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“Well, is it any bigger ?” inquired Mr. 
Bigby. as lue leaned beck from the table 
at tile conclusion of a scrappy, girl’s-tlay- 
out sort of dinner.

Mrs. Bivby did not immediately re
spond. and eight year-old Jimmy, human 
question mark, recognized u conversa
tional opening.

“Is what any bigger, papa?”,1* asked. 
“It's half past 7, James,” said his 

father. “High time for you to tackle 
that example you missed at school this 
morning. Go at once.”

And Jamee, though he might. , have 
liked to ajgue the question, went ; for 
only yesterday Mary, the new girl, had 
reminded him that Santa Claus eomc- 
timee forgot to cotnc to boys that were 
diwAedieaht. To be sure there was a 
family rumor that his bachelor Uncle 
Simon, who wee just about right in 
everything, did not believe in the whis
kered saint, lHit with the practical test 
of the matter so near nt hand the wise 
littie Jimmie was -taking no chances.

Mrs. Bixby, however, had no need 
to ask whet her husband had meant| 
by his question. He had given up his 
table lectures on the theory and prac
tice of domestic management long ago. 
and the confusion caused in his mind 
by the ewift, yet never-ending proces
sion of serving maids through the Bixby 
establishment had reduced him finally 
to an uncritical silence. Nevertheless, 
hie wife knew that his inquiry referred 
to the pompadour of that new girl, 
Mary. It was a thorn in both their

“I don’t know,” said Mrs. Bixby 
when the echoes of James’ departure 
had died away, “whether it is any b'ir- 
ger or not. * She hasn’t come in yet. 
This isn’t her regular afternoon out, 
you know, hut she seems to have an 
enormous number of friends to get 
presents for, and 1 let her go downtown 
to do some Christinas shopping. Her 
hair was all right when she left, but so 
it was the last time she went out; yet 
when she came back, you remember, 
she bad to stoop to get under the cur
tain pole» in the dining-room.”

“Well, perhaps it takes a visit to an 
•Xpert hairdresser, and if it never hap- 
peha except on her days off it will not

*No, especially as she hardly ever 
’homes in until bedtime, except for these 
holiday tripe. But vou oant* tell. If 
she ware to learn to 'build it up herself 
and should appear in it next week when 
penry and his wife are here for din
ner I would die of mortifration. And 
suppose she should wear it Christmas
W'

“She didn't have ’em much when she 
first came, either, did she?”

“No, not above the average normal 
rise. But, do you know, the last big 
one »he had looked a little crooked to 
me, end I fancied then that she had 
been practicing on making them her
self." Mis. Bixby was now at the hys- 
terioal half-way poet between irritation 
and amusement.

“Can’t you teti her?” suggested Mr. 
Bixby, “gently, yet firmly, ‘‘that there’s

“Yea, but it would probably be equiv
alent to giving her notice. Shall I do 
«►*♦?”

Thus, as the result of his finit venture 
in u.»m.-àt;c suggestion in the last nine 
years, Mrs. Bixby found the problem 
•uddeply put up to him. “I'd certainly 
hate to see her go,- he finally said. 
“She seems really fond of Jamies anil 
the baby, and they of her; and she’s 
the first girl in the—let’s see—the last

“Hie last eleven.”
ttwt hasn’t really disliked 

isn’t she?”
"Yes, the first since Martha Riei. 

And Mery really loves them. Yester- 
day morning when I came down a little 
early I overheard her and James sound 
ing each other as to what they wanfed 
for Christmas, and at the end of a long 

| oroeaeaamination he finally made Mary 
admit that Santa Claus was not the 
only ose who gave presmite.” 

î “Yes; and she makes delicious soup; 
almost ea good as that girl we had just

L before the baby wro------” J
here Mr. Bixby was relieved of 

further responsibility concerning the 
by a ring at the doorbril and 

pent, pell meH. from the upper 
of Jimmie, who for the last 

» the watch for all 
that ÉfcÉ Üft til

reeled Mary under the largest pompa
dour «lie had yet a])peared in.

"Let me see your bundles, Mary." 
■ried Jimmy, making a d-iaii at her. 
“Let me see what you’ve got.”

But Mary, embarrassed, perhap*. by 
the frowning glance of Mrs. Bixby. 
dodged jMist him and hurried to the 
kitchen, dropping, as she went, the one 
small bundle she had been carrying.

