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;the day- - BEFORE CHRISTMAS.
i

"WAS the day before
Christmas and out
on the street

Was an incessantr P3 til n tramping and
stamping or feet.

As, to and fro briskly,
mankind moved
about.

And from the gay
markets came
throngs pouring out.

In the air was a perfume of holiday spice:
Oa the 'walk was a coating of hard, gleamy ice;
The glad music of sleighbells rang out sweet

and clear,
And the world seemed replete with Christmas-tid- e

cheer.

In the midst of the bustle, with hands and arms
full,

And tugging behind him a load hard to pull,
Went surging and pufliing, with good-nature- d

air,
A jolly old gentleman with snowy-whit- e hair.
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His appearance suggested a familiar saint:
Though his garb and his manner were not quite

as quaint;
Still, what with his bundles and many gew-

gaws,
lie strongly resembled dear old Santa Claus.

Alas! that Disaster should plume her dark
wing:

Alack: that so certain is Trouble's sharp sting;
When poor trusting mortal most upright

would stand,
Oa his back, in the struggle, he's likely to

land.

Thus it was with my hero, the jolly old gent,
As slowly and cautiously onward he went;
In an 'unguarded moment he lost his tlrm grip,
Oa the smooth Jcy pavement his foot made a

slip.

In a frantic endeavor upright to remain,
He thiew down his parcels, but all was in

vain;
On his load just behind, with a great crushing

noise.
He came down with destruction upon the gay

toys.

Then about him soon gathered a curious
throng,

Pressing eagerly forward to sec what was
wrong;

Some laughed at his mishap, some viewed
with regret.

The painful misfortune with which he had met.
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Rising up In a hutry, he made a quick grab
For his scattered parcels, then summoned a

cab;
To tho seat he soon clambered, gave the

driver a word,
And that was the last of my Santa Claus

heard.

Yet, I know an old gent whb has snowy-whit- e

hair.
Who tells to the children who cling round his

' chair,
A laughable story of jolly Saint Nick,
Who fell down on his pack like a thousand of

brick. p. B. Welch.

NAN AND SIM.

Story of an Enforced Christmas
Present

AN, come here er min- -

tsssj. lM ,y lt," said old Bob Hor
ner, addressing his
daughter. Tho girl,
who stood spreading
the covers on an ed

- Jlil3 d bed, pre
tended not to hear herV0Fr w'rYft father's demand.
"Nan, cf I come airter
ycr, I'll bet yer'll
wish vcr had come.

Oh, yer neentcr flounce around thater way."
"Pap," said Mrs. Horner, looking up

from her work of baking corn bread on the
hearth, "don't nag at the child."

"Martha, ever when I want yer advice
I'll ax fur hit. Nan, air yer comen J"

"Yas, I'm er comin. Kaint yer gin er
body time J"

"Oh', yas, ken gin er body time, hut don't
feel like givin' er body eternity."

The girl slowly approached him, and
he continued: "When I wuz out ter the
sto' the yuther day I hearn the you wuz
a goin' ter marry Sim Buck next Chris-
mus." Tho girl's eyelids dropped. "The
feiers out ther that peered to know all
crbout it said yer loved one nuther fit ter
MIL Whut yer got ter sav erbout it!"

"NuthinV
"Wall, then. Til say suthin. Ef I kitch

Buck round hero I'll hurt him, an' mo'rn
thatef yer run off an' marry him I'll foller
yer.up. "Wall, never mine, ycr shaint mar-
ry hun, that's alL I've been er tellin' yer

- furer long time that I wanted yer ter niar-Ty- ,r

prcachur. T.iar never wuz er preaeh-u- r
in aur family, an' k's now time thar wuz

one. I've sot my min' on this, an' yer
sneenter think I ain't goin' ter have it thater
way. Wy jis look at Preachur Martin's

--wife. She gits er new caliker coat ever
"when she wants it. Er new one, min' yer.
Ur iew caliker coat all spotted ez putty
ezcrjplease. I've dun said ernuff. Ef

iBnipBOpmes on this here place ergin it
3gJt lie good fur him."
JjQidiHorner was a hill-sid- e farmer in tho
jaerthem part of Arkansas. He lived in

conventional double-lo- g house on
so stack chimnev the whmnnrtvills

fJ; their melancholy songs "when the sum- -
jjitniuKiii suttiuu uunu. xixi uiu muii

