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= *“A Merry Ghristmas to Us HIIl Gqd Bless Us, Every Onel’’—CHARLES DICKENS.
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* THE WATCH-MEETING.

ter's eve,

ing

ing, I believe,
important,
nomention here,
remombered

the new yoar.

) montioned
Was Miss Polly
' Dean and I,
2 And a more be-
witching creat-
ure
I om sure you'll never spy—
With black eyes that fairly sparkle,
And arosy little mouth,
And o face that shines with beauty
Like a sunbeam from the south.

o

ty And her manners are 8o charming
And her talk so full of thought
That if you but pause to liston
All the world is soon forgot.
3 Thus we nearod her fathor's mansion,
IS And were in the best of cheer,
‘When she asked: “Won't {t bo jolly.
Here to watch for the new ycart”

How delightful, quick T anawored;

A3 'twas somewhat after ten,
. "Pwould require but little walting

For the new year to begin.

And with such a charming maiden
It would surely be a treat.

On the sofu 'neath the mantel
We then gought a cozy seat,

] And we talked of looal topics,
Of the weather and the times,
& Ot the novels, of the season,
Famous poots and their rhymes;
_ 4And'the cleck upon the mantel
! Calmly ticked the time away,
Nor a moment paused to hsten
To the words we had to say.

‘We in turn paid no attontion
To the coming of thoe year

Until Polly, half-arousing,
Asked: “Is twelve o'clock mosthere!"

No, I thought, but, quickly rising,
Sought the time-—when oh | ahem!

By the clock upon the mantel

- 3 was throe flftecn a. m.

—0. L. Dobson, in Chicago News,

A MISFIT VISITOR.

Uncle dJabez Found Hls Nloce's
Home on Christmas Day.

HERE was joy in

the Pendragon
family, for, lo
and beholdl
Uncle Jabez was
topayitaChrist-
rhas visit. Uncle
Jabez had held
his purse-
strings tight; in
fact had failed
to ‘“‘pan out”
since the mar-
riage of hisa
niece to John
Pendragon, a careful man, who, after
seeing how things ran, and that he need
not expect any thing from his wife's
rich uncle, settled down to business. A
man hates to give up the dreams he has
erected upon the shifting shoals of
matrimony; but Pendragon did—with
what poor grace he'd never acknowl-
edge. He hung over a lot of dusty,
musty books in Snatochem & Skinem’s
office for a moderate salary; also did
occasional funny sketch-work for hu-
morous papers. Uncle Jabez held aloof;
he would not visit the nicce he had
never met.

“Stingy old thing”— :

“Now, John, don’t; uncle doesn’t
know us yet—never has seen any of us.
I know if he could meet baby”—

‘“Just about now,” broke in John, as
he snatched baby’s sirup-sineared hands
away from his polished shirt-front.

*‘Or if he could only see our Robby' '—

*'At the present time,” sighed John,

How

isters with the broken globeof the hall-
lamp dangling from one heel.

*“But when unole does come I know
he'll be delighted with us all.”

# YOU—YOU ARE DEAR UNCLE JABEZ "

“Bure of it—when ho does come,”
John said as he tors himself from the
bosom of his family. Upon his return

B weros coming from
the echool-house
On a starlit win-

‘Where our friends
had been dsbat-

With some feel-
On a mubjcot not
And which needs
When we suddenly

"Twas the eve of

s : = The 22 that I have

gayly into his wife's presence, waving a
letter as ho exclaimed:

““He'’s coming. Saw postmark, ‘Dan-
ube, Herkimer County, N. Y., and
couldn’t wait, so I read it. Unole Jabez
will be here Christmas morning bright
and early. I'm glad, and hope I can
strike him for o fifty”—

‘“John! you ought te he ashamed.
Uncle Jabez myst not be struck”™—

“Juss for fun, you know. Now bake

' parlor. The children went wild ofer , i
suoh a statc of afairs, and their motfor | good-cheer to every passer-by. th « murey ; sobbed Mrs. PPendragon.

spont a great deal of timo oxplainf:g |

matters. It was abave. choerless, glogny
Christmas that dawned in the I’ongra-
gon familv. John sat by u vory dbad

pile of cinders hugming his lust yedu's'|
office contabout him, teying 1o road dyl |
eagerly waiting for the bell.  His wifq
was buddled upon one cqrner of et !

The children outside are givinz forth

bolls are pealing and all is gayoty.
Thao bell rings.

Joha Pendragon gave his wito a know-

ing look as ho wens to the door. [lo

oponod it and an old cirap with a biy

{ur cop and hair mufiler was ushoered in.
“I bloeve youw're Johp” - °

< And yon—yon arc depr neleJabex!™

lounge with the children guthered closol crisd Pendragon. as he grasped the oth- | likce them hangin’ on the wall, an’sich

o D)

“« HE

RE WE ARE AGAIN!”

buy any presents for the litsle dears,”

“Sorey.  Thought ‘most any one
1could buy a leetlo sandy fur babies.
lI Tho divtiest runt on tho street, alimost
i bare, lrad a Lit of candy.”

i “IDut our cxpenscs are so large; it
| COsts 50 much for coal and flour—"

| “An’ stateys liko them marble things
! T seen standin’ in the hall, an’ paintin’s

up a lot of things and have the rooms
bright and tidy—"

““*You are wild. We must let him think
that we are—well, you know, I can’t
bring myself to say it.”

‘‘Justso—poor, poverty-stricken; noth-
ing to wear, nothing to eat, very low—
all arranged so that Uncle Jabez will
come down good and solid.”

There were no Christmas presents
bought that year; not even a stocking
hung from the shelf, nor a Christmas-

he banged open the door and danced

tree heavy with gifts in the. Pendragon

to her. Of course it was very wrong for
the Pendragon family to do this; but
then Uncle Jabez was so rich; he'd
never visited them before, and—who
knows? perhaps his will will find them
all nicely remembered.

The boy Robby blubbered and yelled
for some Christmas taffy; the girl Susie
wanted a doll with rolling eyes and a
whistle in its stomach. The mzby
couldn’t talk yet, and really was the
most satisfied of the lot.

Will he never come?

or’s hand and drew him into the cold and
cheerless sitting-room.

“Wal, I guess—hey! no fire sich a
cold day? I say—oh! you're my niece,
air you? Them's the babies, air thoy?
Yes, I'll sitdown.” The old man took
off his muffler, overcoat and fur cap and
sat down.

“You don't seem much perked up,
you folks. Why don’t the babies run
about an’ play an’show meo their Christ-
mas presents?”

‘“Alas! dear uncle, we are too poor to

| carpets like these, an’ sich nice furni-
toor, an’ sich lots of books in the case
thar, an’ o many paper novels on the
table, an’—an’—I guess you furgot to
poel down to the quick. Sorter expect
ed Uncle Jabez, didn’t you? I'm goin’!”
They were dumb. Tho old man put on;
his muffer, overcoat and fur oap and
left. Explanations were not necessary.
The Pendragon family had erow for din-’
ner, and when Christmas day camo toan

OLD SANTA’S BIRDS. E*s

Be. BAR BANTA CLAUS
keeps & bower
of birds
To carol his
Christmas glees,
Andevery yocar their
joyous notés
Resound through
th e Christmes
trees.

Good Santa’s birds
are children
dear,

They keep our
hearts in tune,

And mind us of &
better world

As roses tell of
June,

Oh! what a dreary

- world this were,
How barren, bleak and cold,

1f.childhood's harmless mirth were hushed,
It all the young were old.

Then blessings be on Santa's birds,
And blessings on their lays,
For childhood i3 a glimpse of Heaven,
Is sunshine of our days.
~Carine L. Rose, in Good Housekeeping.

! A GLAD CHRISTMAS.

How Two Children Conferred and Enjoyed
d a Happy Day.

Five men, all prominent in the finan-
cial circles of the city, were clustered
about a table in the gentlemen’s dining-
rcom on tho second floor of Reisser's

'

‘| restaurant a few days ago, discussing

the current gossip of the busy world in
which they moved. Afterthe more sub-
stantial portion of the meal had becn con~
sumed and the guintotte were comfort-
ably sipping at an expensive brand of
champagne the conversation turned on
the various methods of getting the
greatest amount of pleasure out of the
coming holiday scason. As soon as the
subject was broached one of the party
became unusually quiet and took scarce-
1y any part in the lively discussion
which followed. After theother four had
offered various plans and suggoestions the
silent membor of the party remarked:
“You are all wrong, and to prove the
truth of my words I wish to tell you a
little inoident which hbappened to me

Christmas ove two years ago, and of----

which I have mnever spoken sinoce.
While stopping to glance almost un-
consciously at the display in the
windows of an Eighth street confec-
tionery store my attention was attracted
by two children., a boy apparently about
eight years old and a girl about ten.
They were joyously pointing out all the
dainties in the windows to each other
and speculating upon the amount of the
many good things which could be pur-
chased for a quarter. They appeared to
be warmly dressed, but their clothes
were of the plainest and cheapest ma-
terial, and they were evidently the

| children of & poor working-man, who

was able to support hjg-family, but to
supply them with none of -the luxuries
of life. From their conversation I
learned that their father had given
each of them twenty-five cents to spend
for Christmas, and the great question
was what to buy with the money. While
the matter was still undecided &
poor, haggard-looking woman oame
along leading a little girl, and they both
looked as if they had not eaten any
thing for some time. The woman
stepped up to another woman richly
dressed in furs and timidly asked for
help, but her appeal was unheeded and
she was haughtily ordered to stand
aside. As the poorcreaturcs slunk away
in the greatest dejection I noticed a few
hurried whispers between the two chil-
dren, and they quickly followed the
wowan anC. ¢child, and when they eame
up with them pressed something into
the woman’s hand, who was left speech-
less by tho sudden good fortune., Asthe
children passed me when they returned
I heard tho girl say: ‘They’ll enjoy it
more than we would. We'll be at home
to-morrow with mom and pop and have
a good dinner and they'll have nothing.’
When I recoverad my senses both par-
ties were gone, but I'll wager any thing
that those children who gave their all
had & happier Christmas than I, who was
tho possessor of thousands, but gave
nothing towards making others happy.”