Jimmie pounced upon this before his 
mother could stop him. but it turned 
out to be only a yard or so of some 
sort of cloth. Ills mother took it with 
her as she moved toward the kitchen 
regins, dosing the dooi-s not too gently 
behind her. Mr. Bixby. who luid come 
out into the hall, knew by the firmness 
of his wife*’ step that the roblcm of 
the pompadour had been taken out of 
his hands.

“Papa,” began the disappointed Jim
mie, bv way of staving off further 
struggle with that vexatious example, 
“Is Uncle Simon an agnostic?”

“Why. no, child. Where did you ever 
get hold of that big word?”

“Oh, I heard the minister talking 
about agnostics and tytbelievera when 
lie was here t.hr other day to get r.tuif 
for that Christmas box for the heathen. 
I’m awful glad Uncle Simon ain’t one 
’cause then he must believe in Santa 
Claus.’’

Meanwhile, out in the kitchen Mrs. 
Bixby was saving, after severe contem
plation of Mary’s coiffure: "Mary, I’m 
sure, if you could see yourself you 
would see that that huge pompadour is 
unbecoming.”

Mary had removed her hat ami now 
broke into smiles. “I don’t need to 
see myself, ma’am,” she Mid. "I’m 
that ashamed! Do you think Mr. Bixby 
noticed it ? Coming home in the car 
there was a young fellow 1 know was 
laughing at nie. I can’t étant! it another 
minute!”

She began to fumble with her hair 
as she talked and finally drew from 
within the towering structure a little 
toy locomotive and a train of tin ears. 
She put them on the table and then 
produced from the same region a rub
ber doll and a baby’s rattle.

“For the children.” she explained, as 
she reached up again. “Jimmie was 
watching the doer so lately I didn’t 
know how else to get ’em in.”

Whereupon Mrs. Bixby sat down in 
the nearest chair and had her hysterics 
after all. and Christmas morning, when 
the presents were distributed, the 
papier-mache cigar case, which was 
Mary’s present to Mr. Bixby. was 
found to have tangled around it a long 
hair that was not his wife’s.

John D. Ruff.

Dame Santa Claus.
No, I have not made a mistake. It is 

Dame Santa Claus that I am going to 
write about.

Don’t you think that she really de
serves just a little bit of the praise and 
admiration that children over all the 
world, at this time of the year, are giv
ing to Mr. Santa Claus? For there is 
surely a Dame Santa, else who is it that 
cares for him when he conies home on 
Christmas morning, tired and cold? It 
is not a servant, for he hasn’t any: it is 
surely a woman, Mrs. Santa Claus.

And, again, who is it that makes his 
fur coat and fur hat and his boots and 
stockings? And who is it, tell me, that 
cooks his meals and sweeps his house,

way up there at the north pole, if it’s 
not Mrs. Santa?

And when Santa’s hammer slips, while 
he is working on some little boy’s sled, 
who is it that ties the finger for him if 
it is not Mrs. Santa Claus?

And when Santa Claus gets a letter 
from some little fellow who wants a 
niee. warm pair of stockings, or who 
wants a woollen cap. who is it that knits 
them ‘ Santa ( Ians can’t, for although 
lie is a “master of all trades,” lie never 
learned the gentle art of knitting stock
ings. Mrs. Sauta Claus knows how. of 
course. She will sit down, and knit doz
ens of pairs of stockings and mittens 
after her dinner’s over. You know she 
has lots of time between meals: they 
only come about once a week up there, 
for the days are a whole month long. 
Just think of it! And there Santa only 
eats three meals a day.

Although we would all like to visit 
Santa Claus and see his wonderful pal
ace of ice. south of the north pole, and 
his lienutiful workshops, and meet his 
gentle wife, 1 am a bit afraid we would
n’t like to stay many days if the meals 
only came once a week. But with Santa 
Claus it is diffeernt; he is used to it bv 
this time, for he has lived way up there 
ever since there were little boys in the 
world; and then he always eats enough 
at one meal to do him until the next.

There is something about Mrs. Santa 
Claus that you will like when you know 
her better. Her jovial smile and old- 
fashioned ways seem to make one like 
her better.

I’ve just tried to show you that al
though Santa Claus is a nice fellow and 
we like to have him come to see us once 
a year, it isn’t quite fair that you 
should forget “dear Mrs. Santa Claus,” 
for without her you couldn’t have any 
Santa, and without Santa Claus. 1 just i 
shiver to think of it, there would lie no 
Christmas!