CwW'setUn IrisVivavs had become convinced I
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was wrong. He was tall and gaunt, with
long, yellowish hair nd a sickly sprinkling
of beard, like a thin growth of wire grass,
growing whers the land is poor. His wife
had been educated into meekness, and
thought that she should find her greatest
pleasure in hovering ovor the sizzing bacon
and watching the hoe-cak- e. Nau, the girl,
was a beautiful blonde, full of life, but
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i afraid of her father. Sim Buck, to whom
Nan was secretly engaged to be married,
was, the neighbors said, "a rip snorteu'
sort uv er feller that inout er mount ter
suthun ef he would trv, but the chanc33
wuz ergin him."

Mrs. Horner took up the supper, and,
sighing wearily, said:

'Come, pap, an' cat er snack."
The old man drew up his chair, waited,

with an air of impatience, until the other
members of the family were seated and
then asked a blessing, beginning with an
clon vated "gracious Lord" and ending with
an unintelligible sigh.

"Ain't yer goin' ter cat nothin', Nan?"
"Ain't er haungry."
"Buck's tuck yer appertite, I reckon."
"Sir!"
"Heard whut I said. Wall, never min',

I'll take his appertite the next time he
comes on the place."

"Pap," said Mrs. Horner, "'don't torment
the child."

The old man took a swallow of butter-
milk, looked at his wife and replied: "Let
us don't have no advice, Martha. Keep in
the straight an' narrar path an' don't fret."

About one month later, on the day before
Christmas, old Horner, while splitting a
"rail-cut,- " some distance from home, acci-
dentally stepped in the opening of the log
just as one of the "gluts" flew out. The
two sections of the log closed on the old
man's foot and ankle, and but for the thick
sole of his boot, would have crushed his
foot. He uttered an exclamation of thank-
fulness, muttered a few words in praise ol
old Riggsby, the shoemaker, and then at-
tempted to liberate himself. This, he soon
found, was not an easy or even a possible
task. His aye, maul and wedges were be-

yond his reach. He shouted until he could
only croak, and then, in despair, he began
to praj The still sole of his boot began to
yield, and the splintered sides of the log be-
gan to painfully press his foot.
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"i've nux said eknuff."
"Holloa, old man!"
Looking up with a start of joy, the old

man beheld Sim Buck leisurely approach
ing.

"Fur the Lawd's sake, Simmie,runherc!"
"Ain't in no purtickler hurry," tho young

man replied, tearing off a chew of tobacco.
"Great heavens, don't yer see how I'm

fixed!"
"Ah, hah !" Sim replied, a3 ho came up

and carelessly sat down on one end of the
log.

"Confound r fool soul!" shouted the
old man, "ain't ycr got no sense?"

"I'm all right; ain't nothin' tho matter
with me. Come ter think er bout it, thar
do peer ter be er fool in the neighborhood,
an' it sorter peera like he's dun jammed
his foot inter the crack uv er log."

"Never mind, I'll fix yer fur this."
"Peers like you've already fixed yuse'f."
"Sim, for God's sake split open this log

an' let me git outen here."
" Don't like ter split wood, but ef ycr'vo

got any plowm' ycr want done I don't mind
doin' it fur yer."

" You air a brute," the old man raved.
"Yas, that's what they said down in the

holler, but the branch kep on cr runnin'."
"Simmie."
"That's me."
"Please turn mo cr loose."
" I ain't got er holt uv yer."
" You air the blamedestfool I ever seen."
"That's me, an' ler-morr- er will bo Chris-

mus, too. 'Lowed that I'd come over an'
take dinner with ycr, but I hearn that yer.
didn't want nobody but preachers ter come
round yer."

" Turn me loose, Sim, an' ycr may come."
"Tell yur whut I'll do. Turn yer er

loose ef yer'll gin me er Chrismus pres-
ent."

" I'll do it; I'll gin ycr er calf."
"Come ergin."
"Two hogs."
"No, gin me Nan."
"I won't do it!" the old man indignantly

shouted.
"All right, then; good-bye- ."

