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Christmas Theatricals.

He was the villain ! standing there

Darkly handsome and debonair, -

And she bade him be gone with a lofty air.
But that was part of the play.

The heroine she ! and a gown from France

Her tearful beauty did much enhance;

But I think she gave him oneswift, sweet glance,
and that was not in the play.

He roughly =eized her del cate wrist,
And grimly eved her and fiereely hissed,

Y on are mine, and my prey I have never missad!™
But that was part of the play.

Her voice rang out like a clear-toned bell,
And his loathed advances she did repel ;

But he kizsed her after the curtain felil,
And that was not in the play.

MOLLY’S CHRISTMASEVE

It was bitter cold on the night before
€Christmas in latitude 40° 30 north, longi-
tade 50 west. That lies just south of the
southern extremity of the Grand Banks of
Newfoundland, and a wild, melancholy, un-
easy part of the Atlantie Ocean it is at the
best of times. But on a Christmas eve,
with the wind in the northwest, it 13 a home
of desolation. The wind was northwesterly
on that particular Christmas eve, and it was
blowing what landsmen wonld call half a
gale and a sailor a brisk breeze. DBut the

d steamer ‘“‘Astoria,” from Liverpool to
vew York, made nmo account of a wind
which served enly to increase the draft in
her fire-room, and to enable the engineer to
squeeze half a dozen more revolutions per
minute out of the propeller. She was mak-
ing a fair nineteen and a hali knots per
hour.

When the cold spray came over the
weather-bow like a discharge of shot made
of ice, and slashed the face of the first of.
ficer away up on the bridge, he only pulled
his cap down more tightly over his ears,
kaunled the mufiler higher around his neck,
squinted at the compass-card and gritted
his teeth, for he realized that the mighty
machine under his feet was letting the de-
grees of longitude drop astern at a pace
which promised the steamship a splendid
winter record.

“If the Captain had only laid the course
to the nor'rard,” he muttered, ‘‘we'd ’a’
broken the record. I don't see wot he's
a-buggalugzin’ around here for as if we was
in the middle o' summer, with ice on the
banks. Keep your eyes in the bowl, you !

The last remark was addressed to the
man at the wheel

“I1 thought I seed summat w’en we riz to
the last sea, sir,” said the man.

“See! Ye couldn’t see your grand.
mother’'s chost on sich a night, lad. It's
blacker’'n the inside o’ a enttle-fish.”

It was black, and no mistake. Little
Molly Ryan,who was among the poor steer-
age passengers with her father and mother,
wondered if the ship was sailine on the
ocean or just on darkness. Molly ought
not to have been on deck, and if any sailor
had seen her she would have been quickly
sent below. sut she was such a little
body, and she huddled up so closely uader
the edge of the poop that no one discovered
her. It was so gloomy and close in the
steerage quarters, and so many poor wo-
men were sick, that Moliy had stolen
away, while her parents were dozing, to
eatch a breath of fresh air, The cold wind
seemed to pierce through her, but she was
fascinated by the darkuess; and after a time
she climbed up and sat on the rail, looking
at the ghostly foam as it hurled itself

against the iron side and swept hissing |

sway under the quarter. Molly was in

eat danger, but she did not know it. She

ncied she saw away down there in the
black-and-white waters a beautiful Christ-
mas tree and loaded with silver
toys that came and went with the foam.
Molly hae never had a Christmas tree, but
she had heard about them, and her fondest
hope was that some day she might
see one. She leaned far out, looking down
into the waters, and, of course, she counid
not know how close the bark “Mary Ellis”
was.

But the Mary Ellis was altogether too
close.  She was flying swiftiy along, before
_t.hu wind, thundering down into the yawn-
ing hollows that flung her bows alott again
with terrible force, and her course was
diagonally across the bows of the steamer.
Now the skipper of the Mary Ellis was a
rough, mean man, and he was trying to save
oil, so his side-lights were not wl:-urning+
But those of the steamers were, and the
watch on the bark’s deck ought to have
seen them. But for some reason they dud
not. o every moment the two ships kept
drawing closer and closer together, and just
as the steward happened to catch sight of
Moily, and called to her to get down, there
was a sudden outbreak of shouts forward.