The story apparently touched those
present, and in a short time the table
was deserted with the wine bot-
tles still partially full.—Pbila. Inquirer.

Modern Tmprovements.
Santa Claus (emerging)—It's all right
—it's all right—but I was originally

ond they all wondered how folks could be

such fools.—H. 8. Keller, in Judge.

built for wood firesand open flues!—-Puok.
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last,
#8/The gifts had all
beenglven,
The holidays
were past,
And dozing in his
arm-choir,
With his cat up-
on his knees,
The good Saint
smoked his
honest pipe.
And took his honest ease.
But gomething roused him guickly,
He started from hig seat,
A soldier bold, & msaiden fair,
Were kneeling ot his feet,
4 8¢t. Nicholas," tha maiden crled,
* Belhiold my fearful plight!
Theso wounds have been inflicted
8Sinoe that dreadful, dreadful night
‘When you left me in the stocking
Ot a being I dare not name-—-"*
She paused, the soldler raised his volce
And sald: *I blush with shame
To stand before your saintship
In the dress you now behold,
But the way Ihave been treated
Mealkes my very blood run ¢old,
TI'vo been nursed and kissed and coddled,
I've beon rocked and sung to sleep;
Oh! were I not & soldfer still,
I'd almost like to weep."

ﬁ%ﬁ -x
oy

—.

AND DOZING IN BIS ARM-CHAIR.

“ Ah,” mused the good St. Nicholas,
# I think I understand,”
% And he smiled a merry little smile,
¢ And coughed behind his hand,
P “1Twas on that busy Christmas eve
When all was in a whir),
This doll was given to a boy,
This soldier to a girl."
And then aloud he gravely said:
¢ 1 griove to see your pain,
But if you'll stay with me a year
" All phall be well again.
Next Christmas eve, my children,
‘When you are well and stroog,
1 will put you in the stockings
Where you really do belong.”
=—J. McDermott, in Youth's Companion,
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A REAL CHRISTMAS.

How Miss Hopkins Enjoyed Her
) Firgt Merry Holiday.

GH! I wish it
was all over for
another year!”
whispered Miss
Priscilla Hop-
kins to a spar-
row on the tele-
phone wire.
Just why she
should wish the
merry Christ-
mas day passed,
Miss Hopkins
herself could
hardly have
told.

- The big New York boarding-house
was almost deserted. Allof the thirty
boarders had scattered for the holidays,
except the invalid on the parlor floor,
the crusty German professor, old Mr.
and Mrs. Brown, and the pretty, pover-
ty-pinched young widow on the fourth
floor. Even the little music-teacher
was off for a holiday trip, and Miss Hop-
kins could hear the chamber-maid call-
ing blithely to the grocer boy, that
“‘she’d be ready—oh, by seven o'clock,
surel”

Miss Hopkins pressed her wrinkled
cheek against the window pane, and
looked down into the dull, city street,
with its patches of dirty snow. A bard,
bitter feeling crept into her heart.
There werse 8o many good times and she
“not in 'em.” The lodger on the fourth
floor back was leaning against the win-
dow-pane, too, but her cheek was pink
and smooth, the room very tiny and
oold, and the view from the window
limited to a row of back-yards. Per-
haps her heart was quite as heavy, for a
tear splashed suddenly on the window-
sill.

“1 don’t 8eo any other way,” said Mrs.
Clark, looking at it, meditatively, ¢I
dread asking her—she is so stiff and si-
lent, and we’ve hardly exchanged a doz-
en words. But my babies shan’t be dis-
appointed if Lcan help it, so cheer up,
my dear—we'll have a merry Christmas
Fet,” and she nodded brightly at the
tear-stained face in the mirror. Then,
running down the long flights of stairs,
she knocked at Miss Hopkins’ door.

*‘Come in,” called Miss Priscilla, turn-
ing with a surprised air, as the door
opened.

“I came—1 thought—that is, T want
to ask a great favor, Miss Hopkins,”
stawmered her visitor, I have prom-
ised my little girls that they shall spend
Christmas with me, and that Santa
Claus will visit them here: but there is
only room for baby in my single bed; it
is too cold for Marjory to sleep on the

- floor and so—" Mrs. Clark faltered, but
the clder woman gave her no help and
she finished abruptly, with a little trem-
ble in her voice.

Miss Hopkins watched her in a puz-
zled way, till her near-sighted eyes
caught the glimmer of a teardrop; then

she pushe® ‘arward a chair, saying, not
wpliinaly;
]

“There, tell me about it. I didn’t
know you had any children.”

She heard a simple story of the brave
little mother’s struggle to make a nest
tor her birds; and how, at last, findinga
position in the city, she had placed them
in a boarding-school where they would
be well cared for, and where she could
visit them every Sunday.

‘““We try to make that do for all the
week,” the little woman added, with a
smile, “‘and when a holiday comes we
spend the whole of it together. And I
thought, Miss Hopkins, perhaps you
would let Marjory sleep with you to-
night.”

Five minutes later Miss Priscilla was
standing alone before the fire, wrinkling
her forehead anxiously; for, somewhat
to her own surprise, she had consented
to care for a six-year-old child all night.
She! who had nover held one in her
arms, who looked upon children as be-
wildering mysteries!

‘“What shall X do if it cries?” she mur-
mured, ‘‘or has the croup, or falls out
of bed, or wants a doll, or—you’re a fool,
Priscilla Hopkins!”

But when Mrs. Clark appeared at the
door that evening, with a little, curly-

in a great shawl, and gazing with big.
sleepy, black eyes
athersoelf, Miss Pris-
cilla half forgave
her folly. And when
she had awkwardly
taken the warm,
littte body in her
arms, and a rosy
cheek, soft as satin,
just brushed her
own,why, Miss Prig-
cilla thought she
was almost wise!
But when the litils
girl was tucked in
bed, and Mrs. Clark
had lefs the room,
timidly, in her
quavering old voice,
Miss Priscilla sang
a lullaby, till the
long lashes drooped
and the pink lips
parted —and then
the rich, lonely old
maid was certain
that she had never
doneso wise a thing
in her life!

“Shi” she said
softly, as Marjory’s
mother entered the
room, then flushed ’(
over such weakness
and straightened

A ——
e
e,/

=~

into her usual rigid
attitude. |

“May we borrow - i
your fire-place, too,

Miss Hopkinsg?™’ A
asked Mrs. Clark, '
with growing cour-
age. “To-morrow
would hardly be
Christmas if Santa
Claus couldn’t come
down the chimney,
you know,and thers
is only a register in
my room. I will try
and keep the child-
ren from being very
noisy in the morn-
ing, if you'll let me
bang the little stockings hers to-night.”

With two such pleading eyes shining
at her over an armful of packages, Miss
Priscilla felt she could hardly refuse.

“H’m, yes. I don’t know that it would
do any harm. All foolishness, I think.”

“Do you?” said Mrs, Clark, brightly.
‘‘But it's such a pleasure to watch them
when they find the stockings in the
morning! Let mesee, here's Noah’s ark,
that goes in Tot’s stockings and the lit-
tle elephant in Marjory’s, Then hero
is a toy watch for each of them and a
stick of candy, a pop-corn ball and a big
orange to cap the climax. Why, it just
reaches the top! How fortunate thero
isn’t any thing wore!” laughed Mrs.
Clark.

But, somehow, Miss Priscilla’s spec-
tacles grew quite misty, and she took
them off and wiped them once or twice.
The little packages were so very small,
and the little mother’s way of laugh-
ing at her poverty was so brave and
cheery!

‘‘Have the children any dolls?” asked
Miss Priscilla, pinning the stockings
with her own fingers to her cherished
plush lambrequin. .

“Yes, two forlorn, little relics. Tot's
has lost its head, I believe, and Angeli-
na’s arms are gone, but the children
love them and I couldn’t aflord new ones
this year. I mustrun back to Tot now.
I am so grateful to you, Miss Hopkins; I
hope Marjory won't disturb you. Good-
night.”

“Good-night,” answered Miss Priscil-
la, and then she went back to the fire
and stared hard at the little orimson
stockings, glowing in the firelight.

“I'll do it—so!” she said at last, de-
cidedly. Softly leaving the room she
ocalled down the speaking-tube for the
chamber-maid. Good-natured Katis
readily promiged to “mind the child a
bit,” and, while giving numercus cau-
tions, Miss Priscilla arrayed herself in
bonnet and cloak and started out into
the night.

The stores were dazzling with gas
light and the air was sweet with the
odor of pine branches, but the gay fes-
toons of bunting were mnot in half so
happy a flutter as Miss Priscilla’s fool-
ish old heart. How hard it was to de-
cide between blue eyes and brown,
wax and bisque, and blue or gold tea
sets! And should she got nuts and rai-
sins, or candy, or purple and white
grapes? Miss Priscilla couldn't tell, so
she ended by getting them sall and
trotting home as fast as possible, with
her arms full of delightful looking
bundles. N ’

‘*‘Arrah!” c¢ried Katie, when she
reached the kitchen, “Whatever has
come over the ould lady? Bless me
stars! eof she didn’t hev a tay-set, 2
little stove an’ a wagin’ an’ two illegant
dolls! An’ she wers a tip-toeing roun’

like Saint Nick himself!”

headed, white-robed figure half hidden-

In the gray dawn of the early morn-
ing, Marjory, cuddled close within the
protecting circle of her new iriend’s
arm, reached up a timid, little hand and
touched her cheek :

“Say!” she whispered, shyly, *‘do you
think he's come yet?”