"Hoi' on, Sim."
" Wall."
" This thing is er bout ter pinch my foot

off."
" Ah. hah, but I must go."
"Sav, Sim."
"WalL"
" I'll gin yer the gaL I cain't stan' this,

no longer."
" Shall we take it down in writin'?"
"Oh, mussy, no; my word's ez good ez

my bond."
"All right."
He soon split open the log and liberated

the old man.

"XO; GIVE MB JfAX."

" Come on ter the house, Sim, an' git yer
present. Thar aint't no back-dow- n in me."

When they reached the house the old man
said: "Hide out here till I go in an' have
some fun with Nan."

He had never seen his .daughter looking
so happy.

" Whut's the matter, Nan!
"NuthinV

Wall, whut makes yer giggle thater
way! W'y, Martha's gigglin' too. I wish

mer die ef I ever seed sich a pack er
geese. Coinound yer, Sim, I told yer ter
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stay out thar. W'y, look at the gal, a
Iris sin' the fool feller. Martha, whut do all
this mean ? W'y, dog my cats, whut yer
wantcr kis3 me fur? "Wall, wall er haw,
haw I never did see the like."

" Old man," said Sim, "it won't be many
hours now till Chrismus, an' I tell yur whut
I 'lowed wus best. Jest ez soon ez ther
first rooster crows airter ther clock strikes
twelve I'm goin' out, git a jestico uv the
piece an' git married."

" Yer ain't cr goin' ter do no sich uv cr
thing!" the old man exclaimed. "No, sir,

i AM :i. .:-. t...,i .. T. -- :..
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ole man Horner, when he takes a notion, is
crgood one."

AVben the clock struck twelve Sim said:
" Now lessun fur the rooster! Ding him,
will he never crow; thar h3 is! Git yer
nag, ole man."

Old Horner soon returned, and the
couple were married. At tho breakfast
table, while tho neighbor's guns were
firing salutes to the Saviour's birth-day- ,

old Horner said: "I still don't un'erstan'
why yer all giggled so yistidy eveain'."

" W'v, FaP." laughed the girl, "it wuz
cause we had dun slipped up on yer so?"

"How'd yer slip up on me?"
" Wy, Sim he 'fessed 'ligion tuther day,

has j'ined tho church an' tho confunce has
duu made cr preacher outen him, an' he
had gone to tell yer the good news when ho
found yer cotch by er log."

" Wall, wall," said the old man, " Sim er
preacher, wall, er haw! haw! the joke is on
him."

" Why sol" Sim asked.
"'Cause yer has ter pay double price fur

the gal."
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CHRISTMAS-EV- E IN SUABIA.
Curious Customs Obtaining Among: tho

Cotintry-I'ol- k of a Fertile Portion of
Southern Germany Practical Charity In
a l'oetic Garb A Pathetic Incident.

. Am HE ghastly flicker of
a smoking oil lamp,
suspended from a
weighty chain att-
ached to the

gables of
two rather tall build-
ings, lent an air of en-

chantment to the low,
thatched cottages lin-

ing both sides of the
main street of an an-

cient hamlet in ro-

mantic Suabia,; and
this pleasant sensa-
tion was made even
moro realistic by a
glance at the silvery

orooklet which was trying hard to wind its
way tln-oug- comparatively heavy masses
of glistening ice. Peace, prosperity and
content, the three great blessings courted
and enjoyed by tho peasant of the
Suabian lowlands, had indeed united in
producing a picture pleasing to tho eye and
delightful to the mind. Wh3rever one
might look, he became convinced that
among the simple people inhabiting these
humble homes, frugal honesty is held in
higher esteem than dishonestly attained
wealth and crafty policy.

Christmas Eve with these pious country
folk docs not mean a mere exchange of
presents and compliments, but a devoted
thankfulness for blessings received during
the year. The poor and ths rich are for tho
nonce made one, their object being to as-

sist the ;w of their fellow-townspeop- le liv-ing- in

squalor and want. During the evening
hours of the day preceding the Saviour's
birth quiet joy holds svpreme sway in a
goodl portion of the thrifty villages of the
poetic Neckar valley, and good-wi- ll to all
is expressed upon tb3 well-fe- d faces of old
and young.

