
CHRISTMAS PEACE.

each shall mourn, in life's advance,
Dear hopes, dear friends, untimely killed;

Shall grieve for many a forfeit chance
And longing passion unfulfilled.

Amen!—whatever fate be sent,
Pray God the heart may kindly glow,

Although the head with cares be bent,
And whitened with the winter snow.

'nine wealth or want, come good or ill,
Let young and old accept their part,

: And bow before the awful will,
And bear it with an honest heart.

Who misses, or who wins the prize,—
Go, love or conquer as you can;

But if you-fail, or if you rise,
Be each, pray God, a gentleman.

A gentleman, or old or young!
(Bear kindly with my humble lays;)

The sacred chorus first was sung
Upon the first of Christmas days;

The shepherds heard it overhead,—
The joyful angels raised it then:

Glory to Heavenon high, it said,
And peace on eIrth to gentle men!

My song, save this, is little worth;
I lay the weary pen aside,

And wish you health, and love, and mirth,
As fits the solemn Christmas tide.

As tits the holy Christmas birth,
Be this, good friends, our carol still—

Be peace on earth, be peace on earth,
To men of gentle will.

—WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY.

Our North Pole Christmas.
Lieut. Greely in the Chicago Current.
It was Christmas eve in Grinnell

land, as in all the world beside. The
temperature was moderate for the
season, ranging from 25 to 30 degrees
below zero of Fahrenheit. For two
days, however, a severe storm of high

CHRISTMAS BELLS AND NEW YEARS CALLO
This was the question
that disturbed our
minds.
At noon, to our de-

light, the wind fell and
a few hours later the
snowy clouds vanished
as if by magic, and
once again the starry
beauties of the polar

heaven shone forth in all their glory.
This sudden change spoke well for the
morrow and gave new vigor to Sergts.
Rice and Brainerd, who had set their
hearts upon a fitting celebration of
the corning day. They asked the
use of all flags, banners and
other decorative articles, intimat-
ing at the same time that my ab-
sence from the men's quarters until
9 P. M. was desirable. At that hour,
entering the men's quarters, the results
of their work stood diselosed. The
bright flags, neat banners and gay
guidons were tastefully arranged and
presented a marked and delightful
contrast to the smoked-begrimmed
walls and ceiling. In the most promi-
nent place was hung an afghan, whose
alternations of snowy whiteness and
crimson color were broken by various
devices in delicate needlework. Its
golden anchor of hope, its silver horse-
shoe of luck, its white lilies of purity,
its sweet violets of remembrance, its
cross of faith were to us all emblems
ever dear. Wrought by loving hands
in other climes, its first usefulness
served to cheer and brighten our lone-
ly Arctic quarters on this Christmas
eve.

After a pleasant and careful inspec-
tion of the decorations and general
comments on the care and taste dis-
played, the distribution of our Christ-
mas gifts came in order. Unfortunate-
ly, we could not conform to the tradi-
tional customs, for the Christmas tree
was wanting. A thorough search the
previous autumn had satisfied us that
all Grinnell land contained but a sin_
gle living variety of shrub or tree—the
Arctic willow. The largest specimen
of it seen by us was but a creeping
shrub, as thick as one's thumb and
about a foot in length. So we were
content to distribute our gifts in a
more prosaic manner. Our stock of
presents was not large. The greater ,
part of them had been contributed

CAUGHT NAPPING.

wind and drifting snow had prevailed,
rendering our usual out-of-door exer-
cise difficult and dangerous. For
seventy days the cheerless gloom and
darkness of the long Arctic night had
been upon us, leaving their impress in
the shape of failing appetites, fading
color and depressed spirits. Now
more than ever came to our minds a
sense of isolation and a remembrance
of that world from which we were

through the kindness of a lady in New
York City, who, although unacquaint-
ed with any member of this expedition,
had, with considerable thoughtfulness,
forwarded some little gift for each of
the party. The present for Lieut.
Kislingbury, when opened, caused con-
siderable merriment, it being a little
wooden dog. It elicited from the lieu-
tenant a question to Private Schnei-
der, which has been often heard in