“Who?” asked her bewildered bed-
fellow.

‘“Why, Santa Claus. I dom’t think I
can wait much longer to see—I don’t
think I can.”

“Try and wait till mamma comes with
Tot. Lie down and I'll tell you a atory,”
coaxed Miss Priscilla.

Luckily for the success of the story,
Mrs. Clark tapped at the door just then,
and with a bound Marjory was standing
upright in bed, her ¢yed fixed on the
fireplace.

*‘Oh!” the child eried softly, *‘Oht”
The next moment the little voice burst
out into the happiest ripple of a song,
without words or tune, but it seemed as
if any one would know it was a Christ-
mas carol.

“Ideclare!” said Miss Priscilla, wip-
ing her eyes on the pillow-case, “I de-

clare, it makes me think of that hymn,5

‘Break Forth into Joy!"”
The chubby fingers were already

diving into their stockings, and unty-)

i

ing puzzling knots, and each new dis’-;f
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EACH NEW DISCOVERY WAS GREETED BY A LITTLE JUBILEE FROM THC CHILDREN AND A

covery was groeted by a little jubilee-
from the children and a grateful glance
from their mother at Miss Priscilla,
who, somehow, seomed always to be-
looking out of the window. But Mar-
jory found something that puzzled her
—a long, black stocking hanging over
the back of a chair.

“Why, it’s big like yours, mamma—
how funny! And there isn’t any thing
in i1

“‘Yeth, there ith!” lisped Tot. ““Tum-
pin round and hard. O-0-h, look, mam-
mal” And the first ray of sunlight that
struggled into the room gleamed on a
gold piece in Tot’s hand. .

Miss Priscilla had disappeared into a
deep closet and was fumbling round for
something, which for some reason could
not be found; perhaps Dbecause her
nightcap had bobbed down over her
eyes. But the next minute two arms
were wound around her and she heard a
tearful voice whisper: “You have been
so good, so good to me, dear friendl I
wish I could thank you.”

“There, there, child. Don’ say an-
other word. I've been a rich, selfish
old creature, but I'm going to reform.
And we've all made such a good begin-
ning this morning that I really think
this is going to be the first merry
Christmas I ever had! There, don’tsay
another word!”—H. ‘A. Hall, in Interior.

NOT FRUITLESS.

A man who has spent a busy year sits
down for a little retrospect. He falls
into a moody frame, and in a tone of
regret says: “1 worked all the year
through, but there is hardly any thing to
show for it; my work has had no perma-
nence.” But a good spirit was beside
him and she said: ** My dear, do you re-
mewmber those flowers that grew right
out there? Those roses, petunias, helio-
tropes, geraninms, and most of all,
that beautiful lilium auratum? Well,
they are all gone. Not onc of them had
any permanence. You can nof find even
a stem to tell that they existed. And
yet, they were beautiful while they
lasted, filling the air with fragrance,
pleasing the eye of all who saw them,
and they are remembered still by many
persons to whom they were messengers
of gontleness.” And the moody shadow
seemed to break away from his brow,
giving place to a smile and air of satis-
faction.

heaving a sigh, she said, sadly: “My
life is just a round of the same duties,
and scems to bo wholly fruitless.” It
wag his time now, and looking up cheer-
ily, be said: “Not 50, my dear. Do
you see that tree ‘over there, that
noble oak? Well, i§ has stood there
these many years, more than you
and I can tell, and its life
has been almoss wholly without variety.
Each summoer ib is crewned with foliage,
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But later in the day, after all !
the work was done, and she was weary| -

and hen each autumn the winds sweep
it allaway. But the birds sit there and
sing/the cattle gather under it on sultry
dayy and children collect about it to
picnie on their holidays. There is
nothing of all that thers now, but what
a hap has the old tree béen, and how
many pleasant things could be told
aboit it—how noble an object it is, also,
in tie wintry landscape.” The parable
wagnot without its meaning. The good
mother returned the smile of the be-
nigaant father, and together they sang
at sheir family worship of the loving
kininess of the Lord.—United Presby-
te:'Fn. : :

; CHRISTMAS IN EUROPE.

Ll‘tlo People Across the Ocean Who Have
L Santa Claua.

-England is by no wmeans the only
Eropean country to enter into the cele-
bition of the Christmas festival with a
zebt. In Germany, in Sweden and Nor-
wiy, in Russia, in France, and, in fact,
all over Europe, wherever the Christian
roligion obtained a foovhold, the anni-
varsary of the Nativity is observed with
rejoicing and feasting. The ceromonies

{ atb not greatly unlike those of the En-

glish-speaking people, though, of course,
riodified by the traditions and usages of
epoh- country. St Nicholas under a
’ dozen aliases has become known
to the little ones from the Medi-
terranean to the North
sea. In Holland he is

Santa Claus, in
2 7 Switzerland, Samt
vz Klaus, in Heligo-

. <
o .’.""’, ‘ c, land, Scunner
i Klas, and in

T Y e

Lt e R o e

NLAT 2 e . .

X Austria, Nik-
lo, or Nigloe.

Everywhere
he is the
same pleas-

lmm.”-

HE

o
=

antmyth, the friend of the children, the
old gentleman of snow-white beard, be-
neovolent disposition and invisiblo move-
ments. In some of these countries a
dread personage is supposed by the chil-
dren to follow in his wake, a person,
either male or female, who is prepared
to lecture bad little children on their
evil ways or seize them in his invisible
arms and spirit them away. The myth
regarding this dread being is probably
a survival of the old pagan idea of the
good spirits and the bad spirits, or per-
haps, of the legend about the annual
conflict between Thor, the god of the
thunder-storm, and Freija, the goddess
of spring.—N. Y. Mail and Express.

During tho Holidays.

The best part of tho holiday season,
perhaps, is tho opportunity it gives for
home gatherings and the family re-
unions that in these busy days are all
too few. Many a young man finds timg
to get back to the old hoarthstone and
8it down in the dear home circle who, if
the holidays were omitted, would he
kept strictly at bis tasks. All the
schools are dismissed, boys and girls are
at home, teachers likewise are off duty,
and, with no care pressing, in thousands
of places parents and children have
happy times together for which they
may thank the festive season.
are other unions and reunions, all of
them pleasant and helptul, but there is
hardly any such joy to a youth in this
world as that of getting back to the fire-
side where he was reared. There is a
rest there for him, a perfection of peaoce
such as that, no matter how prosperous
he may be in his pursuits, nover come
to him any place else. And groatly to
be pitied is he for whom no door of the
early home is open, or against whom it
is blown shut by the pitiless storms that
have beset him.—United Presbyterian.
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Christmas Morning—Trying tho Teboggan.
Willie—*‘It's bumpy, isn't it?”"—Har-
| per  Bazax
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NEW YEAR RESOLUTIONS,
Many Are Made, But Few Are Hept-—Yet

It I8 o Good Habit. )
Looked at in a philosophical light,
there is no special reason why the first
day of January should be different irom
any other day. It is not the actual be-
ginning of the year; the twenty-firstday
of March, the first day of spring, more
fitly deserves the honor. RBut the wis-
dom of our ancestors is in the selection
of the day, and it probably will never

be changed in Christendom.

Practically, the date makes no differ-
ence. As a matter of fact, we used to

celebrate New Year’s day, prior to 1752, |

thirteen days later than we do now, on
account of the change in the calendar,
which toolt effect in that year. The

Russians still preserve tho old-style

calendar, and the Hebrews keep a New
Year's day based on the Mosaic chro-
nology. The date, therefore, makes lit-
tle difference, but the day is of consider-
able importance. As far back as history
runs, it has been the oustom to mark
the death of the old year and tho birth
of the new by appropriate ceremonies.

In ancient times these cercmonies
were of rather a solemn character, but
among northern nations it has always
been the occasion for the highest dem-
onstrations of merriment and couviv-
iality.

Putting aside these features, we may
very appropriately regard New Year’s
as the day of good intentions, A great
deal of fun hasbeen poked at the boy or
girl who starts a diary on the first of
January and abandons it on the first of
February, but it is 2 question whether it
is not beneficial to keep a diary even but
one month out of twelve.

What possible harm can there be
in propesing to be good? In consider-
ing crimes we always take into ac-
count the Jnlention of the deed. The
intention is the es-
sence of the crime,
and, therefore, it
must be the essence
of the good deed.
Only to proposeto do
better issomething;
if nothing else, it
is an acknowledg-
mert of our need to
be so, which is the
first step toward
amendment. Bug
in fact to propose
to dowellis insome
aort to do well, for
“he who is mot
worse today than
ho was yesterday,
is betver.”

So there iz mno
harm—indeed there
is good—in propos-
ing to break off bad
habits and form

GRATEFUL GLANCE FROM THEIR MOTHER AT MISS PRISCILLA.

There

good ones. Allseed
can not fall on bar-
ren soil, some will
bear fruit. There-
fore, make all the
good resolutions
youcan think of and
koep as manyas you
can. Youcan’tvery
well fail to keep
some of them.

This is the value
of New Year’'s day.
It is an imaginary

milestone  on the’

track of human life—a resting-place and
a new starting-place. Be sure you start

right, and in the right direction, if you’

would have a Happy New Year. Cast
aside your old enmities as well as your
old faults; resolve to be as good as you
know how and resist temptation as long
as you can.

Then, if you do not have a Happy
New Year, it will bo your own fault.—
Golden Days.

HOLIDAY HINTS.

—Den’t expect to find a brown-stone
front in your stocking.—Phila. Call

—Never look a gift-horse in the teeth.
It is also wrong to look & Christmas
giftin tho price-mark.—Somerville Jour.

—The man who economises Christmas
for sakeof a New Year's blow-out talkes
time by the forelock just a week too
soon,

—Talk about oil trusts, rubber trusts,
coal trusts, ete., as much as you like,
but what we want about Christmas is a
turkey or goose trussed.--Boston Cour-
ier.

