CHRISTMAS CAROL.

| There's o story olden, golden, 3
Laden with the sweetest peacs, T

Of o stranger in a manger, -f%f :
Couched on autumn’s rich increass, K-

Robed not in sable, for a stable, AW
With its nide end dust clad walls, ot

! Formed a shelter, where did swelter __m
Cattle in their stifled stalls. e

Then from lhieaven's azure riven,
Blazed a star of radiance bright;

Glorious, victorious,
It paled the other stars of night.

Then it glimmered, gleamed and shimmered,
O'er the town of Bethlehem;

And brighter, nearer, ricber, elearer,

Burned the star of glory then,
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Above the stable’s pointed gables
Did that star of heaven stand;
While adoring, wealth outpouring,
Kuelt the men from Judah's land. &
Boftly saying, ‘mid their prayiog,
While their eyes with tears were dim,
, From ufar we've seen hia star,
! And bave come Lo worship him!
+ Then came winging, sweetly singing,
. Hosts on hosts of chernbim,
“Glory, glory, hear the story!
Peace on earth, good will to men!"
—0. H.

* MOTIHER'S MENAGERIE.

BY OLIVE HARFPER.

Some sixty years ago Madison street in
New York was one of the most aristocratic
stroets in the city, and on both sides it was
built with stately stone mansions, with wide
halls, immense parlors and largo handsomo
rooms, and each had a garden in the rear.
Now the wealthy old Quaker families who
once inhabited them are gone and the whole
street bas degenerated until it is knownas a
“tenement house district,” and these old
houses are full of ragged, half starved chil-
dren; pale, wretched women, and a gener-
ally honest but rough class of men. Every
house has a family in every room, whers
they eat, work and sleep, and even where
there is the most sobriety there is still enough
of noise, unhealthiness and misery. In most
of them men's drunken curses and women
and children’s shrill screams are heard al-
most hourly.

In the attic room of one of the handsomest
of these old houses there lived a widow with
her two children, Ruth and Robert. No
words can picture the bare desolation of that
room, but in spite of the bitter poverty so
apparent it was neat and clean. The young
mother was bornin this house, as had been
ber father, and though she now owned
nothing cn carth but the wretched furniture
about her, and she could barely pay the rent
of this cheerless attic, her heart clung to the
ald houso and hero shestaid. Her fatber had
died suddenly, as had his father before him,
and Abby, his only child, had married a man
who was unworthy his trust and in a short
time he had dissipated every dollar they

and then had died, mercifully for
his wife and little chiklren.

ALby Hicks had tried to earn a living since
then, but with delicate health and two help-
less babies she could not do much. Like the
great majority of women, she had no resource
but her needle, and she found employ ina
shirt factory, and by slaving night and day
as long os her poor little hands could hold the
worls, she managed to keep her children and
herself alive. Their clothes wero the last of
those of better days, and were almost falling
off them from sheer age. though the patient
Jittle fingers had patched and darnéd them
over and over, and her beart sank as she
wondered where she could get more.

Her grandfather nad been a thrifty old man,
and everybody had supposed bim rich; but
when he died it was found that this house
and a few thousand dollars, which was at in-
terest, was all he had, and it was never quite
nnderstood; but no amount of searching in
papers or banks brought to light anything
more and the seareh was finally dropped,
thou -l the question was often discussed.

It grew too dark to sew and not quite dark
enough to light the lamp, and this hour the
little mother usually took to run out and do
her marketing for the next day; and so tell-
ing the children to lie still in bed, for it was
bitterly cold up there o near the roof, she
took her threadbare shawl, and throwing it
around her started out.