So when wc write to Kris Kringle and 
after you’ve asked him for everything 
you want, you’ll make his old heart feel 
glad and you’ll stand a greater chance 
of getting your gifts if you’ll only say: 
“And now. dear Santa, please remember 
me to Mrs. Santa Claus, and please bring 
her with you when you come, on the 
night liefore Christmas, for I would like 
to meet you both. I’ve always lyen 
asleep when you came before, but I 
won’t lie this time: and please don’t for
get my ehu-ehu cars, for your dear little 
friend. “Christmas Child.”

A New Malady.
It was Christmas Day. and the candy 

lion had been waiting- oh. so patiently 
— for Many to finish her dinner. Much 
against her baby wishes had she been 
obliged to swallow the last of her 
Liead. When her mother insisted on 
her finishing her ’milk the small Tape 
looked up in desperation as she lisped. 
“Mozzer, if I eat any more food 1 will 
he humpback in my stomach, like 
grandpa !”—Lippincott’*.

Only Two Realities.
Billy—So yer didn’t get nothin’ but a 

jarkknife and a sled fer Christmas?
Tommy—Yes. dat’s all I got worth 

speakin’ of. Dere wuz a suit of clothes, 
and an ocercoat, and a hat or two. and 
some underclothes, and a Inxik of poems, 
and some stock in’s and gloves, and some 
collar* and cuffs, and a few other things 
like dat, not worth speakin’ of.—Men 
and Women.

Balder the beautiful,
God of the summer sun.
Fairest of all the Gods!
Light from his forehead beamed, 
Runes were upon his tongue,
As on the warrior’s sword.

All things in earth and air 
Round were by magic spell 
Never to do him harm.
Even the planets and stones 
All save the Mistletoe,
The secrcd Mistletoe.”

. There are some customs which seem 
to survive almost indefinitely the 
lapse of centuries. The Mistletoe, 
which reappears every Christmas, was 
a sacred plant as far back as the days 
of t.lie Persiau*. an object of worship 
in Persia and India. It evokes mem
ories of the ancient Gauls, of the 
secrad groves, and the Druids, whose 
priests were said to have sprung from 
the Magi, and all that lielongs to a 
vanished religion. In the days of the 
Druids, the festival of the cutting of 
the Mistletoe took place in the month 
of March, on the sixth day of the 
moon. The tenth of March at that 
period was New Years Day, and as 
the festival required the full light of 
the moon, it was held as near New 
Year’s Day as the moon would allow. 
The Druid* claimed that the Gods 
loved the oak above all other trees. 
It was the tree of Thor, the Thunder
er in Scandinavian mythology, of Ju
piter among the Greeks, of Perun, who 
is the Jove of the Slavonic nations. 
On the day appointed for the festival 
of cutting the sacred plant, a proces
sion was formed. Two white bulls 
being led. were fastened by their 
horn:- to the oak. A white rolled 
Druid climbed the leafless branche* 
of the tree, and with a golden sickle 
cut the sprays of Mistletoe. Beneath 
the stately oak was a circle of Druid 
priestesses in white robes, their hair 
confined by. golden crescents; they 
held their snowy veils outspread to 
receive the sacred sprays as they fell 
from the oak. for they were never per
mitted to touch the ground. Religious 
rites were then performed and the 'two 
white bulls were sacrificed. The 
sprays of Mistletoe were carefully 
preserved and used in many ways. 
They were placed over doors to bring 
good fortune, to keep off evil spirits. 
They were also used in various decoc
tions to cure many maladies, for great 
healing power was ascribed to the j 
pjact. |

Hi,eon says that the Mistletoe which j 
grew upon oak* was counted very me- J 
decinal. and the Druids considered it 
a remedy for every kind of poison.