The large front room of every cottage,
whose scrupulously clean floor is covered
with shining sand, is decorated with em-
blems suitable to the high holiday. The
broad sill by the quaint,
small-pane- d window supports a gay Christ-
mas tree loaded down with good things to
eat and embellished by dozens of wax
candles, whose bright light dazzlc3 the eye.
The square and heavy flour-troug- h in the
corner is covered with gifts for the little
ones. The substantial oaken table, which
has done duty in the family for perchance
a century, is almost breaking down under
the weight of toothsome morsels. Busily
the parents flit hither and thither, and at
last tho children who have spent many
anxious moments in the bed-chamb- er under
the roof are allowed to enter. Grand-
mother smiles, dear old grandfather gives
a vigorous pull at his pipe to conceal tha

TIIE CAKOLEJtS.

emotion wnich hai caused his weak eyes to
shed a tear of joy, father and mother
proudly survey the treasures of their hearts
and home as they approach the hallowed
tree not hastily, not impatiently, but de-

murely and decorously chanting in a low,
sweet whisper the message of joy : ' 'Glory
to God in the highest, and on earth peace,
good-wi- ll toward men." Grandfather
whispers a solemn "Amen," and then rises
to read a prayer from the old and well-wor- n

family prayer-boo- k, while the others,
with folded hands, surround the tree and
listen with wrapt attention to the words of
thankfulness and supplication uttered by
the noble old man. Then the children re-
ceive gifts brought by "Christkindchen,"
tokens of love whose pitiful intrinsic valuo
would cause a worJling to smile, but which
are dearer to those remembered than tho
most gaudy and expensive baubles can be
to those "highly-civilized- " unfortunates
who know not the Talue of love.

While this touching distribution is taking
place in the cottage, a sweet chant is heard
on the street, and in a few moments a dozen
voices, lowly singing "Glory to God in tho
Highest," seek and gain admission. The
spokesman of the twelve young men and
women repeats the story of the "Chnst-kind's- "

(Christ-child'- s) birth, and asks in
simple verse for a gift for the poor and sick
and needy for whose sake the Son of God
was born in a lowly manger, suffered and
was crucified; and while the sturdy youths,
clothed in leather knee-breech- es and short
jackets with huge brass or silver buttons,
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and the pretty young women, whoso pictur- -
csque attire adds to natural charms, sing
another appropriate song, the peasant's
wife lills a basket with fruit and cake and
aju?with apple cider, thus practically re--
sponaing to tne melodious petition oi ner
visitor?, who leave the house chanting once
more the joyful message, "On earth peace."

From house to house they wander, filling
a heavy cart with the contributions of tho
cheerful and charitable, ever repeating
their songs and their stories and their
legends, until every one able to do so has
given his or her mite. And when the work
of collecting is finished, the distribution
begins. The hovels of the poor and sick
arc visited, and at each door a basket is
left, together with a word of cheer and tha
never-cea-in- g "Good-wi- ll toward men."

The sleepy old night watchman of tho
village tcots the hour of eleven on his mel-
ancholy horn as the cheerful baud of yong
people reach the last cottage whose owners
are to be made happy through the generos-
ity of their neighbors. Their glad chant is,
however, not answered by words of wel-
come. Instead of the care-wor- n face of tha
overworked widow whose load they desire
to lighten, they see the benevolent face of
the village pastor. Quietly they file into
a dingy room, dimly lighted by a single
tallow candle. A distracted mother, wrapt
in gloom and sorrow, stands at the head of
a miserable bed watching every motion on
the face of a little sufferer whoso frail body
is buried under the weight of heavy feather
bedding. Slowly the child opens her glassy
eyes and raises her weak body. A thought
of the present seems to flit across the
fevered brain.

"Mamma," she whispers, "has tho
Christ-chil- d' come?"
"Yes, my darling," sobs the heart-broke- n

mother, "and it has brought you such a
gay little frock."

"Oh, mamma" lispingly "give it to
neighbor's Barbcle, they're poorer than
we."

Kneeling at the bedside, tho worthy pas-
tor wipes away a tear, the almost par-
alyzed mother suppresses a heart-renjjin- g

sob, the subdued roysterers weep tcafs of
sympathy. Silence, broken only by the
slow tick of tie old cuckoo clock on the
walLand the heavy breathing of the dying
child, is at last interrupted by the patient
sufferer.