STE DENT DEFORE TOR WIND,
The snow was falling in great: <00
and lay thicle upon the pavenent, o
bent hetore the wind a5 she made what hasts
she eoulil, As she walized aloig she wondered
for & moment at the Loii aspect of the
street, and then she suddenly remembered,
with o grent pang, that it wwas Christings
Eve, and two sodden tears volled from her
wltrivklol v Ler eold cheelia
rerybody she niet, even in that poor locas
il to hava so i
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this poor littlo woman could buy nothing, nok
even ro much as a bit of candy, for stern
necessity had laid too strong a hand upon this
desolate little family for the spending even
of one penny on anything but food, fuel and
rent. Choking back the unruly sobs that
would mount up the little woman at last

when she had anything to buy with, and here
sliec bought a soup bone for ten cents, a car-
’ rot, n turnip and two potatoes for five cents,
and then as the fat butcher's fatter wife put
| them in a paper bag she slyly added two rosy
| apples from a barrel and two big red onions,
and the butcher being busy just then selling
a fine turkey to the proprietor of a boarding
1 house did not see it.
“For the babbies, ma'am, with my love,"
said the jolly woman, “and I wish it was
| more,”
i\ Abby Hicks stood a moment irresolute,
!with the red spots of shame burning in her
- cheeks, for never before had she accepted a
|gift, and yct her heart was glad for her
| children and lighter for the womanly sympa-
| thy which she felt had actuated this meager
| miit.
| “Thank you,” was all she could trust her-
| self to say, and she hurried away, and from
| thero she went to the little corner grocery
| whero lier wants were supplied when accom-
panied by cash.  Iere she beought a five cent
loaf and a pail of coal.
“Nothing elsei” asked the grocer's clerk.
“IWo have some fine turkoys and eranberries:

picked; ruisins, apples, jellies, celery—nothing
at alls?

“No, thank you," said Abby, hurrying
away.

The coal had taken her last cent. She got
out azain into the strect on her way back
and hurried onward, only anxzious to get
back to where sho eould weep ber heart out
in her woe, for where is an agony keener for
a mother than to deprive ber children of the
joy that is rightfully theirs on Christmas
day? Dear little Robbie! He would hear
tho other children blowing their tin trum-
pets and beating their drums, and his sturdy
little heart had always desired one and the
other by turns, And good, gentle Ruthiel
How her motherly soul had longed for a real
doll! Not the old rag doll, but a real one,
with foir hair and blue eyes. And this
mother had promised long ago that she
would write a long letter to Santa Claus and
tell him what good little children they were,
and now they would grieve over his neglect.
What should she do? She had nothing to
gell that they could by any possibility spare.
Everything had been sold long ago that
could bring anything at all; and now, to add
to her despair,a huckster's wagon, loaded
with cheap toys, stopped just i front of her,
and the strong lunged hucksters began cry-
ing out their wares, Again she quickened
her pace, and went on blindly up thestairsto
her miserable home, all the while her heart
nearly bursting with its agony as memory
pictured this home &s it had been only ten
short yearsago. Yes, on this very anniver-
sary, and she dressed in white satin, with
pearls and beautiful laces, was the envied
beauty of the great ballL. Where now were
all those brilliang lights, the flowers, the ser-
vants, her swoet faced mother and nobls
father?

THE MENAGERIE, *

All were gone, and she loft alone to battle
with such a hard world. Had it not beenfor
those two little children up stairs the icy
river would have soon closed her book of sor-

TOW.

She reached her room. The children were
fast asleep, and she lighted the lamp end sat
down by the little stove,

“If wo starve,” she said, ““I cannot work
to-night.”

By and by mechanically she went about
and put the little room to rights, and bhung
the children's worn clothing over the chair-
back, and took the meat for the next day’s
dinner and suppenfrom its baz. The vege-
tables lay upon the table, with the apples.
These she wiped softly and thon sat down
again, looking at them in a dream. Bud-
denly she gave a nervous little laugh, saying:

“Y will. It will amuse them at any rate.”

Then she took a knife and picce of kind-
ling and in'a little while cut it in small
sticks, and these she counted until sho had
the number she needed, and set to worl.

She found the two.potatoes adapted to her
plen, which was to make horses of them by
sticking four legs, a tail and two cars into
them. Treated the sambé way the two red
onions made rather awkward but pretty
colored cows, aud tly turuips became a tiger
and {ho carrot an alligator.

Thgse madoe quite a little menagerie when
| set upon the table in a position to attract tho
| children's attention the first thing in the
| morning, and a red applo was thrust into
| each well darned stocking and they were hung
‘upon the board which served for a mantel-
| piece.