In some parts of Germany the child
ren still run about the streets at 
Christmastide. knocking at doors and 
windows with hammers, and shouting 
“Gut heil, Gut lieil!" These words 
are plainly equivalent to the Druidical 
name of the Mistletoe, used by Pliny 
when lie speaks of it a* “All" heal.” 
It played" an important part in the 
life of the Gauls: a remnant of this 
•still seems to exist iu France, for the 
peasant boys 'Still use the expression 
“An gui i’an neuf’ as a New Year’s 
greeting. 'The ceremony of decorat
ing churches and houses with ever
greens is of great, antiquity and was 
oliserved in many countries hundreds 
of years ago, just as we still find ■* 
similar custom observed in the East 
at New Year, showing us that the 
origin of the observances is the same 
in each case. It was esteemed a 
sacred plant among the Normans ami 
the Celtic bards, the harpers of Scot
land and Wales held it in great rev
erence. Perhaps the Mistletoe was 
taken as a symbol of the New Year 
on account of its clusters of green 
leaves growing upon bare trees, and 

of having

I turn each god hurled missiles at Bal
der, who .stood smiling at them, erect

I and unharmed. What could it mean? 
Loki determined to find out. So

I changing his shape to that of a fair 
and queenly woman, he hastened to 
the dwelling of Freyja. üfhe goddess 

! received her visitor graciously and 
i inquired whence she came. “ From 
| the plain where the gods are making 
; a target of Balder, without hurting 
j him.’ replied the false guest.

“Aye,” said Freyja. "neither metal 
nor wood can hurt Balder, for 1 have 
exacted an oath from all things, that 
they will not harm him.”

“What!” exclaimed the guest, “have 
all things swore to spare him”

"All things.” replied Freyja, “except 
one little shrub that grows upon an 
oak on the eastern side of Valhalla, 
and is called the Mistletoe. 1 thought 
it too young and too feeble to crave 
an oath from it.”

A secret joy thrilled through the 
false maiden as she heard these words, 
and hastening from Freyja’s dwelling 
as soon as she could, she flew to the 
spot where grew the fatal perasote. 
Then, resuming hie proper shape, Ixrki 
cut off the Mistletoe and hastened 
back to the plains of Asgard. He 
found the gods still at their singular 
amusement. The blind god Hodur, 
the god of brute strength, was standing 
alone to one side. In the Norse mythol
ogy he signified Night, ns Balder signi
fied Day.

“Why dost thou not throw something 
at Balder” asked Ixiki.

“Because,’’ answered Hodur, “1 can
not see, and I have nothing to throw.”

"Comp, then,” said Loki. “do as the 
glec shook the earth and caused earth
quakes. There Loki will remain till 
Fngnarock, the twilight of the world, 
when the gods, the Earth and all the 

i dwellers therein will-be destroyed by 
the powers of evil, the emopanions of 
Loki, Only Odin, the All Father, will 
remain and gather around Mm on the 
plains where Asgard once stood, the 
gods regenerate and purified by fire, 
and then a new and lieter world will 
arise, in which Balder will come again 
with his unconscious slayer, Hodur, and 
all evil will cease, and light and dark

ness will dwell together in unity, 
j After the final purification by suf

fering and fire and the regeneration 
to which the Northmen looked as the 

j means of the ultimate adjustment of 
' good and evil, and from which they did 
• not exempt even their gods, the influ- 
{ cnee of good was to prevaiL Balder 
j would reappear, radiant, beautiful, joy- 
I ons as liefore: and Loki, the spirit of 
I evil, be no more heard of.

A CHRISTMAS VAMPIRE.
A fool there was, and he made a gift, 

(Even as you or I.)
He bought it with taste and care and 

thrift
(For a lady his friends thought rather 

swift)
And when he gave it, the lady sniffed, 

(Even as you or I.)

Oh, the judgment and taste and time 
we waste

On the gifts at Christmastide;
Which we give to the lady who isn't 

pleased
(And now we know she could never 

be pleased
And never be satisfied.)

A fool there was, and he gave his 
cheque

(Even as you or I.)
For a necklace of pearls without a 

fleck,
(And it didn't the least suit the lady's 

neck)
And she never thanked him a single 

(Even as you or I.)
giving them the apparance . __
renewed their foliage. In Brittany, it j Oh. the chink we lose and the think 
is called “Herbe de la Croix.” because it j we lose,
was believed that from it* wood the ! On the things we buy with pride, 

as made; though it was degrad- To give to the lady who nexer
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led from a stately forest tree in conse
quence of this fact.