Ihe first officer immediately called a
awiit order to the man at the 11'11&;{:1, then
Sprang to the engine-room telegraph, and
ﬂl:_::l;trli_ll the engineer to stop. ;

A few seconds later there was a jar, a
noise ot rending wood, and the Astoria
struck the Mary Fllis a glancing blow op

COMING CLOSER AND CLOSEE TOCETHER.,
her port quarter, carrying away a part of

her bulwarks. At the same instant Molly
Ryan fell off the Astoria’s rail into the sea.

“lain overboard ! secreamed the steward,
who reached the spot just a moment too
Iate to cateh her.

But it tzkes a long time to stop a steamer
going nearly twenty knots an hour, and by
the time that the first boat waslowered, the
Astoria was far beyond the spot where
Molly went .over.

Fortunately for Molly. when she came to

| to lose.
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Ithﬁnﬁamhiﬂltrm d, her Iittle nanam
 struck something hard which floated. With
the strength of despair she climbed upon it.
'It was the of the Mary Ellis's bul.
' warks knocked off in the collision. Still
more fortunately for Molly, the captain
of the bark, rushing on deck and hearing
the cryv, ‘“Man overboard,” thought
that the words came from some one on
his own vessel, and ordered ome of his

ness amid the tumbling waters, the crew of
his boat found Melly, and took her aboard
the bark.

“Wot I exclaimed the captain; “‘only a
kid? Take her ferward, some of you, an’
see her looked after.”

And having made sure that the bark was
not seriously injured, he returned to his
eabin to sleep.

*“Wal, Han'some,” said a long, lean sea-
man, with a pointed beard, who locked for
all the world like a Connecticut farmer,
““wot ye goin’ to dew with yer wreckage,
now ye got her ¥

*“Thaw her out,” said ‘‘Handsome,”
as he was called, carrying Molly into the

Y.
Thi sailors fell into a general discussion

poor little thing was quite unconscious,
and her clothes were freezing on
her. However, after a while she was
undressed, properly and gently ‘“‘thawed
out,” and put teo bed. '.'lshe sailor called
Handsome mixed a warm drink and pour-
ed it between her teeth. She gave a little
gasp, opened her eyes, and gazed around.

“Oh,” she muttered, ““there isn’t any
Christmas tree after all.”

And with that she fainted away again.
The sailors looked at one another in solemn
silence, till finally one said, in a deep bass
voice :

““Well, if she hain’t a-'untin’ for trees on
the so’therly end o’ the Grand Banks !”

“ Wal, that’s wot she's a-lookin’
fur, an’ that's wot she's a-goin’' fur
to get,” said Handsome, slapping one
huge fist into the other ; and then he and
the other seamen sat down under the fore-
castle lamp and conversed earnestly in
low tones. After several minutes of talk
they all arose, and Farmer Joe said :

: e
""HANDSOME'S" CHRISTMAS TREE.
“Han’some, yeou air consid’ble peert
w’en yeou ‘re peert.
We must get to work right
AWV, &

little Molly passed from a state of uncon-
sciousness to one of sleep. The big seamen
took turns in watchine over her. It was
not a pretty bedroom that Molly had that
night. It was dark and dingy, and full of
weird noises and groaning timbers. A

into all the corners, and showed some very

!

!
|

|
I
F
I

|

rude bunks in which several sailors off
watch were trying to snatch a brief rest.

Just behind those bunks against the stout |

sides of the bark the seas burst in blooming

shocks, and ever and anon there was a noise |

of falling water overhead. Up and away

the bows would soar and then plunge down |
in with a sickening rush into the tur- |

moll of foam. But of course the sailors
thought nothing of all these things. The
forecastle was their home, and thev were
long ago hardened t

sounds. In spite of

spread over her shoulders, while Hand-
some and the other sailors were at work
with a boathook, some small pieces of wood,
oakum, and green paint. Whatever it was
that they were making, it was strange
enough to look at ; but their hearts were in
their work, and they conversed earnestly
Iin low tones. At last it was finished and
set up in a bucket close against the bulk-
head, where the lantern shed its fitful light
full upon it.

While the rough sailors were at work, |

swinging lantern threw changeful shadows |

to its sights and |
everything, |
Molly slept quiet soundly, wrapped in |
a rough blanket and with a pea-jacket |

—— e ez

0 513 %P THAT A CHTISTMAS TREE ¥

_ “Werry good, too,” said Handsome, gae-
dg at it ; “but it won't do unless it’s got
somethin’ onto it.”