Ii Thus out of nothing mother love devised a

| bit of Christmas for her little ones, and whea

| this was done, somehow her heart was
|. lighter and she blessed God for the inspira-
| tion and that she had bher children and

i hiealth, and thanked him while she lay down

| beside the two pretty if pale children.

Thko noise of drums, trumpets and chil-
ldl'i::l's shouts in streets and hall waked the
children almost before daylight, and they
| begau to ask each other and their mother
| what it was all about, and she told them that
| it was Clwistmas, and lying then for once

! idle during the daylight hours shie told them

| all the gvect story and then they began to
wonder il Santa Clans had been to them, and
they bouned out of bed to see,

| The apyles were very riare and bea

| them, but the wenagerie of wondecful ani-

i mals sarparanl anything they ever dremmned
of, and us e ot oold then:

Yo see, dear o, abey nre nicer than any
wooden 1oy froands eogtd by for wo ean
pPlay that they are real, truly asimals amd
var ean kUl thew avd odeess them amd cut

¢1eoak thein by

iy,

v just as the La
| 0hy yes!™ said Jathie in e

“Lden’s want my ollumes
elared Roblije, stoutly, 1

L5y,
cut up,” de-
o paciliod, aml

thoe children 1 the morns
inge with theira Ltz it veauired the
solstant service o L i brolien
leg sy Beans ol i, ddren did
&y g 4 thay seeia
Tavpy wind Ber b nehtenml, Dt whey

thotime cxme for tis Lo vart ol their play,

reached the butcher's shop where she dealt, -

Robbie would not allow a single one 6f his
precious “‘ammuls” to be sacrificed, and ak
last he became so obstreperous that his
mother was obliged to punish him by shutting
him into a good sized closet which had
always stood between the chimney and the
gable window. Robbie did not enjoy his im-
prisonment and kicked and cried until he
made the very rafters ring, but suddenly
after o rather more violent outbreak than

chiekens, too, first rate Philadelphias dry |

usual there was a silence, and his mother
waited a while, surprised at this new freak,
and then she opened the door and looked in.

There on the floor sat Robbie, with a piece
of thie baseboard lying flat, and disclosing a
hole within which was a tin box. This he
was trying to pull out, but it scemed too
heavy for him to move, and soon Mrs. Hicks
had it out and was examining it. When she
had wiped off thy dust she found painted
upon it in white lecters “‘Owen Ilardcastle.”
It necded no thore to take every bit of
strength she bad and make her sink white
and suffocating on the chair. This was her
grandicther’s name! What it this box con-
tained the money he was supposed to have
‘hidden somewhere? It was heavy enongh.
| A moment’s reflection convinced her that, as
she was the only living member of all the
family, this box and its contents were hers,
and so with a knife and piece of wood she
pried it open and found even as she had
.hoped. The box was full of gold, and also
| zontained severel valuable diamonds, so that
this woman, who had the night before been
'on the verge of despair from poverty, and
'who had had to make a travesty of her
| meager dinner to give her fatherless babies a
[little of the joy that Christmas brings, was
Ilifted above want again.

But, though she had found this treasure,
and slie knew it was her own in all right, she
was too sensible a little woman to bruit the
news about, and so they sat down to their
Christmas dinner of soup made out of a
whole menagerie, and up to this day, though
she lives in a different way now, the lawyers
never got wind of her inheritance nor share
in it. Robbioand Ruthie have pretty toys,
but probably none of them have ever been
juite as dear to their little hearts as the
strange animals their mother's breaking
heart wrought out for their pleasure.

A CALIFORNIA CHRISTMAS, 1862.

BY EATE VAN NORMA GIBSON,

‘We reached California late in the fall of
1852, and before we ktmew it could be winter
in & country where the grass was freshly
sprouting and the trees bright and green,
Christmas was upon us, and no turkey in the
state, The children held & solemn conclave
and concluded that Santa Claus could never
get so far, besides there was no snow for his
sleigh to travel on.

As I said, there was probably not one
turkoy in the whole state, and though there
were & few chickens, no one would have con-
sented for & moment to kill them when eggs
were worth §1 apiece. Bo our hopes foran
sld fashioned Christmas fell far below zero,
and in spite of our best endeavors we felta
little blue and homesick.