—If the man who devised the dumb
piano would only invent & dumb horn
and drum many of us wouldn't be so re-
signed to having Christmas come only
once a year.—Judge.

--—When some men give their wives a
little pin money to buy Christmas re-
membrances for the children, it seems
much larger than when they spend

twenty dollars raffling to win a two-

dollar turkey.—Judge. -

—If any ohild gets up on Christmas
morning to find an empty stocking, he
will feel as bad for a time as the man
who carries an empty sleeve, and the
men and women nearest him will be so
guilty that they ought never to be for-
given.—Judge. ‘

—The Young Turkey—Well, we've es-
caped Thanksgivingl Gobblel gobble!
gobbie!

Experienced Gobbler (sadly) — My
son, do not let your life insurance policy
lapse. Christmas is coming!l—Munsey’s
Weekly,

—Starting on a new year it is well to
accept this teaching from Emerson;
“Write on your heart that every day is
the best day in the year. No man has
learned any thing rightly until he
knows that every day is doomsday."

—The close of a year is a poor time for
good resolutions, but it is an excellent
time for good actions. It is late for
planning, but it is just right for per-
formance. Now is the time to beand to
do, even though the hours are too prec-
ious to waste in thinking about being
and doing.—8, 8. Times.

Juost Like Him,
* What o queer Christmas gift! Pa, ges
The monkey Charley sent to me.
'Tis strange such an idea should strike him.”
' Ob, 3. my dear. It is just Uke .2y "—Judga

ezl
ME had beén

W s
)/'-,1

i busy talking,
for hours,
Christmas
ave,

Of all the great
improvements
until—will you
belicve?—

I felt guite dull
and drowsy,
and ssaid,
‘twixt yawn

and sigh:
any thing old-fashioned had best pass
out and die!™ ’

" Ohy

Apd then I leaned baok smiling and quite
self-satisfied,
And olosed my eyelids slowly, when, lo! they
’ oponed wide -
In shecr amaze and wonder, and would you
know the causc? .
I saw bofore me standing, the form of Santa

v Claus,

But, oh! so strange and- dltered! <In ¢clothes
of Iatcst style, )

And not st zll the Senta I'd dreamed of all
the while. o

But still I recognized him, and safd: *“I Aldu't
see

You come out from the chimney—'twas very
dull of me.”

‘*The chimncy " said he, gruffiy; *'I beg of you

10 know )

I clamber down no chimneys; I stopped that
long ago!™

Isaid: “Your load was heavy, you're tired;
won't you rest ™
“Oh! no," he auswered, grandly, “my goods
wera all expressed”

*You must have found it plessant—the sleigh-
ing, «ir, I meen. X

The roofs are much movre snowy than I have’
ever secn.”

&
15

present mode
To drive a sleigh. I travel by tho elevated
road,”

'Twas all 8o strange it chilled me, but stilil X
said: “Now, please,

You wor't forgei ‘o scnd us onae of your
Christmas trees.

The children love you dearly and try to be go
gocd.W ;

He said: “No trees hcreafter, I'd have it un=

. dersteod.

“*In fact, the time 18 over for Christmas. X

ghould say

Those very old-time customs have really
passed away.

We want the very latest, dear madam, you -
and I,

And peace, good-will and Christmas are of &
time gone by.” .

And then he seemed preparing to take his

But do you think I let him?
bravely: ‘Nol"

I called out

sobs and tears,
To leave us blessed Christmas, just as in
former years.

To change no little custom; to tale no part
away; .

To leave us desr, old-fashioned, beloved
Christmas day. E :

And then, for just an Instant, my eyes were
very dim v :

‘With tears, and when I cleared them Isaw &
change in him:

His face, "twas round aﬁd jolly, his clothes.
wore as of old, -

He had a packupon his back as full asit could
hold.

And as he beamed upoﬁ me I heard his rein-

. deer prance,
Then sly old Santa gave me & gmile and
roguish glance. . )
1 wish you Merry Christmas!” I thought I
heard bim say.

And when I tried toanswer him he'd vanished.
quite away!

“I WISH YOU MERRY CHARISTMAA!" 3 TIIOCGIT
i I BERARD EIM SAY.®
But, thbugh they sy I drcamed it, I kuow we
shall have still
Our dear, old-faghioned Christmas, bringing
“Peaco on earth, good-will 1™
—Julla M. Lippman, in St. Nicholas,

In Kris Kringle's Land. .

The German Christmas has suppliéd
ug with two of our best-known Christ-
mas customs—hanging up stookings and
attaching gifts to sprigs of pine, called
Christmas trees.

From the German Christmas also
come Santa Claus and Kris Kringle.
The latter is a corruption of Christ
Kindlin, or Christ Child, of whom they
have the beautiful fable that with His
own hands He places Christmas toys
and sweetmeats in the stockings of good
children, while those of bad ones re-
ceive nothing but a small birch rod,
placed in them by one Pelsnichkol—Ilite
erally *‘Nicholas with the fur,” that is
8t. Nicholas dressed in fur. '

It is a rare sight in a German house-
hold on Christmas morning to see the
expression of abject misery on the face
of some poor little wight, who, having
been disobedient or otherwise naughty
on Christmas eve, finds only a birch rod
in his stocking, instead of bon-bons and
playthings. The droad of getting the
rod from old Pelsnichol on Christmas
keeps many a German child in order sll
the year. -

Hard Up.
“Lend me a fiver, will you, Bil1?”
“I can’t, old fellow. I haven’t evem
paid for my wife’s present to me yet.”—-

Munsey's Weekly.

“Indeed!”—his air was lofty—"'tis not thendl

icave and go. o ‘ E
4

I ranto him and begged him, between my :
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MANY CHRISTMASES.

The Pind Tree Tells the Story of
Its Life. ’

I grew in a wild, tangled forest on the
tdge of a biufl o'erlooking the sea. At

first, I watched the little spring flowers

’ ﬂ(‘ X »\‘\\‘\\9

.

unfold their leaves and
blossoms, then the glad
summer came, and the |
woods grew green and dark;
after that they changed to
red and gold, then all this
faded and my home looked
“dull and cold, justas yoursdo,
little ones, when the fire goes
out. Idid not like this gloom,

for I was such a baby tree; the sea
and the wind would moan and wail
together, and all the great trecs in

\

the forest looked so sad. But at last\

the beautiful snow came; then I liked
winter best of all, for I thought the
snow flakkes were the pretty dead flow-
ers turned toangels, coming down from
Heaven tocomfort me; then, too, atnight
the stars were so bright, and if one looks
at the stars long they are apt to think of
strange things; so it was withme. I
was wondering why some of the trees
in the forest were bright and green,
while all the rest were so ‘bare and
brown. I was trying to think this out
when I heard voices, and saw a light
coming near: by and by it was so near
that J could see a strong, handsome
man ¢arrying a lantern, and a lovely
lady walking by his side; then they
stopped and looked at me, and the lady
tenderly touched me and said: “This
little one is prettiest of all, so shapely
and just the right size.” Then the hand-
some man smiled down at me, brushed

', ..the snow away, and with a hard, cruel,
- :tool dug me out of the ground, but very

_gently, indeed, soc as not to harm my
roots; then he lifted me in his arms and
bore me away, and all the trees waved
their arms farewell, and I was soonlost
to their sight. DBut I did not feel afraid
or sorry, for 1 looked all the time at the
beautifyl face of the lady, which some-
how made me glad; so tho time did not

sseem Jong before we came to a ¢cot’ uge,
Wwith a bright light in its window, and I
heard the lady call it home,.She opened
the door, and then I knew what a home
was. A Dblazing fire, a smooth clean

floor, windows with blooming flowers, a

", friendly clock, a table with an humble

meal spread out, a cradle in a cozy cor-
ner, a child nestled upon its pillows;
and love in the eyes of the mother. But
I had never seen any thing so pretty as
that baby. I forgot myself, and fairly

_trembled in my joy as I gazed upon her. ||
At last I heard the mother say: *‘How

beautiful it is. how it will delight my

7 darling’s eyes!” They seemed talking

of me, so I looked at myself, and what |

do you think I saw? Festoons of pop-
corn and scarlet berries, and bright toys
on every bough. What a proud little
tree I was, to be so dressed as to please
that baby; they called me a ““Christmas
tree;” then I knew why it was that
Bome trees must stay green in the win-
ter,

All night I watched the moonbeams
on the baby’s face, then the morning
came and flooded the room with sun-
ghine, and the mother caught the child
in her arms and brought her to my side.
Oh, those eyes! they shone brighter
than the winter stars, and were far

" more lovely. I was indeed the child’s

delight and she was mine. They plant-
ed me in a box, and I grew and watched
tho child grow day after day. At last
the summer came, the child and I grew
out of doors together, only at night she
went to her cradle, while I watched for
the morning and her coming. When it
rained she stood at the window and
laughed to see how Dbright the rain-

. drops made me look. All this while the

R

Lgrew larger and more proud.

child grew larger and more lovely, and
Again
Christmas came, again I was decked for
thedelight of the little girl. She could
talk to me now, and I never grew tired
of listening to her voice. Thus many

‘Christmas days came and went until the

‘“THIS LITTE ONE IS PRETTIEST OF ALL.”

child .and I were ten years old.
Then came the grandest time of all.
My darling was so beautiful, and
I was a stately - tree, almost too
large for a Christmas tree; we did
not live in the cottage now, but in a
stone mansion which stood {1 its place.

\ : \\\\\ 'pr"olml tree.