And then those sailor-men went rammag-

——

i!II*’H“" in their chests, snd as 1| ‘v had been
* voyagers in al: 1, they
brought forih 1t upon

Lhe wondrd

| boats lowered away. Groping in the black- |

as to how Molly should be treated, for the |

out & stured marmoset, an Indian amulet,
and a tintyp
sailor fished out of his chest a beautiful
India silk handkerchief and a string of
coral. Handsome gravely hung them on
the Christmas tree. When all was done,
he stepped back and studied the effect.

“Werry good, too,” he said.

“Yas,” said Farmer Joe ; “I guess yeou

haome.”

e likeness of himself. A fourth

couldn’t get any such tree as that to

- At six o'clock on Christmas morning

Molly awoke. It was still dark,
and the lantern’s I'u%]ht- was but dim.
The sailors were uddled back in

the corner farthest from their wonderful
| Christmas tree, which was set where the
' child’s eyes were most likely to fall on it as
| soon as she sat up in her bunk. So when
 Molly awoke she did sit up and stare
| straicht in front of her with sleepy eyes,

orying to collect her thoughts and make
out where she was. (radually she became

onscious of the tree. Her eyes opened
wider and wider. She almost ceased to
breathe for a few moments. Then sudden-
ly she clasped her hands together and, with
a little scream of delight, cried joyously :

. “Why, it ’s a Christmas tree !”

The sailors nudged one another, and
Handsome could not restrain a chuckle.
Molly heard, and looked around at them.
A guz.zled expression came over her face,
and she studied her surroundings for a
minute.

“Isn’t that a Christmas tree ?” she asked.

“That’s wot it is " cried English ; “an’
we also is Santa Clauses.’,

“Oh !” exclaimed Molly ; “what funny

T—

Santa Claus the Higlwayman,

| only

viieh they | YOUDE girl

He “holds up” the father of the family every Christ-
mas.

S —

Santa Clauses ! I always thought there was
one,”
“Well,

several.”
“And oh!™ eried Molly, clapping her
hands and jumping out of the bunk, “what

| a lot of funny things I've got for my Christ-
| mas !

L never got much before. But I
think I'd rather have my father and
mother, please.”
if she were about to ery.

“Don’t go fer to cry,’
“an’ I'll sing ye a song.”

b

|
| Molly, brightening up. |
““All the rest o’ you Santa Clauses jine in | the act of breaking throuch the lake.

. d L ] - ‘
aboard this ‘ere bark there is
|
I

i1s. There were fireplaces by which stock-
ings could be hung up. To hang a collec-
tion of stockings of assorted sizes around a
black and cheerless register, smelling of
sulphur from a defective heater, is a pro-
fanation. And hanging them in front of a
cold and clammy steam radiator should be
gll::lhltﬂd by law. It tends to make chil-
skeptical and atheistic.
days Kris Kringle had a broad chimney to
come down, and a fireplace as big as a store
box to jump out of. There was a mantel-
piece like unto a sideboard, from which the
stockings depended.  Sometimes, if a lon
stocking were hung in the middle, insecure-
ly held by a pin, the draft would draw it
&:‘artly into the fireplace during the night.
hen the whole family would be aroused,
and we would go shufiling about the house,
like so many shivering phantoms, hunting
for the fire, '

The old-fashioned fireplace had more
drawbacks than the back-log. As a rule,
the bigger the fireplace the colder the room.
All the heat that could be drawn from
every room in the house went up the big
sitting-room chimney. Eternaf summer
must have lingered somewhere up in that
great stack. Those old fireplaces were
splendid things in which to roast apples.
And the soles of your bare feet. }:J'ml
could hold your feet out before the glowing
fire until they curled up and warped anc
crinkled with intense heat. And by the
time you got them to bed they were cold as
blocks of marble. Your feet, that is. Not
the apples. You didn’t take them to bed.

—

heels to keep them warm.
feet. They filled the room with a grateful
lavor when they began to sizzle. The
apples did.

romantic and interesting in the summer
time, when it was enclosed with a light

| paper screen.  When a child, rompingabout

And then she looked as | placidity.

the room, fell up against that pictured |

Hanging up our stockings when I wasa |
boy was not the hollow farce which it now

In the older

but as practical and useful object

value, price, on the

lessons they were beyond all
minus side.