There wes plenty of the poor Spanish beef
to be obtained, and also veal, but a sucking
pig would have beeu an impossibility, and
there was absclutely no fruit in the country
except such as grew wild, and, of course,
there was none at this season, but the genius
of women for making something out of noth-
ing is proverbial, and the men of the family
thought the women would pull through some-
how, though how was that to be without fruit,
sggs, milk or cream, or, indeed, anything ex-
cept bayou beans, Spanish beef aud a very
few potatoes, and no onions to season any-
thing with, nor knives? This was in what is
Dakland now, but at that time there were but
three wooden houses and a fow tents there.

The two women put their heads together
and finally decided that they could at least
make a plum pudding, but in the little
igtore” there were no raisins, nothing but
dried apples. They bought six eggs, paying
$8 for them, consideving the season, and took
some dried apples. These wero put to soak
over night and on Christmas morning they
were chopped into small bits, and with the
eggs and a plentiful supply of molasses, flour
and suet, a biz pudding was put into a bag
and over the fire to boil. This success stimu-
lated the women to try an apple pis or so.

In the meantimo a big rib of beof was duly
salted and peppered and surrounded with
potatoes, and was made reedy to put in the
oven when Uncle Charlie, who was a mighty
hunter, suddenly made his appearance with
a big fat goose in one hand and a fine big
turkoy, as wo thought, in the other, both
plucked and dressed, ready for the oven.

Some one was sent o buy an onion, as the
grandmother said the goose really must have
onion in the stuffing, and for that one little
onion, no larger than an egg, we paid 81
and were glad to get it at that price. Grand-
mother brought out her wonder{ul bag of
herbs and a little of very precious sage, and
summer savory was sifted into the dressing
and the two fine birds were put down to cook,
and we cll began to rejoice that even in far
off California Christinas was not quite lost.
The two birds now cooking had been shot
early that moruing. One was a honker
goosc and the ‘other was an enormous sand
hill erane, or, o5 they were then called, Cali-
fornia turkey. These immense birds grow
very fat and ere really delicious eating, as
we found at dinner time. And when the
table was laid out with the finest linen and
choice dishes that bad followed the family
fortunes “around the Horn,” that dinnmer
was voted asuccess, but the pudding, covered
with blazing brandy, looked justas Christ-
mas like as if it had been a real plum one,
though it had a sprig of “live oak” instead
of holly in it, end although it did not take
quite as good.

After dinner we had games, and though
the children missed the hanging up of the
stockings, they went to bed bappy in the
hope, afterward fuliilled, that S:nta Claus
might got there by New Year's, sceing that
they lived too far away for him to reach
them on Christmas,

THE CHRISTMAS STOCKING.
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A DIFFICULT PROBLEM,

|

“Santa Claus would bo puzzled to get any-
thing into my stocking; 'cause why I haven't
got any.” [

ON THE RAPPAIANNOCK. |

CHRISTMAS DAY, 1802 !
By Jobn I. Paxton, Private, Company G, 140th
Penpsylvania Volunteers. |

There was my old comrade, Sergt. Nelson, !
who had gathered somewhat of evil in the |
army, whose Christian virtues were not |
highly polished, and who, on occasion,
dropped into profanity as Wegg did into
poetry. Now I wonder which Nelson God
will keep, and whieh Nelson he will throw
away—the rough soldier, or the man at Cold
Harbor who said, “Boys, do you hear Bebout
and Stone calling our names and begzging for
water?” We left them at the foot of the hill
wounded that afternoon when we charged
and were repulsed. ‘‘Boys, its mighty
risky. Thereisno truce to-night, and them
rebs shoot about as fine by starlight as by
day. ButI'm going out to them. You see,
if you and I were lying over there with a hole
through us and we called for water and no
one come, though you heard us, we would
curse you all. Who will go with me? "I,
sergeant.” ‘“‘And L” They went, and two
of them were killed. I wonder which Nelson
God will keep, which throw away—the Nel-
son who was no saint, or the Nelson who
died for man, like Jesus Christ? .