, back again.

all glad and gay as she. Nestled in my
arms wero fairy dolls, almost as lovely
as the children; books with wonderful
stories and pictures; gorgeous toys of
every description; animals that if wound
up would run about as though half mad;
miniature houses complotely furnished,
_bon bons, sweet meats, and even jewels.
Way up in the topmost branch stood a
. little old Santa
) . . Claus, showeting
\\H[l gifts from his
@y — hands in a most

m a gieal fashion.

hundred tiny can-
Heg] — dles blazed on all

J —~— iy finger tips, un-
$il I wondered it

the very stars in

~. heaven wore nob
. jealous; from a dis-
tant room came
thesound of sweet,

\ low music; this af-
ter a time became

loud and glad, and then the
children joined hands and
they danced )
N around me,
and I be-
camea very

But amid
all the joy
and laughter,
all the richness
and luxury, all
the brilliant scene,
Icould not help re-
membering that Christs
mas eve, of long ago,
when my brightest or-
naments were the scar-
let berries, and all that
dazzled me was the
sweet child's eyes.
Now, when the
spring came again, my
way of life was quite
changed. Out in the
beautiful garden there
was a great hole dug.
Again I was borne -in
the arms of the gentle-
man, while the same
lovely lady walked by
his side and the e¢hild
and all her Ilittle
friends followed in the
train. There was mu-
sic by the singing
birds, and in the light
of the morning sun,

and amid peals of joyous laughter,
I was planited in my final resting-
place. And now the child began to
study; she learned too much for a poor
ignorant tree lilke me to tell about. All
I know is that very grave-looking mas-
ters would come, then my darling would
leave me, and I could see through the
window thé curly head bent over a
wise-looking book, and the time would
seem very long before she would come
Then thero came a day
more sad than all the rest. My child
went away to learn more still, I heard
it whispered. I was left alone—for the
father and mother could not endure
their home with their darling gone, so
they went away upon a long journey.
My heart was heavy with grief, but I,
too, had much to learn; though not from
books, but from the flowers and birds,
from the rain-drops and the snow-drops;
from the sunshino and the wind, from
the starlight and the moonlight, and
from the blue sky and tlie storm clouds;
and I became the wisest troe in the gar-
den, for I learned how tomalke all these
things comfort me.

After a very long time had passed
away, my darlic ; came back, my child
still, and yet sochanged; the eyes were
the same, but tl:3 sunny hair had growa
brown, and she was so tall and so differ-
ent, I thought. She would come and
dream the hc.>s away by my side.
‘Sometimes she would seem to be seeing
something far away, would smile so
sweetly, and then the eyes would fill
with tears. I thought: ‘‘Oh, my child
has learned too much;” I thought so
still when one day a bhandsome youth
sought her beneath my shade, and I was
sure of it when I heard what he whis-
pered; but I changed my mind when my
pet ceased to dream and became happy
and gay again, and she laughed so mer-
rily that the youth and I would always
laugh, too.

All this time everybody seemed very

My child had hosts of children friends,

Besides all thisa |

BROWNIES’

busy, except my darling and the young

gentleman., Then one night in sweet
midsummer imagine my surprise as I
beheld myself again one mass of daz-
zling light. Tho garden, too, was a
brilliant sight, for moving among the
flowers and fairy lights was the gay
throng of children that danced around
moe 50 long ago one Christmas night.
They were all grown to lovely women
and handsome men, like my darling
and the youth that loved her. And
again they gathered in a circle about
me and my child and her betrothed stood
under my outstretched arms., I was
crowned with glory nnw, for they had
made me a sacred altar. I heard their
whispered vows and blessed them, and

‘1 WAS CROWNED WITH GLORY NOW."

who dare say that asimplepine tree can
not shed a blessing?

The merry throng grew merrier still,
and so the wedding night was passed
and gone.

1am now a portly old pine; there is
gossip abroad in the garden to the ef-
fect that I am very proud, and 1 guess
it is partly true. Many years have

By ED. R. Pl{iTCHARD; ‘

L
When Merry Christmas time comes {round and all the world is gay,

_ 1. %
Then up again they bravely tug to trd
Till morning comes, and with the dawn their Christmas joys are ddne.

| .
So we, like Brownies, should enjoy

— ONE OF THEM.

E_
CHRISTMAS SPORTS.

-8
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The Brownies hold high revelry fron dark till dawn of day.
. A A .

And chief among their Christmas sperts ’tis coasting holds high place,

As down the hill they fly pell-mell"’?n reckless, joyful race.

'!‘

once more the fun,

t?his happy Christmas Day,

When Santa comes with gifts for all, and peace and mirth hold sway.

passed away N
since that
wedding night.
My child lives with N\
her husband far
away where they
speak a different lan-
guage ond have no win-
ter soasvn.- The father \
and mother are dead, and
another family live in the ©
house, and three little children
play in my shade and love me,
and climb in my arms; I am very
happy, but 1 never forget the days
of my youth, and never tire of talking
about them. Early this morning I told
of my life to a little snowbird, and when
he went to get his breakfast of crumbs,
from tho hand of a lady in the mansion,
whom the children call “auntie,” he
told it to her and she wrote it
down; I saw her do it myself, and
there’s no knowing what becomes of
stories when they once get on paper.—
Elizabeth Buckingham, in Chicago Sat-
urday Evening Herald.

CHRISTMAS DAY.

Is It to Bo Garesce as & Day of
Give anG Taksi-TAow 62 Jnke It Most
Blessed. ’
Christmas time and good cheer are

synonymous terms. If thers is a period

in the wholeroundof thetoiling, schem:
ing, sinning world when life scems less
burdensome and home joys more real, it
is when paterfamdlias begins to come
home at night with his pockets bulging
out with knobby bundles, Itis when
the youngest boy conferadarkly with his
mother concerning some secret which
has to do with his father. Itis when
the oldest buy in vain tries to conceal
an awkward-looking package, six inches
one way and seven by nine the other, by
crowding it into his coat-tail pocket.

When the very atmosphere, all about, is

redolent of good wishes and happy sur-

‘prises, and musieal with words of char-
ity and good-will for all.

Yet to many people the coming of
Christmas is anticipated with dread and
looked back upom, when past, with a
feeling of relief, because the holiday
has coms t0 mean ‘‘give and take.”

It is no exaggeration to say that thou-
sands of good people in this land have
forgotten how to give. Christmas pres-
¢nts represent to thep a matter of cz-
change. To another class, who have
loving hearts, but slender purses, the
thought of Christmas brings embarrass-
ment and envy. Is there notsomething
wrong in that idea of Christmas time
which expresses itself in a conversation
like this:

‘““Mother, what on earth can I get for
the Delaneys this year? You know they
will be sure to send us something this
year as they did last.” )

“I'm sure I don’t know. You might
give the two girls those vases we saw in
the city yesterday.”

“Indeed I won't! I mean to get those
vases for Aunt Carrol and Cousin
Fanny. But” (with asigh), *‘we must

get them something

I suppose.” i
T “Yes, I suppose we
e must. Whata bother,
G isn’t it?”

Or take an ingtance
of a different -kind,
like the following:

A young man, a
clerk perhaps, with
limited means, re-
ceives an invitation
from his paternal un-
cle to spend Christ-
mas at his house.
where he will meeta
host of cousing and
friends. He knows
that they will remem-
ber him in some way,
and yet it is impossi-
ble for him to make
each of them a pres-
ent without going far
beyond his means.

He is forced either
to refuse the invita-
tion and to spend the
day in some poorer
amuscment, or to ac-
cept, and to be morti-
fled at his inability to
give presents equal in
# money value to those
which he expects to
receive,

Many persons at
Christmas time are
perplexed with such
thoughts as these:
“How can I give pres-
ents to all my fricnds,
though I would like to?
They will think I am
mean if I do not re-
member them.”

Tho time, which of
all times should be
blessed with peaceful,
loving thoughts, bus-
tles with anxious
scheming as to how a
pint may be made to

2
" ‘ﬁ

appear as large as
a quart.

Could wo read
the hearts of
many persons the
day afior Christ-
mas we should bo
moro grieved than
surprised to recad
there: “I'm glad
another Christmas
is gone! Now 1
shall not have to make any
more presents for a year at

least !”

Is Christmas to bo ob-
served simply asa day
of give and take?

@ Shall our best

S
—_—
——

z7 thoughts concern-
% ing it be the
N thought that
I, z . the presents
”"In"

_‘3&:;‘ we gave

out were
N

equal

!

in value

to those

wa received?
Shall not no-

N,

A

N AN
\\. \ '\i\‘\\
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ble souls try to ‘ .
make the day memn. \-/‘f S
orable not by the ex- 5 \\\

change of gifts, but
by the expression of
love ?

Qur beloved Master gave
the world Himself as His
best Christmas gift.—
Youth’s Companion. :

A Mistake Somewhere,
Boy Blue—Santa Claus must =%
have been crazy, this year!

» “Precious baby, why do you think e 2

so ??

Boy Blue—Why, he left a big ele-
phant at my house that mews like a kit~
ten.—Puck.

« Handle With Care.”
Thou art so frail a thing, thou New Year's
token
Yelept “ye resolution good,” I feel
Ye book wherein I note thee when unbroken
Should bear ye titleon ye back “Fragile"
—John Kendrick Bangs, in Harper's Weekly.

HER NEW. YEAR GIFTS.

HE tossed thom
over with eager:
hands,

Boxes, packages,.

] large and smally

And then 'mid her
treasures for-
lorn she stands

 Apnd whis pers,
sighing: “Can
this be all?-

What are these
baublesand toys:
and rings

When the heart is:
hungry for dear- .
et things?

8o poor, so proud’
Il.Le only knew
How I hats my
wealth--what a
welsht it seems|
He might have sent
moe a flower or
two,
But of course, dear fellow, he never dreamsg
Of the pangs and heartache [ feel the while
I pass him by with a nod and smile.

* Yet somehow I thought the hright New Year
‘Would bring me a megsage or fricndly sign—
1 longed so for some little token, dear, 4
To keep for ever and ever mine ! s
Then breathless, blushing, she sees, half hid,:
A sealed white letter her gifts amid.