OLD SANTA'S RECORD BOOS.

separated by long and dreary expanse
of ice and snow.
But Christmas eve had come and it

was time to bestir ourselves and, in a
spirit of unison with our fellow men,
prepare to celebrate the advent of our
Lord. Amidst the storm and gloom
and darkness of the day, we had
madeshift to do honor to this birth-
day of one of our party—Corporal
baler—but would storm and wind al-
lay and give us a brighter Christmas?

lower latitudes: "Ah, Schneider, don't

you want to buy a dog?" The 
ap-

propriateness of the remark lay in the

fact that Schneider had devoted 
him-

self to the Eskimo puppies, and 
was

then caring especially for two 
litters

of them. The officers' mess 
was the

recipient of an excellent imitation 
of

an Irish potato. The commanding

officer received a fan, which was 
hard-

ly needed to recall the 
climes for which

it was made. The 
presents for the

men nearly always included pipes or
tobacco, with the addition of books,
slates, pencils, wristlets, etc. Sergeant
Rice thought it an adverse fate which
sent to him—a non-smoker—a, pouch
filled with a goodly quantity of the
weed. Sergt. Gardiner was greatly de-
lighted and surprised by receiving from
his sister a comforter knit by her hands.
Others, who had been the recipients
of appropriate presents for their out-
fit on leaving the United States, some-
what envied Gardiner his Christmas
gift from home. A handsome rug, sent
for one of the men who had been or-
dered back in the steamer Proteus, in
1881, was disposed of by raffle and
fell to Corporal Elison. The distribu-
tion of these gifts was made by Sergt.
Rice, who, in presenting them, added
in each instance a few words of con-
gratulation or well-meant badinage
as best befitted the individual.
The gifts from the commanding of-

ficer were now in order. Twenty-four
cans of uniform size, numbered from
one upwards, were set on the table
and disposed of by chance. The high-
est throw had first choice, and select-
ed a number which entitled him to the
can. As with Portia's sealed cask-
ets, the privilege of external examin-
ation was granted, and, as in that
case, where weighty gold and shining
silver lost the prize, so here the heavier
and more attractive cans were not al-
ways the most valuable. In general
the heavier cans were filled with beans,
nuts or rice, while the lighter contain-
ed orders for confections, fruits, rum,
etc. One fortunate individual, Sergt.
Gardiner, drew an order for a ton of
ice—a second an order "Good for noth-
ing" and a third a ticket "Good for a
passage to St. Johns by the first
steamer." As transpired two years
later, Gardiner, poor fellow, had it in
mind to turn the joke upon me and
pay me off in my own coin. On one
of the bright days that came to us in
the spriwtime at Sabine—for, even
amidst all our sufferin;s and terrible

ated as we were upon the verge of the
world, and living in the great shadow
of that Arctic night, to us all came more
touchingly and forcibly than ever the
truth of those beautiful words:
"If I take the wings of the morning

and remain in the uttermost parts of
the sea.
"Even there also shall thy hand lead

.me and thy right hand hold me.
"If I say, peradventure thedarkness

shall cover me; then shall my night be
turned to day.
"Yea, the darkness is no darkness

with thee, but the night is as clear a.;
the day; the darkness and light are
to thee both alike."
Need I say that our morning exer-

cises were closed with "Praise God
from Whom all Blessings Flow," in
which even the least musical raised
his voice?
During the day nearly every man

took an unusual amount of physical
exercise in view of the approahing
feast, and the three-mile course to
Dutch island and back was, as usual,
the favorite of the day. If high noon
brought to us naught but the shining
stars and circling planets of the night,
yet our eyes and senses, trained to
Arctic darkness, enabled us to keep
the rough roadway through the tan-
gled ice-foot and on the paleo-crystic
floe. And if Nature by her frosty touch
had banished every livingsubject from
our clime and thus silenced the hum
of animal life, yet with grand and
wordless voices she spoke to us
through the surging tides and crack-
ling ice-foot.