It seems to me—and it isn’t my fault that
the sunset is fairer and lovelier than the
sunrise—that there was something more

Christmassy about Christmas when

were cheaper Jand heartier. At least, I
eannot remember to have read, save in
these later years, articles in family journals

and ines bewailing the burden of tail
and worry and expense in the planning and
making, or purchasing of Christmas pres-
we called them

ents. *“‘Krismus gifts” :
when I was a boy. It didn’t and d_-::-emt
have much re.gnemenb of eulture in the

spelling and the sound thereof. But the

people who made them didn’t rush into the
papers to tell how much it cost them, and

how tired to death it made them, and how
| glad they were that it was all over for an-
' other year. But last year and the year be-
‘ fore, I read such articles in print.

' you. Wherefore it seems to me that we

£ | killed K=iz Kringle a full century toosoon.

We have more currants in our Christmas
cake under the reign o f Santa Claus, it is

true. But we have also more flies in it.—
Robert T. Burdette in Ladies’ Home
Journal.

THE FIRST TEARS.

He was tall and rough-looking, and

|
| man,

moved along the crowded streets with the
heavy, awkward gait of a hard-working
The ill-fitting ready-made clotheg he
wore contrasted strangely with his intelli-
gent face, to which the stern lines of a sor-
sow born with manliness gave additional

| dignity.

There was a narrow band of crape around
his hat.

A stout old lady ran against him at the
street corner and dropped an armful of
bundles and packages. He assisted her in

You took long strides and walked on your |
That is, your |

picking them up, and as he handed her the
last one, through the torn wrapping paper
whereof protruded the head and an armof a
cheap doll, his hand trembled.

The red-faced woman was busy catching

The old-fashioned fire-place was no less | her breath, and hurried on without thank-

| ing him for his trouble.
- Slight as the incident was, it reminded

him that it was near Christmas time.

screen, and went plunging and screaming | twitch,

richt
placid waters never regained their pristine
Even when the artist of the

| family restored the picture, by pasting its

sald Handsome, | shattered edges together, and coloring them

; | with laundry bluing, the scene of the trage-
“Oh, you are a nice Santa Claus ! cried | dy was emphasized in a mannertoo ghastly to

contemplate. The tragedy always followed

The

the chor-i-us,” said Handsome, standing up | drowning, indeed, was looked upon as a

and taking a hitch at his trousers.

. *ert | he sang ;
But there ’s no time |

Oh, the cook he s at the hinnacle,
The captain s in the mallery,

An Lhe mnte he s at the foreton,
Wi Sallv an our alley : ;i

An® the stewanrd "s on the bol istay,
.'||-ﬁ=~h-l!|' ]'.;1_r|| fer sale -

The wind is up an’ down the mast ;
20 roll, boys, roll.
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|'|.-li|, |‘|=:|_1.'--I T"“r I'-llr'l."-!
Never mind the weather,

Mo matter how the wind hlows,
¥e'll all get there together,

Oh, the captain couldn't steer a ship,
Because he was a Lascar @

The cook he had to show the way
From France to Madarasear :

The ship she couldn’t carry sail,
“ecanse she had no riesin -

Yhe crew they had to live on clams, —
Twas werry deep fer diggin’,

Roll, boys, roll, boys ! ete.

The cook says : “Let the anchors co !
The crew says : “We ain't got "em.”
The captain yells : “Then pack ver trunks!
We'll all ro to the hottom.”
The steward hove the lead, sirs,
"Twas three feet deep, no more ;
S0 every mother's son of us
Got up and walked ashore.
Roll, boys, roll, boys ! ete.

The land was full 0° eannibals,
Wich made it interestin',
We told ‘em not to cat us, fer
We was sich bad direstin'.
The kin comes down to see us,
An’ he spots a paper collar ;
An' he says if we 'll clear out o° thas
He "1l grive us half a dollar.
Roll, boys, roll, boys ! ete.