She kigged it thrice ere she smiling read:
“ Love, what can I lay before your feet?
Only my faithful heart,” he saiqd, b
“Must I seal and send to your keeping,
sweet,” :
*'Only your heart? Butyour heart,” said she,
* Is the dearest gift in the world, to me/** i
—M. S. Bridges, in Judge.

NEW YEAR THOUGHTS.

Labor the True RKey of Success in Lila—
A Few Excellent Maxims. .

Renewed feelings of ambition are
synonymous with the opening of the
new year. More resolutions arc mnde
than at any other time, and g often wre
they alas! Lroken. Dut with some the
resolutions made with tho dawa of a
new year have been carricd throusi to
its close. Numerous lives of honor siad
achievement can bo traced tosomo de-
termination of purposo made upon am
occasion such as the first doy of tho year
affords for & fresh start in tho journeyof
life. We all desire success; the prob-
lem of life is ity winning. Every per-
son carries in his or her own hand the
keoy that unlocks either tho door of cuc=
cess or failure.

The true koy of success is labor, and
it requires a strong, resolute will to turn
it. It is hard, earnest work, step by
step, that insuressuccess, and never was
this truth more potent than at the
present time. Positions of trust and
eminence are no longer secured at &
single leap. Men and women haveceased.
to succced in- a hurry. Occasionally
there will be an exception, but the in=
stances are rare. Success, a writer has’
said, is the child of confidcnce and perse-
verance, and never was the meaning of
a word more clearly defined. The secret
of many successful careers is the
thorough performance of whatever has
been undertaken. :

An excellent maxim is that which
counsels us never to putour hands to
any thing into which we can not throw
our whole energies harnessed with the
very best of our endeavors. Persever- .
ance is essential to success, since it is
often aclhieved only through a succes-/
sion of failures. In spite of our best!
afforts, failures are in store for the ma-
jority of the race. Icremains, then, for”
us all to do the best we can under all
circumstances, bearing in mind that
races are not always won by the swift-
cst feet nor triumph in battle secured
by the strongest arms. It is nat so much
the possession of swifuness or strength
as it is the right application of them by ,
which suceess is insured.

In starting out upon the journey of
life it is well:

First, to obtain every kernel of knowl-
edge within your rcach. .

Study people for the knowledge they
can impart to you.

Read books for what they can teach
you. Noxt, see what your temperament
best suits you for.

Mark your tendencies and apply them.

Be sure you have not mistaken your -
calling.

Oneco certain, apply yourself to your
chosen work.

Then work hard, earnestly and inces
santly.

Don’t consider any thing beneath you.

Be patient, honest and pleasant in
manner.

Treat all persons alike, high or low.

Have a smile for all, a pleasant word
for everybody.

Success may not come at first, but i
will not be far off, and when it docs
come it will be the sweeter for its deolay.
—Ladies’ Home Journal.

The Christmas Sheaf.

There is a pretty and curious custom
in Norway. A pole is fastened up over
thedoor of the barns at the farm-houses,
and on the top is tied a. little gheaf of
wheat. A travelor was for a long time
puzzled to understand what it could

mean. One day he fell in with a

kind old Norwegian gentleman,
He asked him the meaning of
those mysterious wheat sheaves,

and was told they were put

there that the birds might
have a Merry Christ-
mas. Whata pretty

% and kindly custom;
the poor little
Norweg-
ian hirds
with
their

fpat, ~
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nine months of winter, and deep snow

and long frost, their short days and

long nights; they, too, were to have &
little brightness at Christmas time,

s
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round bright

sun in the west

hung low:

- It was old-fash-

foned Christmas weath

er,

4 I remember the fields were
white with snow

As wo stood by the stile
together.

In the woods the berries grew thick and red;
Yet I lingered and called it ‘Folly!’

‘When you sald with a smile: “Let us eross the

stile

And gather some Christmas holly.”

HE

But over the fields by the frozen brook
"We went where the boughs were sprinkled
Wiith spow; and deep in a sheltered nook
The waterfall faintly tinkled.
A brave little robin sang out in the ¢old:
It was only youcrg lovers® folly,
But we iistened so long to the redbreast’s song
That we almost forgot the holly.

Then the light died out pf the golden day,
And the moon showed her silvery bow,
And we never knew if our homeward way
Lay through rose-leaves or drifted snow.
‘One bright star shone 1n the pale clear sky;
And my mother sald it was folly
To listen 30 long to & robin's song—
But we brought home the Chnstmas holly.

You stir not now from our ingle nook,
And my hair is white like the snow;
For the story you told *mid the sunset gold
Is a story of long ago.
As hand clasps hand by the winter fire,
Do you deem it an old wife’s folly
“That my eyes grow wet with o sweet regret
When I look at the Christmas holly?
—I5. Matheson, in Chambers' Journal.
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} SWEET carillon
3l of bells! Ring
out the old year,

=’ ring in the new?!
How the glad peal broke upon the
midrpight silence and set the heart of
one happy girl thrilling with a joy al-
most too kean for mortal to believe in—
the joy of reguited love! Ring out the
long years of patient waiting and meek
:8ubmission; ring in the coming bliss of
living for the noblest man on earth!

Carmine Haughton was to be married
to-day—this very New Year's day—to
the lover who had been rejected by her
parents seven years ago. The Haugh-
tons were wealthy then, and she was the
eldest, the flower, the loveliest of the
four beautiful girls who went by the
names of Carrie, Ju, Vi and Essie
Haughton. Leslie Kenilworth was one
of the richest physicians in Winnipeg
now, and Carmine was neither beautiful
nor wealthy any more. A wasting ill-
ness had robbed her forever of her love-
liness, and her father's sudden death
had reduced the family to comparative
poverty.

‘Then, quite suddenly, Leslie Kenil-
‘worth had written to his old love, tell-

* ding her he had a home worthy of her at

last; that he had never forgotten her,
and believed she had been as true to
him, and that he would come and claim

- her whenever she bade him. Whataday

of joy and terrors that had been! Would
he care for her now she was poor—and
‘plain? For the first she feared not; but
" ‘the last? Ah! the image in his constant
‘heart was not that poor, scarred face.

She wrote him the truth, inclosed her
photograph and waited mutely. Buthis
letters only breathed the tenderest con-
stancy. He urged her to be ready for a
New-Year's day wedding, so that he
might take her with him to Europe for
a winter’s sojourn before returning to
far-off Winnipeg, and her mother and
sisters gladly pushed on the prepara-
tions,

They had not met until last evening,
the very day before the wedding, and
when she beheld the tall, handsoms
‘gentleman who had come to claim her
‘her courage altogether failed her and
:8he hid her ruined face in her hands,
weeping over its disfigurement. But he
‘raised it with tenderest reverence, and,
gazing into the tearful eyes, whispered:

“My Carmine’s- soul is lovelier than
ever!”

And who could have doubted after
‘thav?

Plenty of willing hands had decked
‘the church with flowers in honor of her
‘wedding day—the quaint old church
whoso pealing bells had waked her to
the new year and the mnew life. Iis
beautiful bell tower was but a stone’s
~throw from the bride’s chamber window,

* :and its chimes were familiar to her as
the voices of her friends. It struck the
quarter before cleven—a bar of a six-
teenth century madrigal—as the bride
went up the aisle in her simple white
draperies.

There she stood under the golden
‘bell, with her gentle face seen, mist-
like, through the vail, bending down-
ward, and filled with a holy serenity.
There she stood—but where was the
bridegroom? The marriage was fixed
for a quarter before eleven, and the
steamer which was to bear them away
started at twelve o'clock. Not a moment
could be spared for delay; why, then, was
not the bridegroom there to greet the
bride?

Mrs. Haugbton, in her marvelous toi-
lette of heliotrope plush and lace, who

had been leaning back with folded
hands in her abounding complacency,
sat upright now and gazed sternlyat the
vestry door, by which the laggard should
appear. 'The three beautiful sisters
looked with meaning eyes at each other
as though portending discomflture. The
pursy brother-in-law who stood beside
the bride to give her away looked zes-
tily at his big gold watch.

Eleven o’clock. The great bell tolled
it out, filling the shuddering walls with
sound and breaking the electric spell.
With a start Carmine raised her head
and looked round her. At the same mo-
ment the vestry door opened and the
clergyman came quickly forward and
whispered a few words to her escort.

“Can’t be found—disappeared.”

She heard these words, and put out her
hands with a wild, imploring gesture to
the rector. The next instant she had
fainted.

“Come homel!--hide yoursslf, poor
miserable thing!” muttered the mother,
in a passion of mortified pride, as she
thrust ker into the carriage at the side
door. “I might have known he would

him!"”

They got her smuggled into the house
and up to her own chamber without
attracting too much attention, and as
they shut the door upon her and her
troubles, the gun of the depart-
ing steamer mingled with the pealing of
the bells whieh counted twelve o'clock.

Of all the costly wedding-gifts that
had been sent her, Carmine chose but
one to cheer her in her solitude—a
simple guard-ring Leslie had given her
to hold the wedding-ring in place. That
wedding-ring might never grace the
thin hand now, but the guard should
take its place.

Indignation ran high in the town of
Elmsford over the insult that had been
offered its most popular young lady.
Parties of young men formed themselves
into various committees for purposes of
vengeance; but graver feelings began to
prevail when it was discovered that Dr.
Kenilworth’s money still lay in the safe
at his hotel, and that his traveling-
trunks remained in his room untouched.
It was ascertained that he had last been
seen by one of the waiters leaving the
hotel about eleven o'clock on the night
before his expected marriage. He re-
marked to the man that he was going to
take a look round the town, as he had
not seen it for seven years. His purse
was lying on the table in his room,
along with some labels he had finished
addressing, as if hehad intended return-
ing immediately. Could he have gone
down to the docks to seo the steamer?
A search was quietly instituted, but in
vain. Was it to be one of those ‘‘mys-
terious disappearances?”