Christmas Hints.
If one has children something for

them is to be planned first. Girls who
play with dolls are always pleased
with a new one: you can make the
body and buy only the head, and it
will be quite a saving on a large doll.
Now I am going to tell you how to
make a monkey doll. First get a
small cocoanut and cut it in halves:

THE LITTLE CHERUB'S CHRISTMAS.

privations, our spii its never entirely
failed us, and some days were bright
and cheerful to us—he opened his wal-
let and said:

I have here, major, a paper that may
interest you. I had intended to pre-
sent it to you to be honored on our
arrival home, but, as that may never

be, I would like you to read it now."

It was my order for a ton of ice.
While the raffling was in progress,

skillful hands had been busy preparing
our Christmas cups, adelicious egg-nog
—delicious to us even though the milk
and es used for compounding it were
from the can and not freshly from the
farm. The merriment of the evening,

as was natural and appropriate, burst
forth in song. Plantation melodies,
comic songs and sentimental ditties
were rendered, giving way, as midnight
approached, to sacred hymns and those
beautiful and tender Christmas carols
which have come down to us from the
middle ages. Thus with songs of
praise was ushered in that Christmas
morn in our lonely home in the weird
and frozen Northland.

At 6 o'clock on Christmas day the
thermometer registered 40 degrees be-
low zero, but calm weather and a
clear sky insured a delightful day, as
Arctic days go at that season of the
year. Our breakfast came as usual

at 7:30. At 10 o'clock the men as-
sembled for the customary Sunday
service. The selection of Psalms for
Christmas day was read, as well as
the 139th and 140th Psalms. Situ-

on one piece paint the monkey's eyes,
nose and mouth. Make a good, large
rag doll and cover the hands and feet
with dark brown kid, stitching
through the hands so as to represent
fingers; the feet should also be made
quite flat and but little cotton in
them. Glue the head on and put on a
red flannel or knit cap in such a way
as to conceal this joining of the head
and face, and make black velvet pants
and a red flannel jacket and gilt but-
tons. I nearly forgot to say that, of
course, the monkey wants a tail.
A ball knit or crotched of bright col-

ored worsted, filled with cotton, and a
half a yard of elastic cord attached
to it, will please a small child, and if
you,have a boy that likes to drive a
horse, knit him some reins of bright
colored yarn. For children who en-
joy games there are several that can
be made at home. A checker board
for one, as button moulds will answer
for men by coloring half of them, a
fox and geese board, seven racers, a
star. The last two named are puz-
zles as well as games, and but only
one at a time can play.
Many girls would take an immediate

interest in sewing if they owned a
work-box containing thimble, needles,
several spools of thread, a pretty lit-
tle cake of wax, etc. Cigar boxes make
very good work-boxes by spending a
little time on them.

A nice doll's trunk can be made of a
large cigar box. Nail the lid on firmly,
then have the box sawed in two parts,

one inch below the top; the narro-w
piece is for the lid. If long hinges can-
not be easily obtained glue on a piece
of cloth, to conne.ct the cover and
body. To represent a zinc trunk
cover the box with silver paper, paste
this on, and to represent the stripes
of wood such as are seen on trunks,
paste on stripes of manilla paper, and
black paper to give the appearance of
iron braces. Perhaps a canvas-
covered trunk is preferred. For this
glue on brown duck cloth, and finish

and mercy has returned the lost sheep
to their fold. There are many such
scenes as this pen picture presents to
day, and to such, indeed, with all our
hearts, we wish a merry Christmas.
The little ones will enjoy their pres-

ents, and they will praise and thank
Santa Claus for the many good filings
he has provided them; but alas, it will
not be so with all God's children. The
poor waif who awakes this morning,
and listens to the chimes pealingforth
their joyous anthems will wonder,and

THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS.

the same as the zinc. The inside I later on,when his more fortunate play-
should be lined with paper. Knit
caps that will roll up or pull down
over the ears are handy and pretty
for the boys. Toboggan caps are all
the rage for the girls and young
women.