So we fells an injv rubber tree,
An" makes a iz canoe,
Abont the shape and pattern
Of a number twenty shoe
The cook he draws a sextant,
An' the captain draws his pistol ;
One shoes the sun, an’ one the king,
An' off we roes fer Bristol.
Roll, boys, roll, boys, ete,

An’ now we 're safe ashore again,
We 're goin’ fer to siay.
There 's grub to eat, an” gror for all,
An’ wages wood to pay.
I 11 cross my legs upon a stocl,
An® never e a saflor ;
['d rather be a Imicher, ora
Bakgr, or a tailor.
Roll, boys, roll, hays !
Never mind the weather :
No matter how the wind blows,
We ‘Il all ret there torether,

At the end of the song, all the seamen
stood up, joined hands, and danced around,
roaring out what Handsome called the
“‘)chorius,” in such tremendous voices that
the captain, who had come on deck, ran to
the forecastle hatch to see what was going
Q.
suddeniy that -they all puused in silence,
expecting an onthireak of anger. Buat the
captain slowly realized the meaning of the
scene upon which he had intruded, and
sald ;

 armed only with her sli

=

He dropped down among his men so |

““All right, Iads: amuse her and take !

gumi care of her o
New York 'l
her iather.
He was as
time ."-I-'ill_!. Wiks o
parents, who hau
dead. It wasa i
ut all v
membered her st
and her wonderful «

That VWonld Not Suait,
“LE‘L’H be o arried
said the impe: o

when we get to
't my business to find

15 word, and in due
i the hands of her

i mourning her as
reunion, you may be
of her life Molly re-
nristmas eve at sea,
Lristmas tree. |

il

i Christmas, darling,” |

ing lover, after Miss |

Fosdick had |

IIN{},

el

e set of presents.”

bl Illlm'l' w1 three | T

large sheii- 3 dried | The eeting.

mermai:! . which | Margurite—! ;

AR snother | on the tweniy ember ?
rrer, Lninese |  Carolyn (wi —Y es.

icrings from a |

Margurite me wish you a2

T 14 r_-.i O 'nrnught. " marry Christu.

-

i the far-sizhted I

| another regular Christmas visitor.
- highly esteemed s a light luncheon

vre to be married a drom. You

Then | sort of comedy, and was highly enjoyed by

|

the bystanders, until the Life Guard,

‘ pper, rescued the
survivor of the wreck. Then any person
under the age of fifteen, who had anv tears
on hand that were about ripe enough to
shed, could find a ready market for the en-
tire crop as fast as the shedder could turn
them out.

Most of the Christmas presents in those
days were designed by the manufacturers
for the hanging stocking. Anything too
big to go into a stocking had to go over to
somebody’s birthday. In any family where
there was more than one child, the old re-
liable ‘“‘Noah's Ark” was always looked for.
We hailed, with acclamations of astonished
recognition, Noah and Mrs. Noah, Messieurs
and Mesdames Shem, Ham and Japhet.
There was no way of telling the men and
women apart ; they were exactly alike ; but
the elephant and giraffe vou could dis-
tinguish at a glance, on account of the spots
on the giraffe. So also the dog and the

cow ; because the cow was always white |
was invariably |

and blue, while the dog
plain blue. = Within twenty-four hours after

through the Lake of Como, those |

L]

Last year he had bought presents, as did
thousands who were hurrying hither and
thither like ants,

Last year he had proudly laid a neat gray
shawl on the Christmas table, and had
pinned to 1t a little card whereon the ship-
ping clerk of the factory, who wrote a nice,
flourishing hand, had written for him, “ To
my good wife, Mary.”

And besides this he had placed the doll
and a pair of warm mittens and a picture

book for their little girl.

And then he thought of the two bright
tears of joy that had sparkled in his wife's
eyes when, after her first pleased surprise,
she had turned around, and laying her arms
around his neck, had ecalled him, amid
smiles and sobs, her “‘dear, silly old Dick.”

But Mary and the curly-haired tot that
had danced so gleefully around las: vear’s
Christmas tree were sleeping side by side
out in the silent God’s acre.