"Mamma," she whispers, hoarsely, cvei
in death preaching charity, "I'm going.
Give mo a kiss. I'm going. Let me see
the dress. Yes, yes ; give it to Barbcle.
Give it to Barbcle. Yes, mamma" start-
ing up "see the Christ-chil- d. It beckons
me to come, to come. Yes, yes, I'm co-
mingI'm coming Glory to God in the "

One last gasp and the pure soul of tho
widowed mother's only treasure has joined
tho "Christ-child- " in His home on high.
The good pastor offers a fervent supplica-
tion for the bereaved woman, and as tho
youthful witnesses of this touching scene
silently leave the house of death, the
watchman toots the midnight hour, the
church-bol- l rings tho advent of Christ's
natal day, and over hill and dale, from
every neighboring village, sung by young
voices, come the words of hope : "Glory to
God in the highest, and on earth peace,
good-wi- ll toward men."

PLAYING "HUNTSMAN."

Tho Jolliest Part of Eart Carver's
Christmaa

A Truo Story for tho Children.

ID I po to grandpa's
last Christmas? Of
course I did. I al-

ways go there to
Christmas.

"Did I have a good
time? You never had

fMlr a better time in your
life, Arch. Greeley, I
tell you. The jollicstvm of it all was playing
iTTnTitcTTinn

"What's 'Huntsman!' Didn't you ever
play Huntsman? Why, it wouldn't bo
Christmas at all at grandpa's without
huntsman. Aunt Lizzie wanted to play
girls' plays, like Come In, Come See, and
Bimble-com- e, Bumble-com- e; but 'Life and
Ben and Mamie and all us boys and girls
said: 4 'Twould be real mean not to have
Huntsman.' So when the girls had cleared
the table, in the dining-roo- Uncle Oliver
says:

"'Go ahead, boys, and get the chairs
ready.'

"Wo all played but grandpa. He said
'twas a leetle too much for an old fellow like
him, after a Christmas dinner, but he'd
help do the laughing.

"We put his great arm-cha- ir in one cor-

ner and fixed the other chairs up and down
t e middle of the room, back to back;
chairs enough for everybody that was go-

ing to play, all except one.
"Uncle Oliver said he'd bo the first

Huntsman. Then all the rest of us sat
down, and Uncle Oliver gave us each
a name. I was Bear, 'Life was Wolf,
Mamie was Fox and Aunt Lizzie was Hare,
and so on.

" When we were all named Uncle Oliver
began to run round the chairs; pretty soon
he railed: 'Bear!' I jumped up and caught
hold of his coat and ran after him, then he
called Fox,' and Mamie grabbed my jacket
and trotted after me as fast as she could
trot. So, you see, Uncle Oliver called us,
one after another, till wo were all running
round the room, laughing and shouting and
making such a racket that the hired man
told the folks in the kitohen :

I .i
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THE GAME Or HUNTSMAN.

Sur.?, an' I'd better be afthcr bringin'
some er them big jists in thir sthablc an
puttin' 'em be top uve ther ruff.'

" After we'd run round so two or three
times uncle says: 'Baxo!' Then we all
rushed for a chair; for, you see, the one
that's loft sticking upon his feet has to be
Huntsman next time.

"WelLwhen we were running and having
the greatest kind of a lime, the door began
to open slow-l-y, slow-l-y, and a black nose
came poking in, and pretty soon Tige's
head alter it; Tige's grandpa's big curly
Newfoundland. He looked all around, but
we couldn't see any thing but his head for
a minute or two. Then he made out there
wa3 some fun going on and he gavo one
jump into the room and began running

rvniu ims-pa- nr or
probably remain toSTMPT ,T TMTVTfiVNTSF

j mmd too at q end of procession,
A7hen huntsman said: 'BaxqP Tigo
didn't know what to make of it, and ran
around after the folks wero sitting down

!puffin!r and catching their breath. I tell
i you a fellow has to have pretty good wind
to play Huntsman.

" We played lots of times more, and tho
next time Tigo ran round just as he did at

i first, but after he'd got the play into hb
head, when the 'Bang !' came he sat right

i
down and pounded the floor with his tail.
That's his way of laughing, I 'spose.