I wonder which man is me and which will
come to the front and be on top at judgment:
this me in the study here, with an open Bible
before him, who flatly contradicts the other
me, who shivered with cold on the Rappa-
hannock twenty-five years ago.

It is such a funny world! You and I load
our friends down with our aches and misfor-
tunes and troubles, but when a rich old uncle
dies and leaves us half a million, we do not
load that on them. Oh, no. But hero am I
preaching, so strong is habit. Yet which is
me—this gentle, meek, apologetic clergyman,
or that other me of a quarter of a century
ago? that other mo who wore that faded blue
roundabout hanging on my study wall, with
a lieutenant's shoulder straps on it, who wore
that sword and belt there beforo my eyes?
Which is me—this man acquainted with
meekness and piety and alms and grief, or
that me of the sword and brass buttoned
jacket on the wall, who was acquainted with
war, deviltries, death, reckless daring, love's
young dream] Here a bappy thought strikes
me: to try on that soldier's jacket and buckle
on again that sword. I am going to get into
that jacket, so faded, so small for me now; 1
am going to buckle on that sword, if it
does compel crowding, bad language, rebel-
lion, pains, and being carried off the field
swooning, assomse ladies are betimes, because
of tho uproar and rage of tho incommoded
guests within, Well, it happened on this wise
that I found myself shivering on the banks
of the Rappahannock on Christmas Day,
1862, enlisted for three years or during the
war, food for villainous saltpeter.

“iA HAPPY TOOUGHT ETRIKES ME."

Istarted for Richinord in July, 1862, & lad
18 years old, a junior in college, and chafing
‘to be at it—to double quick it after John
| Brown's soul, which, since it did not require
' a knapsack, or three day's rations, or a ean-
|teeny or a halt during the night for sleep,
" was always marching on. On the night be-
| fore Christmss, 1862, I we a dejected young |
| patriot, wishing I Lkadn't done it, shivering '
/in the open weather & mile back of the Rap- |
i pahannoek, on the reserve picket, and ex-
! posed to a wet snowstorm. There was not a

sticlt of wood within five miles of us; all cut
‘down, even tho roots of treca duz up and
' burned. We lay down on our rubber blankets,
| pulled our woolen blankets over us, spooned
[it as close s we could get, to steal warmth
| from our comrades, und tried not to ery.

| Next morning tho snow lay heavy and
deep, and the men, when I waked and looked
gbout me, reminded e of a church grave-
" yard in winter. The snow covered us all,
and my comrades scemed as if a small ceme- I
tery—just like a graveyard and its mounds. |
afall in for picket duty!
Moore, Mciinnus, Paxton, Perrine, Pollock; |
fall in™ We fell in, of cou No break-
fase; chilled to the marrow; v n foot !
deep,  We tightened our beits o our empiy |
stomaehis, seia rrehed to
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There, come, | |

tial music; gorgeous brigadiers in blue and
gold; tell young men i line, shining in brass,
War meant to me tumultuous memories of
Bunker Hill, Ceesar’s Tenth legion, the charge
of the Six Hundred—anything but this
Pshaw! I wish I were home. Let me see.
Home?! God's country. A teari—yes, itisa
tear. What are they doing at home? This is
Christmas Day, 1862, Home? \Vell, stock-
ings on the wall, candy, turkey, fun, merry
Christmas, and the face of the girl I left be-
hind. Another tear? Yes, I couldn’t help it;
1 was only 18, and there was such a contrast
botween Clristmas, 1862, on the Rappahan-
noclk, and other Christmases, Yes, there way
a girl, too—such swect eyes; such long lashes;
such a low, tender voice! ‘“‘Come, move
quicker! Who goes there!™ Shift the rifle
from one aching shoulder to the other.

*‘Hello, Johnny, what are you up to? The
river was narrow, but deep and swift, It
was o wet cold, not a freczing cold. There
was no ice—too swift for that.