There arose before him the vision of a
gray November day, a pitifully short
funeral procession, a hurried service by the

' minister over two plain coffing, and then

upon dust that had returned to dust.

| eyes stared tearlessly before him.

the landing on Ararat, the baby would have !

all the paint sucked off Shem, Ham and the
hired man, and the doctor would be sent
for. He told us, once a year, returning
with the breathless messencer. to keep the |
candy out of the baby’s reach, and let it |
wean itself on the rest of the antediluvians |
if it found them to its likine,
The red monley climbing a red stick was |
He wag |
by the |
baby. It never seemed o aficet the infant |
unpleasantly. to himself that is : although |
.t‘l.]'E cloudy symphony in red and blue about
A8 mMnocent i

. VIS an vmmake the be-
holder shiver, st 1L m Lhie :nntﬂ{f.'}'
look Eli:‘l-l. Then there was = soldier on a |

1 hﬂI. with a LN chigrad 8 uniorm, beating

v craniz, the g{_‘nl:t'ﬂ:i

liff'ﬂd his sticks Bz o the qir. and some-
tlung m tho box maca & 1101

a dmm H calg j ¢ i LA I-,“.:{.' i pi.':"
colo. T 5 ol 1o great i

—mr

- woman with glasses on her tip-tilted nose
?

| chase to the poorly
ventured to say . **This is six dollars.
| you really want to buv it

the awful thud, thud of the earth heaped

A big lump rose in his thrvat, but his

A servant girl leading two children pass-
ed by him. The little ones prattled baby
talk in the high key common among chil-
dren, and loud enough for the bereaved
workman to hear.

Like the echo of an old song the notes fell
upon his ear, pleasing and yet s¢ immeasur-
ably sad to him.

Ah, if he could give vent to his grief—
could weep a single tear !

Mechanically he entered one of the large |

stores, and without knowing how he came
there he found himself in front of the very
counter where last year he had bought the
doll for his little danghter.

From those displayed he now selected the
largest and most elaborately dressed one,

was a
boy. Its pleasures were simpler, its gifts

So did

The corners of his mouth began to |

two steps above him, and gg -y T

arms affectionately around 1.~ D¢ lif
as he turned ahur oo . B Deck,
| the mouth. Suarely o

He took her face in both }:
ed for a moment straight in,i'@”hhtnﬁla, logk:
' that Epa.rkled with delighs ﬂnder Iu._g “Veq
and kissed her on each cheek Eri'tltmk,
_As he walked away the tears B
his eyes for the firgt time vl Hed frog
the baby had died. ATY and

Their Ehriltm“m_

“T thought it better to
' nseful,” said Mr Dossill tﬁiﬁiﬁfﬂ!’-ﬁ
| have bought you a couple of 200d :h 50
for 1%«:mr ’hristmas present, » Toomg

**That was very thoughtfy]
dear,” replied Mrs, Dusgﬂl, ; "ﬂiﬂm’
ideas, and have bunght, YOUu & pood rﬁtrﬂ%

ooal-scuttle for you to car
the cellar in.” v froy

Foot Ball as the Girls See It,

I took the gentle Annabe]
To see the foot ball game,
And thus unto a friend of hers
Did she describe the same -

“Oh, May, you should have
"Twas such a lovely sight ! SeEn latm gy
And though the first game I had s
I under;tmd it quja:. aa

“First came the Yales, all dressed in Lige
Then Harvard came in red, )
One fellow velled, the rest all tried
To jump upon his head,

“‘And then one fellow stopped and stoone
And all the rest got round : e

And every fellow stopped and stooped
And looked hard at the sround.

¥

“ And then another fellow yelled,
And each man where he stood,

Just hit and struck and knocked and kicked
Atevery one he could.

“ And then one fell upon his neck,
And all the others ran,

And on his prone and prostrate form
Leaped every blessed man.

* And then the ambulance drove on,
And loadines up with men

With twisted necks and broken lungs,
Went driving off apain.

“Oh foot ball’s just the cutest Fame!
It cannot be srupassed ;
Jat vt it realiv 15 a shame
To use up men o fast.™
—Prstrn Mo

i
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On What the (Cueen Sleeps.

In these days rovalty does not seem
concern itself so mueh about such magmfi.
cent sleeping couches. It is well knowy
that our gracious sovereign alwayvs include
a bed among her travelling belonripee
which is sent from Windsor Castle when.
| ever her Maiesty goes anywhere. It issaid
to be a periectly simple bedstead of maple

a
1 E

wood, with plain hansines arranced as a
tent, muslin curtains, snd a hair mattres
Two beds were manufactured at the castls
works, one of which was placed in the

| Queen’s cabin on board the Osborne, ag
the other sent in advance to the Schloy
occupied by her Majesty in Darm
| The roval visiter is said sometimes to leave

her bed as a sort of souvenir. Une %o
are told, 1z at Dunkeld. and others at Bada
and Coburg.—Chambers’ Journal.