l’.ut liefore we hear of the Mistle- 
[toe of the Druids, wc meet with the 
plant in the beautiful legend of the 
death of Balder, from the association 
with which it doubtless derived its 
sanctity. The Apollo, or Day god of 
the Norsemen, Imre the name of Bal- 
der the Gqod. He was beloved alike 
of gods ami men. In him the Norse
men honored all that was lieautiful. 
eloquent, wise and good. He was the 
spirit of activity, joy and light, with
out the brightness of his presence. As
gard. the abode of the gods, of Odin, 
of Thor, of Freyja. would have been dull 
and barren. Great trouble, therefore, 
fell on the gods in Valhalla, when 
Balder one day informed them that | 
lie had lmen visited by terrific dreams, 
threatening him with deadly peril. It 
seems that he did not possess the im
mortality which the Greeks attribut 
ed to their mythic cixinities. There
fore. the gods of Valhalla determined 
to use al kheir magic arts to preserve 
to themselves and to men their favor
ite deity. The mythology of ancient 
Scandinavia included a principle or 
power of evil called Loki. whose chief 
aim was to do mischief and mar the 
happiness of the gods. Of all the 
deities, l^oki hated most the God of 
Light. Balder’s mother. Freyja, re
solved to extort an oath from all 
created things that they would not 
hurt him. The goddess mother met 
with a- ready response from earth, air 
fire. water, stones, diseases, beasts, 
bird*: insects and poisons, and from 
tree* and flowers. One thing alone 
escaped her spells. There grew on 
the eastern side of the Valhalla an 
ancient oak. attached to which, root
ed in its gnarled branches, she per- 
ceived a tiny plant, a soft green, in
significant thing with pearlv white 
l-ernes. It seemed so powerless to do 
harm, that she passed it by. Alas! 
from all ages come the warning, that 
nothing is insignificant. After the 
spell had been laid on all creation, 
not to hurt Balder, the gods were 
wont to test this immunity from harm, 
hr getting him to stand on the plains 
of À-4,ard as a target at wn.-h ilicy 
hulled darts and stones, and some 
struck at him with swords and bn4tie 
axes. The spell worked well; Balder 
was ever unhurt, and it came to be 
an honor paid him. when, his invul 
nerabilitv was thus tested. One day 
the gods were assembled, when Loki. 
hovering near unseen, gazed upon the 
singular spectacle. He beheld the 
bright-haired Balder standing in * 
circle formed bv the deities of Yalhal 
la- Odin stood gazing at tb- sport, 
while Thor threw hi* might v lea

pleased.
(And now we know she can nexer 

be pleased
And nexer be satisfied).

The fool was fleeced to his last red 
cent,

(Ex'en as you or I.)
She threw him aside, when his gold 

was spent.
(And nobody cared where the lady

And the fool gave way to loud lament, 
(Even as you or I.)

And it wasn’t the loss, and it xvasn’t 
the dross.

The reason that same fool cried;
It was coming to know that she never 

was pleased
(Seeing at, last she could nexer be

And never be satisfied).
—Carolx-n Wells, in December Smart
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HEARD AT THE SHOW.

“My father is rich now, and it has 
turned his head.”

“How does it affect him?”
“Now lie doesn’t spill soup on his 

shir1, bosom when he eats.”

YULETIDE IN SHETLAND.
Curious Customs in the Island Where 

The Ponies Come From.
The festival of Yule, as is v 

known, dates back to prehistoric times, 
when men worshipped nature rather 
than nature’s God.

The inhabitants of the Shetland Isles 
arc descended from Norsemen, who were 
zealots in religious belief, and ' Yule” to
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lies literallv. “nhecl.” and the festival 
so called was held in honor of the sun 
st the winter solstice-wheeling round to
ward the equator. The return of the sun 
formde an important period of the year 
as being the beginning of renewed life in 
nature, which only could be revived by 
the light and warmth of the ascending

The course of the sun was observed 
In all things as far as possible. Every
thing was turned from left to right— 
the boat was so turned on the water, 
the corn stacks so built in course, the 
mill so turned in grinding and the 
wheel in spinning—in fact, everything 
went with the sun, even the round of 
the drinking horn.

Many superstitions included in nature

vast multitude of “trows,” £*r fairy folk, 
who at that season were nob only active, 
but maliciously disposed, haR to be pro
pitiated.

'!>» give the fairy folk no (opportunity 
of playing tricks, the fishing creel and 
lines were removed from the^ wall, 
spinning wheel taken out u 
its integral parts laid aside, 
thing suspended from ceilir 
lifted down, as if left in 
places the ubiquitous elves 
etl to set all going against 
tion. which of course would 
trouble. "Hie time o£ Yi 
is rigidly observed a* 
time of rest from all maiu 
Madame.

the

f gear..and 
nul exery- 

or walls 
heir usual 

»?re suppos- 
su>’s mo
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