“Ilello, Johnny, what you coughing so
for”

“Yank, with no overcoat, shoes full of

| holes, nothing to eat but parched corn and

tobaceo, and with the derned Yankeo snow a
foot deep there is nothin’ left—nothin® but to
get up a eough by way of protestin’ against
this infernal treatment of the body. We uns,
Yank, all have a cough over here, and there's
no sayin® which will run us to lhole first, the
cough or your bullets,”

The snow still fcll; the keen wind, raw and
flerce, cut to the bone. It was God's worsé
weather in God's forlornest, bleakest spot of
ground, that Christmas day of (2 on the
Rappahannock, a half mile below the town
of Fredericksburg. But come, pick up your
prostrate pluck, you shivering private.
Surely there is enough dampness around
without adding to it your tears.

“Let's laugh, boys.”

‘‘Hello, Johnny!”

“Hello yourself, Yank!”

“Merry Christmas, Johnny["

“Same to you, Yank!"

“Say, Johnny, got anything to trade?

“Parched corn and tobaceco—the size of our
Christmas, Yank.”

‘'YANK, NO OVERCOAT.”

“All right; you shall have some of our
coffec and sugar and pork. Boys, find the
boats.” :

Such boats! I see the children sailing them
on the small lakes in our Central Park. Some
Yankee, desperately hungry for tobacco, in-
vented them for trading with the Johnnies.
They were hid away under the banks of the
river for successive relays of pickets.

We got out the boats. An old handlerchief
answered for a sail. o loaded them with
coffee, sugar, pork, and set the sail, and
watched them slowly creep tg the other shore.
And the Johnnies! To ses them crowd the
bank, and push and scramble to be first to
seize the boets, going into the water, and
stretching out their long arms! Then when
they pulled the hoats ashore, and stood in a
group over the cargo, and to hear their ex-
clamations: “Hurrah for hog!” ‘“Bay, that's
not roasted rye, but genuine coffee. Smell
it, you uns.” **And sugar, too.” Then they
divided tho consignment. They laughed and
shouted, ‘‘Reckon you uns been good to we
ms this Christmas Day, Yanks.” Then they
put parched corn, tobacco, ripe persimmons,
into the boats, and sent them back tous.
And we chowed the parched corn, smoked
real Virginia leaf, ate persimmons, which, if
they weren't very filling, at least contracted
our stomachs to tho size of our Christmas
dinner. And so the day passed.- Wo shouted,
“Merry Christmas, Johnny.” They shouted,
“Same to you, Yank.” And we forgot the

biting wind, the chilling cold; we forgot |'

thoso men over there were our cnemies,
whom it might be our duty to shoot before
evening,

o had bridged the river—spanned the
bloody chasm. We were brothers, not foes,
waving salutations of good will in the name
of the Babe of Bethlchem, on Christmas Day,
in'02. At the very front of the opposing
armies the Christ Child struck & truce for us
—broke down the well of partition, beeame
our peace. We eschanged gifts  We shouted
greetings back and forth. We kept Christ-
mas, and our hearts were lighter for it and
our shivering bodies were not quite so cold.
Go thon and dolikewise; push no poor debtor,
prosccute mo guarrcl, bear no grudge, at
Clristmes time: forzive your enemics, re-
member your mercies and do not brood over
your misfortunes, at Christmas time. If the
times ere bard do not let the children’ know
it, or Lazarus on your doorstep become
aware of it, at Christmas time, to his deeper
despair. Cannot you be cheerful and brave
by your firesides, a5 we soldiers were on the
Rappahannock on Christinas Day in 02,
shouting geod wills to rebels on the opposite
shore? Letus all shake hands on Christimas

/4
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eease, let wrath be forgotten, let quarrels ba
reconciled.

Let charity dispense bounty. Let the rich
man love the poor. Let the lap of childhood
be filled with plenty. Let all Rappahan-
nocks of cstrangement, separation, - bitters
ness, unequal lots, opposing interests, be
bridged by the Babe of Bethlehem 'on Christ-

mas Day of 87. And ‘‘be ye kind one to an-
| other, tender hearted, forgiving one anothér
! even as God for Christ's sake hath forgiven
you." There, I am preaching again, in a
secular journal of civilization. Yet I can’t
help it. This Christ born me bas thrown oft
and left behind the other me, the old ms,
who followed Grant and Hancock to Rich-
mond in the wild, mad days of turbulent
youth, I have taken off that faded blue
jacket, and can stretch my arms; I have ub-
buckled that worn belt, and can breathe
frecly. Come, jagket; come, sword—!
azain on the wall. * You are my old me; bu
thio present, real me is a man of peace and
acquainted with grief; not so happy as a
saint as he was as a soldier, but still trying
to do his work, since God didn't send for him
at Gettysburg.—Harper's Weekly.

