow she liad caused me she would
have, knelt at my feet.

“ ‘How could I have ever slighted
such love,' she wept; *how could I—
how eould T!'

“We are going to be married to-
morrow,” said the colonel, “and I am
going to take ber back to Kentuoky
for a while, back to where the blue
grass will be soft about, her poor fest
that haye wandered homeless through
the eity. My God, taen, think how
hard the streets of a city are to' a
homeless woman! Badk to where the
eyes that have been | seariil looking
invo the hard face of poverly shall see
nothing but the pitying smile of oa-|
ture; back to peace anfl quiet and rest, |
where she will forret world, and
maybe there I shafl win the love I
missed g0 many yearsyero,”
I reached ont i sfilonce an

lonel's lisnd ff d Almire 1it

T

ne

| dried berries for the raisins.

disturbed, is plunged 1nto a great ket-
tle of hot water hanging upon a erane
over the hnge wood fire, nnd there left
to boil for four hours or till time for
the homogeneous boulder-like form
that the compound had resolved into,
to be slid out npon a dish and served
it “the sweet end of dinner,” with a
sweet sauce made tasty with clovers
cinnamon and mace,

The pudiding ia palatable enough to
please any one, but when it was first
in nse the bread was undoubtedly
made of rye or Indian corn, and there
must have been many times when the
supply of raisins running short, the
perplexed coolks had to substitote
It is a

In the morning the pail |
tightly covered, with its contents un- |

loaf of home-made bread and spread |

Milllons Who Do Not Celebrate Christmas.,

There are millions nupon millions of
people in the world who will not cele-
brate Christmas, aud there are other
millions to whom Christmas is objee-
tionable,

Talke the followers of Mohammed,
for instance. They are divided into
forty or fifty different sects, among
which are the Nousay-rie-yeh, There
are aboni 50,000 of them, and they be-
lieve in transmigration of the soul,
They believe that men’s souls pass
after death into the bodies of animals.
For them the story of the birth and
life of Ohrist has no charms,

Then there are the Druses, who
profess to have knowledge that God
has visited the world 234 times, but
they do not believe in Christ, For
them Christmas has no significance.

It is equally disregarded by Bnd-
dhists, Japunese, Chinese, Braohmins
and Mohammedans. ‘‘There iz no
God but Allah,” says the Mohamme-
dans, “‘and Mohammed is his prophet.”
Mohammed’s followera also have curi-

ous notions in regard to the fate of un- |

believara’ ochildren. Some believe
that these children act as the servants
of the faithful in paradise, and Mo-
hammed is recorded ns saying on one
occasion to his wife:

“If though desirest, I can make
thee hear their cries in Hades,"

Other Mohammedan authorities,
however, dissent from this view, and
one of them boldly says: “Iknow that
Allahwill not torment those who have
not committed any sin.”

Even Christmns Had No Terrors.

And it eame to pass that the Meek-

‘Eyed Youth looked upon the Glorious
Girl while her cheeks were red, and
he spake unto her, saying: ‘“‘Fairest
creature upon karth, wilt thon be my
besuteons bride?”

And the Glorious Girl made swift
answer, saying: ‘‘Not, O Reginald!
not until you have given me positive
proof that you love me.”

And the face of the Glorious Giir] was
even as the wild lily of the untrodden
forest for coyness, but her voice was

| —No; don't be ridienlous,

like unto the tax collector’s for figm- |

ness,

And the Meek-Eyed Youth looked
him far away into the henceforth, for
a greal fear was with him. and in his
wailing woe he was fain to end it all.

And it came fto pass that in that
darkest moment a great light dawned
upon him, and he spake unto the
Gilorious Girl, . saying: ‘“Lest, perad-
venture, thou misunderstandst me,
again do I say, be my beanteous bride.
As for proof that I love thee, fair one,
let me draw your attention to the fact
that Christmas is scarce four weeks
hence—dost want more proof?”

And straightway the Glorious Girl
nestled elose to his more or less manly
breast, and even as she nestled she

| spake, saying: “Thou artindeed brave.

(uestion, too, if the generous nnmber |

of eggs had not to be lessened some-
times.

WATCHING FOR SANTA CLAUS,

The ehlldren lie In the fire.glow warm,
Watching for Sauta, dad wishing 50 hard,
With bright heads resting on each little
arm,
And eyes ashine in o fixed regard—
Oh, nol they're not a bit sleepy at all,
As they wateh and wait for Santa Claps’
Loall,

lat Santa knows they are watellng for
him,
8o he laughs to himsell, and siyly walts
Till their evellds droop, and Sleep takes
them
Off {nto Dreamland, nnd locks Wis gatea,
And l8aves them Iln charge of the [airy
bright,

Now Santa Ciaus camos to the lttle black
row
0! stockings that hang in the chimney
nook;

And fsn't it funny that he sho

Which wants a doll, skates

Then his lightened pack to
Nings,

And off agale as the wild wind sir

uld know
alad or book?®
hias shoulder

nEs.

gone, nnd the son peeps

When the stars nm

ttor of Hitle

font:

Most men wounld have waited till after
Christmas; but you—ouch! Yon
mustn’t muss my hair, dear!”—-Balti-
more News,

Ohristmns Morning.

A

Mr., Gander!

“Good morning,
cool morning. "

“Yes: I'm all covered with goose-
pimples.

It Was No Inducement,

“If you are good,” remarked the
new nurse in a Boston family to her
three-year-old chavge, ‘‘Sauta Claus
will give you something nice on
Christmas, "

“You will have to talk about Santa
Claus to younger persons,” replied
the child. *“I know that he is a
mythical personage,”"—Judge.