•
CHRISTMAS.

BY EUGENE FIELD.

My little child comes to my knee
And tugging pleads that he may climb
Into my lap to hear me tell
The Christmas tale he loves so well —

A tale my mother told to me,
Beginning "Once upon a time.'

It is a tale of skies that rang
With angel rhapsodies sublime;
Of that great host, serene and white,
The shepherds saw one winter night—

And of the glorious stars that sang
An anthem once upon a time.

This story of the hallowed years
Tells of the sacrifice sublime
Of one who prayed alone and wept
While his awearied followers slept —

And how his blood and Mary's tears
Commingled, once upon a time.

And now my darling at my side
And echoes of the distant chime
Bring that sweet story back to me—
Of Bethlehem and Calvary,

And of the gentle Christ that diel
For sinners, once upon a tune.

The mighty deeds that men have told
In ponderous tones or fluent rhyme,
Like misty shadows fade away—
But this sweet story 'bides for aye,

And, like the stars that sang of old,
We sing of "Once upon a time."

Christmas.
"Then opened wide the baron's hall
To vassal, tenant, surf and all;

* * * * * * *
A Christmas gambol oft would cheer
A poor man's heart through half the year."
To-day is Christmas day, and a

merry one to all our readers is our
hearty and earnest wish.
To day, we live and celebrate the

greatest feast of all the year, for it
brings to us the Infant Jesus.
We begin our life anew this morning

at the manger in Bethlehem, and with
good intents arid promises, propose
to follow in the footsteps of that
sacred child who cuddles to the
bosom of his Holy mother; she who is
destined to follow and share with Him
in His trials and sorrows while on
earth, that she may enjoy the bless-
ings of His heavenly home when the
day of His resurrection cometh.

All nature smiles this morning, and
at every turn we hear the carols of the
Christmas-tide, announcing that "this
day is born to us a Saviour." Man-
kind himself is happy and though the
green sod be carpeted with snow-flakes,
there prevails a quietude, whose throb-
bing and pulsation fills us with a rev-
erence and surround us with a halo of
ethereal light; whose beauty is beyond
compare; whose presence is as brilliant
as the noon-day sun, and as mellow as
the views we often witness by the flit-
ting of the clouds as they cast their
shadows on the hillside and meadow
land in theearly morn of a bright sum-

mer's day.
To-day the home circle rejoice, for

it brings the young and old of the
household together, and the peaceful
influence of its happy hours allays,
perhaps, the feeling of strife and con-
tention that may have existed for
years between some members of that
family circle, but under the soothing
influence of a Christmas day, all is for-
gotten and forgiven, the prodigals
have returned; the aged father and
mother are filled to overflowing with
gratitude to Him who in His goodness

mates will exhibit their many toys
and luxuries which the good Santa
Claus has placed in their stockings,
will marvel that they should be ex-
cepted in this general distribution of
the good things which were doled out
by St. Nicholas and his elfins on the
eve of the nativity.
"The poor ye have with ye always."

So do not let us forget them now.
You, dear reader, pray for the
poor, that they may be re-
lieved of their burdens, and see to it

that your offerings, on this natal day,
are commensurate with your means;
for if God has been kind to you and
blessed you with a fair supply of this
world's goods, it is but just that you
should contribute of your riches for
the relief of those whom fate has
placed before you as objects of your
charity.
And now, again we wish you a mer-

ry Christmas, and with fond recollec-
tions of the past, we cherish the hope
that the future will still brighten the
pages of memory's reminiscences, and

THE FAMILY CHRISTMAS TREE.

after many years, when Father Time

calls us home, we will so have impress-

ed our children with the observance of
this Christmas feast, that they, too,
will enjoy the fruits and blessings of
this holy season as we have done, and
leave to their heirs fond memories of

the merry Christmas tide.

•