Is it an Unlucky Coin

The superstition about the num ber [
being ualucky is put to multiplied =@
the new 23-cent pleces. On one side of the
coin there are no less than len repetition
of the number 13. There are 13 stare 13
letters in the scroll held in the eazle’s besk,
| 13 marginal feathers in each wing, 13 il
| feathers, 13 parallel lines in the slhield, 13
| horizontal bars, 13 arrowheads in one claw

13 leaves of the branch in the other claw,
and 13 letters in the words “*quarter dollaz.”
| There hasn’t seemed to be anvthin: unlucks
in the 13 original States nor in the 13stripa

P
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| on the flag, and now it remains to be
| the man who gets his pockets rull of these
new quarter dollars will be unlucky.—New

York Sun.

Theo Selfish Fony.

It had been pouring hard all day, every-
thing was soaking, and the poor pony look-
ed in vain for a dry spot to lie on  After
evident deliberate thought it went up tos
cow who had been lying in one place for a
long while and gave her a most vigorous
kick ; this he repeated several times, untd
at last she was compelled regretfully te

rise, whereupon the pony promptly by
down in the very spot occupied and kept
dry by the cow.—The Spectator.

o

HOW TO MAKE MACARONI.

Interesting Process for Producing Itals’'s
Choicest Bit.

The fiour and water is first put into what
is called a dough making machipe. Ir18
C}'lilnit‘icul in form. and within 17 are knives
or plates, which are worked by steam
power. The dough is kept in this maching
until it is thoroughly mixed. Then it 18

He knew not, nor thought he, what to do |
with it, except that he had an indistinet
idea of placing it npon the child’s grave on
Christmas Day.

The clerk, a sharp, businesslike young |

|
looked dubiously from the expensive pur. |
dressed customer, and |
Do

lln answer he handed her a ten-dollar biil |
She gave the doll to a little cash girl,

who admiringly smoothed down the silken

dress and flaxen hair with

. affectionate ten- |
derness, while the

clerk made out the {:a.ah[

| slip. !

The man looked down upon the little one '

and asked : “*Sav. sissv. wonldn’ )
& ilm N "1‘ - u '.]ﬂ -L ‘.’ﬂ-u 11
to have a doll like that ¥ 2 ke i

pression that began with
| joy, and finished with

She looked up at him quickly with an ex- |

cnthusiasm and |
tearful eyes and a |

2?11:’:&:}1, for she thought he was makirg fun !

turned with neatly
with the change,

in his purse, and
the stairway, he

i:r&aently re- |
parcel and '

placed the money
then, as he turned toward
dumped the doll into the

She scampered away, and
wrappe

The customer carefully

arms of the astonished little girl, hurriedly

said, "HEI‘-E:, BISSY
and walked rapidly

, here’s your Christmas,”
‘ away. 4
When the little girl had sufficiently ree ’f

* much like | covered from her Surprise she ran after him

and caught him on the stairs,

_

She had the advauiage over him jm being

| & large stone weighing 3,300 pounds.

| forced throuch these holes, the little

i
§ .- I ; ht LJ:‘ L

thrown i1nto a circular trough abont -.'L
feet in diameter. Through this trough rols

Tutlaw

i ver

&

and over the dough this heavy weight
passes, rolling it out flat.  This process 18
kept up for half an hour.

The next step is the placing of thi
rolled material in a pﬂwrrf:_li circular p
work by steam. The bottom of !
chine is a copper plate or mold. It 1= aba
an inch thick and perforated with holes, I
the center of which i= a pin. The dough 18
nin 10

| the center of each making the hollow centet

in the macaroni. It comes out In ~:-*j“’:"
strips, soft and so pliable uld Dé

1 3 -m +
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| tied in a knot.