A Change in the Date.
Dillingham=*"T think Christmas
ought to be held on the twenty-sixth
of December,"
Wilberforce—*"Why." _
Dillingham—*"Becanse now tbhat it
{s held on the twenty-fifth the twenty-

sixth finds people about tired to
death."”
Gulle.
Dix—*‘If my wife asks you my
brand of cigars between now and

Christmas, tell her these, and say—"
Dealer—Yes."
Dix—*“Don't charge her over a dol-
inr a box; I'll pay the balance.”

At Christmuos.
Without, the frost-wingaed broezes blow
Acroad the wald, above, below,
And th:
Withthedow

U Nesice,

| lawyer?

QUEER OLD NATURE,

“Why Is it,” asked the wondering ohild,
(Swest, simple little thing),

“That the foolish tree puts on fts elothes
When the sun shines Io the Spriog,

And then when chilly Automn comes
And the winds of Winter blow,

Why does it stand out there, all bare.
In the frost nod sleet and snow?"

“Wiso Naturo has arranged it thus,!”
I told the littie one,

“The rustling leaves can only live
Beneath a smiling sun;

The tres that, in_ the Summer tims,
Makes shady bowars for you

Must have {ts rest, tharefors it stands
Asleep the Winter through,”

Bhe sat in sllence for a while
And gnzed far into spase,
Aund lines of thought sod trouble cams
To mar her childish face:
And so, at last, she turned and sald;
“I'ma sorry for the tree,
And glsd that Nature wasn't left
T4 fix things up for me!” .

=8, E. Kiser, in (®yveland Leader,
HUMOROUS,

Papa (to mamma)—It is wonderful
what becomes of all the pins made!
The Baby (suddenly)—Wow! Yow!

“Where did you leirn French?”
asked the Parisian. ‘‘*From a native,"
proudly replied the tourist. **Ahl a
native of what?"

*‘Homer, of course, was merely a
wandering minstrel,"” “Yes. Witk
his genius for military deseription he
would have made a fine war corre-
spondent. "

‘‘Before a man 1s thirty he falls in
love with every pretty girl he looks
at.,"" “*Yes?' “And after heis thirty
he falls in love with every pretty girl
who looks at him."

Willie—Mag, can people leave parts
of themselves in different places? Ma
Willie—
Well, My, Jiggs said he was going to
Arizona for his lungs.

Crimsonbeak —These weather clerks
gre very uncertain, Yeast—What
makes you think so? Crimsonbeak—
Why, one of them said yesterday, it
would rain, and it did.

Fuddy—Yon consider Harriman a
very funny fellow? Daddy—The wit-
tiest man I ever knews FHe can keep
a company of Englishmén in a brown
study an entire evening.

One of the things which makes the
Klondike so popular is the fact that
no citizen can say to another, “You
don't ent any ice in this."" Or “Is
this hot enongh for you?"

Plankington—I understand that you
had to go to law about that property
that was left you. Have yon a smart
Bloomtield—You bet I have.
He owns the property now.

Rev, Goodwin(sympathetically)—Al,
Mr. Heavyloss, we don't know what a
blessing our wives are until they are
laid silent in the tomb. Mr. Heavy-
loss—Yes—silence is a great blessing.

Ba warned, dear children, by the
fute of the Boston baseball player who
has been sent to jail for four months
for stealing a kiss. Probably this
voung man began his downww d career
by stealing a base,

“I have n ticed," said the Cheer nl

! [diot, ““that a man takes much wore

| & monkey of him,

satisfaction in the kwewledge that he
has made an ass of himself thans he
does in knowing that others have made

"

Miss Margaret Hoggley (of Chiea-
go, to her sister in a London (drawing
room)—=See here, Mabel; sisterly love
is sisterly love, Lut if you address me
as “Mag" again in the presence of
Lord Loveus I'll cut loose when we
get home to onr rooms at the hotel.

“What! no telepbone?" asked one

| of the regular callers at the drug
store.  “Why did yon liave it taken
| out?'  **“Most of the people in the

neighborhood got to using it to order
dings fromn other stores. I guess 1
can grasp a business iden once in a
while. "’ -

A munieipal judge has before him a
eulprit. ““What are you here for?"
“Pcking pockets.”  “*Yon're an hon-
est man to admit it. I'll let you off
with §20 fine, The thief can ouly
find $16. ‘““Here!' exclaims the jurdge,
who arrested this man?' “I did,"
says Ofticer Mulealiey, standing up.
““Well, take him out in the crdwd till
he gets the other 84."

A Plan That Failed.

“T den't like that ‘man Parker's

way. He is alwaya so positive aboat
everything. These positive people
are very disagreeable—never give

other people eredit for having any
sense at all.”

“Why don't you jusibring proofs
some time when he is 80 positive and
show him where he 182 in error. A
few doses of that kind will cure him."

‘“Tve tried it,"

“Well, didn't it have any efluct?"”

“No; made him worse. You see, it
glways turned ont that be was right,
after all."—Oleveland Leader,

The Spider's Thresd,

An eminent naturaiist says that
every thread of what we call the
spider’s web is made up of about G000
separate Sbers, If a ponnd eof this
thyead were reqguived it wonld ocoupy

nearly 28,000 spiders a full year to

furnisly it I'he aathor of thiz state
ment does not inform ws how long the
thread wonld be;, but it is safe to =say
that it would rea AeT times
aronnd the gniveraal el

s