Carmine noticed on the third day of
the year that her mother, when she
came up to pay her usual brief visit, did
not abuse the lost man with her ac-
customed rancor. Nay, she even alluded
to him as *‘that poor fellow.”

“He is dead, then?” she whispered,
sitting up and staring at her with her
burning eyes.

“No—no—we don’t know; but there
is no trace, and—and it is very strange.”

Carmine could not rest that night.
All her hold on hope was torn away by
that thought of death. She wandered
up and down, clasping her hands and
praying for mersy. A moaning storm
kept company with her mood, and
lashed the snow in flinty sheets against
her window. Through the hiss of the
tempest she could hear the tolling of
the bells telling the quarters, now loud,
now faint, as the wind howled past.
Never befors had they pressed them-
selves upon her attention as they did
now. They seemed to be calling—call-
ing—ecalling with human voices—ecall-
ing to her for help!

The girl’s mind was in a highly
wrought state, her fancy disordered;
that she knew, and she strove for com-
posure. The faith, which had never for
a moment failed her, in Leslie Kenil-
worth's truth made her feel as if his
spirit were near her, his voiece in the
clanging bells.

As the blast died away before the
coming dawn, and all things became
still, this impression became so power-
ful that she softly opened her window
and knelt down with her eyes fixed upon
the lofty campanile; and no sooner had
the bluish light limned forth its fretted
spires, than her whole soul seemed to
be drawn from her in the words:

0! God of mercy, tell me how to help
him!"”

In solemn measure the hour tolled
forth—six o'clock. As the sonorous
echoes died away a wild voice spoke to
her piercingly, asin her very ear:
““Maniac bells! Maniac bells!”

It was Leslie's voice! Had she lost
her reason? What was that moving on
the face of the campanile? A shred of
paper? A hand? A beckoning hand?
“‘Leslie! Leslie! I am comingl”
cried Carmine, as if he could hear her.
Perhaps he did. The pale hand was
withdrawn.

Five minutes later the sexton at St.
David’s Church was summoned to his
door by a young lady without a hat,
who said simply:

“Dr. Kenilworth is locked in the bell-
tower. Come!”

Breathless with astonishment, he got
the keys and followed her flying foot-
steps.

St. David's bells were managed by
clock-work down below. The sexton
vaguely remembered that he had gone
up to see if it was all right on New
Year’s eve before the midnight chimes.
He must have locked the missing man

reached the low-browed door. A stone
balcony ran around the belfry here, and
strangers often came up to see the view.
What more probable than for a man to
stumble in the darkness through this
open door and be lost for months?

“If he's alive he’s orazy, among them
demons!” muttered the sexton, as he
siowly turned the leck.

Narrow rays of light shone into the
place from the landet windows cut in

the walls, showing the monster beils

desert you—but I shall never forgive.

in among the Lells, s
Up and up they sped until they

hung in a ¢ircle over a skeleton-like
bridge of planks, by which they might
be reached. As the door was opened,
the quarter after six set one bell swoop-
ing across the disk with a stroke which
almost deafened Carmine, so mighty
were the reverberations. At the same
moment a scream broke from a dark
heap under one of the window-loops, and
it seemed to cower closer to the wall. It
was Leslie Kenilworth, the missing
bridegroom, crazed, as the sexton had
said, by the torture of the bells,

It were useless to desoribe Mrs.
Haughton'’s stupefaction when this
wreck of humanity was brought to her
door. The explanation of his plight
was 80 simple and so natural that she
could not find a word of blame for any-
body, but just busied herself in deing
the best she could for the unfortunate
man. He was almost gone with hunger,
exhaustion and the pealing of the bells.
They had to be silenced while he lay
between life and death, so terrible was
their effect upon him.

““Maniac bells! be still! be still?” he
would scream, striking flercely upward,
and then, when strength failed him,
cowering into his pillows as fhough
from raining blows.

As rest and nourishment restored the
wasted body, the frenzied mind gradual-
ly regained its balance, until Leslie
learned to recognize his plain little
bride-elect, and grew visibly sironger
under her infiuence.

It was a fortnight after his-rescue
that he told his story to Carmine and
her mother. It ran thus:

“You remember I left this house at
ten o’clock that night, and went to my
hotel to complete my preparations, I
worked for an hour, and then thebeauty
of the night tempted me out for a stroll
about the old place. I often used to
climb up the stairs of St. David's tower
when a boy, and the fancy took me to
do it again; so, without a word to any
one, I ascended the parapet, and stood
there, not looking at the old familiar
scene, after all, but at my Carmine’s
lighted windows.”

He took her hand, and in defiance of
mamma, kissed it ]

“You had told me to expeecta little
gorgon, and I had found, instead, so
sweet, 8o spirit-pure a face.”

“But ugly,” interposed Carmine, with
an unsteady laugh. ;

“Beautiful with the beauty that is

my heart, for Heaven’s mercy. I knew
you wers there at the window—I knew,
though my eyes were too dim to see;
and when I signaled with my hand, I
heard your voice answer: ‘Leslie! Les-
Jie! I am coming!? and I knew I was
saved.

“My Carmine,” he took her hand rev-
erently in his, ““had your love for me
been less faithful, you would never
have bridged space with that yearning
prayer which brought our spirits into
communion, and I would have died—
there, beside those demon-bells!”

Leslie Kenilworth lived to bless the
bells that had so nearly destroyed him.
The great ocean steamer that sailed
away without one noewly-wedded pair
sank in the storm of that fourth of Jan-
| uary, and all on board were lost. Had
"the bells not startled ths young man S0
that he missed his footing and fell into
his horrible dungeon, he and his gentle
bride would have gone down with the
ill-fated passengers of the Assyrian.—
Annie Ashmore, in Demorest’s Maga-
zine.

A LIVELY OLD PAIR,

The Merry Ohristmé.s da.used by
Uncle Tom's Old Boots,

ARDERS A.
FLINT, Esq.,
lawyer, sat
alone in his
bachelor’s den
in a big easy
chair, his feet
encased in a
pair of dilapi-
dated old slip-
pers, resting on
the fender, his
hand thrust half
way into his
trousers’ pockets, and his head bent for-

ward unsil his chin rested on his breast.

On the table beside him lay a couple of

newspapers and a yellow-covered law

book, open at the page he had been con-
sulting.

Lawyer Flint was deep in perplexing
thought, to judge by the expression of
his face, for his brow was clouded and
his lips compressed; and occasionally
he turned his head toward the open
volume as if inclined to seek further
aid from it, but, with a slight shake of
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eternal!” said Leslie, stoutly; and a tiny
thorn was plucked forever out of her
humble heart.

*“Well,” proceeded he, “‘Iforgot where
I was, so that when a great clang of
bells rose just behind me, I started and
meant to hasten down the stairs out of
the din. Instead, I stumbled headlong
into the open bell-tower, and lay, help-
less, on my back, under the swinging
bells, just in the center where they all
met to deliver their infernal strokes.”

““They had begun to ring- in the New
Year,” he continued, ““and I knew I had
ten minutes of it to endure before I
dared move hand or foot; for as each
bell delivered its stroke the brazen lip
would almost touch my face, and the
wind of it nearly took my breath away.
Ilay there staring up at my enemies
with starting eyeballs, as they swooped
at me like hungry eagles, and snatched
at my tossing hair. How they roared at
me! How they hurled themselves like
barking dogs at me! e

‘““When they began to ring in the New
Year I was in the prime of youth and
vigor; when they stopped, my warm
blood had become thin and cold, my
hair was gray. I was an octogenarian in
his senile childhood. I laughed and
cried for joy when they were silent,
and then crept off the fearful net-work
and found the door. WhenI discovered
it waslocked, I suppose I fainted; at all
events I remembered no more until
towards the evening. From that time
on—morning, noon, night, morning,
noon, night—it zll seemed to me a
troubled dream, cut into by lance points
of torture whenever the demon bells
gave tongue. Sometimes the fifteen
minutes seemed to me days and weeks
apart; at other times they hurried on
each ¢ther so that I yelled at them to
wait and give me time to brace myself
for their crashing blows. All hunger
or thirst was forgotten in the torture
of the bells: sleep I had none—only in-
sensibility.

“Qn that fourth night of my imprison-
ment, the furious storm which rocked
the tower brought me a strange relief,
although the frozen snow blew in upon
me, almost freezing me to death. Those
other sounds were healing to my deaf-
ened ears; they diverted my mind from
the recurrent horror of the bells. As
the night wore on, I had a mysterious
feeling that you, Carmine, were mnear
me; that your spirit was calling upon
mine. I dragged myself to the loop-
hole and waited for daylight, praying

all the time, with a new-born hope in

D—DISAPPEARED !"'

the head, relapsed again intohis former
attitude.

He had sat thus for a long time when
there was a knock at the door.

*“Come in,” said the lawyer, without
looking up. )

A servant girl entered, handed him a
note and withdrew,

Lawyer Flint opened the note, read it,
uttering an exclamation of impatience,
arose and paced up and down the room,

“So Rolingold can’t meet me to-mor-
row because it’s Christmas,” he mut-
tered, as he stalked across the floor;
‘“‘every day is important in this matter
and yet he, the one most interested, de-
lays proceedings t ¥venty-four hours sim-
ply because it happens to be Christmas.
Gad! I can’tsee how a business man like
Rolingold can be so foolish. Well,” he
continued, ‘“let him take his holiday
and enjoy it if he can. I couldn’t. It's
many and many a long day since Christ-
mas interfered with my business.”