It is then taken upstairs, where a wad

lays it out in straizht lenzths on wir travs
covered with paper. The whole is covered
with heavy paper, and the trays are potid
racks to dry. It lies in this position %0F

eight days betore it hardens and dries co”
pletely.—PPhiladelphia Times.
Learning to Write. :

The question is being asked, both in
Europe and America, why 1t 18 1 hat the
handwriting of Lthe average individual con-
tinues so poor, despite the time :{.Ltd c:im‘;
spent by the schools in teachung Lhe 4t :"'
art of writing. The physicians, oo, :lE'JL.S:
ed by their own personal observation, lpﬂt;
raised a protest against exisiing ‘m::‘;::h.}u?l '-'t
teaching writing. They holc tha
both myopia and scoliosis, which develop +
largely during school life, are d:snnﬂn.‘r:
traceable and taught im writing It‘ﬁ-“‘}]"*h 4
that these harmful postures are due o Lhe
“slope” or “‘slant” of the writing : that 1 :
spine will certainly be twisted uniess 4 léi:__
right siyle of writing is adopted ; that ‘rE-'
tical writing, if suhiilll.utud]df.irh:'f:icll
vailing “sloping” style, would oLVia~
of theﬁe trm?blfs, }It has also beet 5_1'11“'“_
by experiment that the vurh-‘-l-! 1"* ::nlﬂ
writing can be taught more quick.y

the “‘zlnping,” and, when learned, 18 ;';:'
legible. ‘e seemto be rmh":i: whole
where the sypewriter will do

busincss.

FORGIVE AND

ob! forgive and forget §

ting
g waste it in broodin

have met.
It is petter, far better,

r
Tﬂ tﬂﬂ.ﬂh the [JI‘UL'I&
Bﬂd fﬂI‘ﬂEt-

REFRAT
Ob! forgive and forpget,

b aaach your prou
and forget.

the path we must t:
to the valley
Are Crosses and tri
d the chalice of life f
pow drinking,
Oft bears to our lips
and care.

t this life is so short
s ghadow,
That we can not afford
wrong,
us lift up our burde
on hrﬂ-‘li-'E]}"
wWe'll lay thewn down
be long.
fogive and forget
ﬁeﬁﬂ?ﬂ%‘l fondly
Prove themselves to
worthy of trust,
Oh deal with them kind
mortais

Erring like us for we

Oh deal with them te
weakness,
We know every hea
goori,
We all have one father
are brothers.
Then let us forgive
should.

W.C 1.0,

Opening Opportuniti

Commut

Distrihu?c missiona
you 4o not };:.r‘u" whe
the secretary of the nea
hﬂlp you ourt. ¢

Secure signers |
pledze. Do not be
thlﬁ 1-1*‘.‘&_’&“, el
are alrezdy avow d
will eladly oive yout
names. :

Take charce of any
petitions wi TR

—ps,. Lol =1 ;
liquor-s L the W
*eyerybod
ness.
Provide programmes|
prayer-u = -
in o : -
mern
Find work in T
Thl_' 15 L 13 3 LN _I
mu-h : L l1ere.
Iiv
Are wiliing, i L
to be b ! '
for the !
BesUre LY
the ocens
}':I'.'_ =4 SR J
others u > '
ance. v : |
nation 1
gave the sing!
in the line of
Le |
stand 1 ¢ |
uncom : J
1
;
J

i

P

and be T
and wlier
ttself.

Licensed to Niake

Stephen M
Yerk
in:: Al 1 e rance
reason for his tncyin
trathe.

U'I‘j :“::-'.'. 3
CAme To N e _
that time he resid
he found _
made drunk by the
hand. By hissons!
to rum more bHtel
With his son he
asked its kecper WY
foul wrone With
t{l hiﬁ Ht‘l_"‘. a1l u
“T ¢t-1d him 1 would
as botn, and ._;'.I'.
work for prohihition
trade to which we

There are i g
the orol2sque '-:::i'.;;’
drunken men, Ol
hﬂEh at ar ;
families. It 1s no )2
a child come kome
wonder 1s 1t thatal
mm a drunken s-upot
armor to fght a ir
such horrible resu |
remember one T.]_im::,

who is drunk 1t 18 3 2
mills cannot D¢ Ul
boys, any more tha
without using up log
There are laws 10
strong drink to Wil
has eold himself to ]
.. the rum business ciI
business is to sell all
he can out of it. A
of men and women t

and guard their h-::-:q
I
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