IN KENTUCKY AND TENNESSEE.

How Christmas Day Is Celebrated In
Those States.

Christmas day is not only the most widely
and universaily observed holiday in the
Christian calendar, but it, is also susceptible
of a greater variety of observance than per-
haps any other holiday. Santa Claus and
the Christmas tree are known aund loved of
all children. In Kentucky and other south-
ern states the day is ushered in with a gun-
powder accompaniment. In the north the
Fourth of July is made horrible by the boom-
ing of cannon and the raitle of firecrackers.
In the south these are reserved for Christ-
mas morning. Among the country and vil-
lage population Christmas is the occasion of
a general turnout in flelds and woods with °
guns and dogs. On that day of all days do
the rabbits, squirrels and quail find them-
selves pursued by about every man and boy,
both white and colored, who ov.ns or can
borrow an old shotgun, blunderbuss or shoot-
ing iron of any kind, and the fialds and
woods resound from morn till night with the
echoés of exploding gunpowder as the hunt-
era stalk up the hapless game: The dogs
lend their quota to the day's noise and ex-
citement, baying on the trail of frightened
foxes and rabbits. ) )

In Tennessee the wise men who made the
"aws in the early days of the state's existence
recognized the merit of markmanship,and
to encourage this accomplishment enacted a
law exempting wagers on marksmanship
from the general - penalties against other
species of gambling. Bo that the men of a
village or farm community may con
and put up money, a quartér of beef or a
turkey, as the prize to be carried off by the
best shot. The target is often the top of &
paper cap box about as large in diameter: as
& silver quartér, and the distance ranges
from twenty-five to 100 steps. The guns
used are long single barrel muzzle loadifig
rifles, If the match is to. be shot off hand
{resting the gun against the shoulder with-
out a rest) the distance is seldom greater
than twenty-five paces, and even at that dis-
tance the bullets are oiten bunched from a
dozen rifles into a space which can be covered
with a silver dollar.

These rifle shooting matches are now
largely reserved for the Christmas day, and
are looked forward to all the year round. On
these oceasions all the young men who boast
of their ability to ‘‘cut the bull's eye three
times out of five” gather to banter and take
the conceit out of such as think themselves
crack shits. . '

Christmas night is largely given up to
“fiddlin’ and danein' " in the homes of the
hospitable backwoods southrons, and even in
the towns and villages it is a very common
custom to have a dance on Christmas night.

She Spoke Not for Herself.
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“[s you 'faid of Santa Claus, mamma? If
you is I will come in your bed.”

CHRISTMAS IN OLDEN TIME.

Tleap on more wood, the wind is chill;
But let it whistle as it will;
We'll keep our Christmas merry still.
And well our Christian sires of old
Loveil, when the yeer its course had rolled,
And brought blithe Christmas back again,
With all its hespitable train,
Domestic and religions rite
Gave honor to the holy night.
On Christmas Eve the bells were rung:
On Christmas Live the mass was sung;
That only night in all the year
Saw the stoled priest the chalice rear.
The danisel donned Lier kirtle sheen;
The hall was dressed with holly green;
Forth to the wood did merry men go
To gather in the mistletoe.
_ Then opened wide the baron's hall
To vassal, tenaut, sert and all:
Power laid his rod of rule eside,
. And Ceremony doffed his pride;
The heir, with roses in bis shoes,
That night might village partner choose;
The lord underogating share
The vulgar game of “*post and pair.™
All hail with uncontrolled delizht
And general voies the hapny night
That to rhe cottage, as the crown,
Erought tidiogs of salvation down.
—ae Walter Scotts

CHRISTMAS THE HAPPIEST.
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