He returned to his chair, but the train
of his thought had been interrupted and
his face now wore a c¢ynical, bard look
as he gazed into the crackling fire.
Once, long ago, his Christmas days had
been bright, too, but their brightness

DEEP IN PERPLEXING THOUGHT.

was obscured by more vivid recollec-
tions of other Christmas times in later
years, when ambition and disappoint-
ment and poverty and greed had steeled
his heart and left no room for Christmas
thoughts. Oh! the years that he had
worked and starved and hoarded to reach
his present condition of comfortable in-

+

dependence. As he looked back upon
them now his lips closed tighter and the
bitterness deepened in his face.

From a distant part of the house came
the sound of music and the laughter of
children and the buzz of conversation.
But the lawyer remained motionless
with his head upon his breast.

Rat-tat, rat-tat, rattle-tattle, rattle-
tattle-tattle, rat-tat, rattle-tattle, rat-
tat-tat.

What was that? It seemed to come
from the closet at the other side of the
room. The lawyer went over and
opened the closet door; there was noth-
ing to be seen except a lot of old law
books piled upon the shelves and a pair
of heavy o0ld boots on the floor.

““That noise must have come from be-
low stairs after all,” he said, ‘*‘but it
sesmed to be right in the room; sonnded
just like some one dancing ona barn
fioor."” '

“I was just thinking of Uncie Tom,”
he continued, “*and thers are the boota
the old man left here when he got his
new ones at the close of his visit, a
month ago. 1 must tell Joe to take
them away.”

He went over to the chalr and sat

down again. *Uncle Tom,” he said to
himself. “Bah! I hope he enjoyed his
visit here. 1 didn’t. I'd go crazy with

that blundering old man around me.
Nudging me and slapping me on the
back, ‘trying to get a little fun out of
me,’ as he said, with that everlasting,
good-natured laugh of his. ‘Christmas
’11 soon be hers,’ he said, as he was leav-
ing, “'n IThope you'll brace up, Harders,
and enjoy yourself. I’d show you how
to do it if I could stay with you." Well,
I wonder now what he’d do to show me
how to enjoy Christmas,” said the law-
yer, as he settled down in his chair.

Again the sound of laughter and con-
versation came faintly from below. The
violins struck up a lively air and—

Rattle-te-tat-te, rattle-te-tat-te, rat-te-
tattle-te-rattle-te-tat!

The lawyer looked quickly toward the
closet, the door of which he had left
open, He rubbed his eyes and looked
again, Yes, there could be no mistake
about it, there were Uncle Tom’s boots
stepping about on the closet floor, rat-
tling off the time with heel and tos,
sidling across and back, right boot first.
left boot first, up with the right, up with
the left, and, as the music grew louder,
up with both, crack! crack! the heels
came together twice in the air, landing
on the floor in exact time with the music,
and finishing up with alively rattle-tat-te
rattle-tattle, rat-tat-tat. Then they came
briskly over toward the astonished law-
yer exactly as though they had feet and
legs in them, Over to the fire they
walked, turned heels toward it and stood
there wide apart.

Involuntarily Lawyer Flint glanced
up as if expecting to see the ruddy,
jovial face and portly form of his Uncle
Tom. There were the boots just as the
old man would have placed them, but
Uncle Tom was not there.

‘‘Bless my soul!” exclaimed the lawyer,
“but this is mighty curious.”

The toe of the right boot began tap-
ping the carpet gently, then they moved
over to the window, stood still a mo-
ment and then walked vat into the hall-
way.

“@ad!” said Lawyer Flint, excitedly,
“I believe they aregoing out. I must
see the end of this thing!”

He threw off his dressing-gown,
hurried into his shoes, overcoat and hat,
and followed the boots out of the street
door, which had opened at their ap-
proach. Down the steps they tripped
gayly and turned toward the brilliantly
lighted avenue. The still, starlit night
was bitterly cold, and Lawyer Flint
shivered as he buttoned his heavy coat
olose up around his neck. Up the street
he hastened, following the empty boots,
which slipped sideways at every other
step and jammed their heels into the
trodden snow, but made their way rapid-
ly, nevertheless,

Around the corner, into the avenue,
in and out among the throngs of Christ-
mas eve pedestrians, dodging here and
there, stepping on toes, stopping in front
of show windows, kicking themselves
together and stamping on the ground—
thus went the old boots, and after them
followed the excited lawyer.

They turned into a big store. *“Now,”
thought Lawyer Flint, as he entered
the door, “‘some one will be sure to see
them,” but, strange to say, the boots
were entirely unnoticed by the buzzing,
laughing, happy people who thronged
the store.

The lawyer leaned against the toy
counter and watched the boots as they
shuffled around on the floor.

‘*Something for the little ones?”

The question was asked by a pretty
salesgir], and it was addressed to Hagd-
ers A. Flint. He started, and for the first
time realized that he was in a rather
peculiar position. Whywas hestanding
around there, the people would ask, if
hedid not wish to buy? How long would
he be obliged to remain? He couldn’t
tell. Should he say that he was waiting
for those old boots? No, no; he didn’t
wish on any account to call attention to
the ridiculous performance they were
going through.

““ Yes,” he said, coloring, *‘something
for the little ones,” and then he went
about selecting tin horns, and silver
bells, and woolly dogs, and wooden
monkeys, and trumpets, and checkers,
and dominoes, growing white and red by
turns as he thoughtof the fearful extrav-
agance, and, glancing furtively, with
increasing impatience and anger, at the
boots. which seemed livblier than ever
as his purchases increased.

“Seven doliars and forty ocents,
please,” said the salesgirl.

Into the silver ball went a good $10
bill; click, click, it shot upwards and
slid across to the cashier's desk, whiie
the lawyer groaned and waited for his
change.

Rattle-te-tat-te, rattle-te-tat-te, rattle-
te-tat-te, rat-ta-tat! went the old boots
close by his side. Several people looked
at him with smiles of amusement.
* Happy time, isn’t i$? ” said a jolly little

fat man, glancing at the lawyer’s big |

bundle. I feel like dancing myself.”
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“‘Change, sir;
Christmasl”

The exasperated lawyer grasped his
bundle and hurried after the boots,
which now seemed anxious tp get away
from the store. 'When he struck the
cold air and again drew his coat around
him he seemed somehow to feel less an-
noyance. The excitement of the chase
had warmed his blood. It was a curious
feeling that began now to steal over
him, the like of which he had never ex-
perienced before, or at least not for
many years, he said to himself, as he
stopped before a candy store and fol-
lowed the boots inside. ‘

“Candy for Christmas?” He smiled
almost to think that he, Harders A. Flint,
should hear such a question addressed

thank yoa. Merry

‘1 BELIEVE THEY ARE GOING OUT.”

to himself; and more astounding yet
was the fact that he did want to buy
some candy for Christmas, and that he
really stood there pocketbook in hand
waiting for it. .

Rattle-te-rat, te-rat-te-rat!

A smile broke over the salesgirl’s face
as she handed him the package of candy,
and away went the lawyer after the
boots, which seemed determined to give
bim a lively chase before the evening
was over. Again he wasin the biting
air, but the warm blood coursed through
every vein in his body as he hurried
along. Again and again they stopped,
until the lawyer’s purse was nearly
emptyand his arms more than full. The
old boots secemed fairly wild with de-
light, and Lawyer Flint could not, to
save hisg life, help laughing at them as
they skipped and slipped and danced
along the sidewalk. Away they led him,
out of the avenue, down the dark side
streets, until he heard the sound of
children singing. In this direction the
old boots hastened and stopped hefore
the house from whence the singing cams.
Up the steps they went; the door opened,
and somehow the lawyer, too much flus-
tered and confused to know how it was
exactly, found himself in a room fllled

with children, and a lovely lady was

saying to him: ‘“Ah, you're in time, sir.
Thank you s much. We haven’t dis-
tributed the presents yet.
make a good many little hearts glad to-
night, sir.” And all around him was
warmth and light and music and a olat-
tering of happy tongues, and altogether
such a joyous atmosphere as he would
not have believed could existanywhere.

“Good-night! Merry Christmas!” The
sound rang in his ears as he followed
the lively old boots out of the door and
back through the dark streets into the
avenue, :

*“I wonder where they'll take me
now?” he said, chuckling and langhing
softly. “Gad!” he ocontinued, *“I had
more than forty dollars in that pocket-
book, and there isn’t enough left to—
hello—thore they go into a cigar store.
H'm, cigars are too great a luxury for
Harders Flint—not to-night, though,”
he laughed. “T'll smoke to-night,”
and he came out of the store a moment
later with'a box of choice cigars in his
hand.

And then the old boots led him back
at a moderate pace to his bachelor quar-
ters. He whistled softly as he removed
his coat and got into his dressing-gown
and slippers; then he lit a cigar, threw
himself into the big chair befc.e the
fire and sat contentedly puffiig the
fragrant smoke and watching it ;url up-
ward toward the ceiling, and he laughed
when from the closet he heard the old
boots dancing again.

Rattle-te, rattie-te, rattle-te-rat, rat-
tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat—

“They must be tired,” thought the
lawyer, as the lively rattle dwindled
into a regular, monotonous tapping.

Then he started, sat up straight and
opened his eyes. The tapping did not
come from the closet, but from the hall
door, It was Joe, come to replenish the
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fire. “I’ve been dreaming,” said Lal-.éyer""—‘-:\{"v"\,

Flin§ to himself. He turned his back
to the fire, looked over toward the closet
and smiled. Then he walked to the
window and looked out into the street.
He took out his watch and looked at it,
while a light shone in his eyes and his
mouth worked curicusly.

- ““There’s time enough yet,” he said,
and Joe wasg surprised to see him hurry
on his coat and hat; but not half so sup-
prised as he was when he stood alone in
the room a moment later with a big sil.
ver dollar in his hand.—Morris Waite,
in Detroit Free Preas.

A LIKELY STORY.

Policeman—Say, boy, where
get that dog?

Boy—Santy Claus putit in my stockinl

did you

—~Life.