...if i I
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TIGE LKAKXS THE GAME.

" I tell you, the jollicst part of playing
Christmas is playing Huntsman, and the
jollicst part of that was seeing Tigc help
play, and the next jolliest was seeing
gran 'pa help laugh."

That is the way Bart. Carver told tho
story to Archie Greeley a week after last
Christmas. Do you wonder, reader mine,
we all loved Tige, ho was such a wise,
fun-lovin- g dog, or that all the grandchil-
dren thought Christmas the best day cf the
year, grandpa so enjoyed seeing them-happ-

?

BESSIE'S CONQUEST.

As of Old, "A Llttlo Child Shall
Lead Them."

OME one somewhere
has written that
houses, like men
have their seasons of
life and death. Oao
who had known the
mansion of O b e d
Sproule as it was

s-- vivifii ' years ago, and who
TjI had chanced to sec it

shortly before a certain Christmas not
long since, must have been reminded of
that sentiment.

Not that physical decay, or tho tongue of
fire, or the heavy hand of the tornado had
visited it. No force of nature had dev-
astated its fair proportions and comely
looks; and as for the tooth of Time such
substantially-buil- t houses as this, with the
ordinary repairs such as it3 owner never
failed to make, will defy the old scythe-beare- r

for centuries. The change of which
I speak was in its general aspect, in the
use that was made of it, in tho face, so
to speak, that it showed to the pass-
er. For men who knew its history
would tell you that time was when
it j many windows and shutters were thrown
wide open to the light of day; when music,
mirth and laughter were heard at night
from its parlors ; when fair and manly faces
looked out from it, and when little children
romped up and down tho broad stairs, and
played on the lawn in front. But it had
long been strictly closed to all the world
save its morose, hermit-lik- e occupant. Tho
shutters were closed, the doors fast-locke- d,

rank weeds had grown up about it, and its
whole exterior was chill and forbidding.
People who had watched said that some-
times its solitary dweller came out and in
at a rear door, always bolting it upon his
entrance; and that, saving this, no living
persons were ever seen about tho premises.
Even the tramps, the beggars, the peddlers
and the book-agent- s, who prevent life else-
where from becoming monotonous, paused
at the gate, looked doubtfully at the pros-
pect within, and passed on.

Like house, like master. From a genial,
hearty man, Obed Sproule had almost in a
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"WIIAT TIIE DICKENS DO YOU WANT?"

day become a sour misanthrope. He discon-
tinued his business; he closed his dwelling;
he shunned his old friends and associates.
To them and to the world of trade and so-

ciety he had become as dead as though his
name and his former virtues were cata-
logued on the granite of the cemetery.

So long had this been his condition that
it had ceased tB excite remark. When ho
passed hi3 former companions, often cross-
ing the street to avoid them, they could
only look at him in mournful silence.

But at a social gathering about the time
referred to, when this subject was brought
up, and the opinion had been expressed
that there would never be a change in Obed
Sproule till the day of his death, a silent
listener observed :

"Has any one tried to break through this
shell of pride and hardness, and reach the
real man within?"

"Jieal manP' was the incredulous answer.
"There is none. The man has been given
over for years to incurable bitterness and
wrath. We have all seen his condition,
and we all know how hopeless it is. Of
what use to court rebuff and ins alt by try-
ing to change it?"

"We who knew him in his better days
can not shirk our responsibility in this
way," was the gentle but firm rejoinder.
" The question may one day be asked of you
and me, 'where is thy brother!' What
shall we say if we have made no effort to
rescue him from his worst enemies the
demons within him ?"

A brief silence followed, and the painful
subject was not resumed; but one of the
party went to bis home that night resolved
that the attempt for which he had pleaded
should be made.

It was made upon the very next night.

.Kansas, u. will "home aiidtlie
accept a position in and his estimable

It was a bitter one, clear, starlighted an5
beautiful, but with an air as keen a3 invis-
ible dagger points. The solitary figure of
Obed Sproule, muffled almost from cars to
heels in his cloak, was skulking with tho
step of a thief through tho gateway of his
desolate homo when a hand was laid upon,
his shoulder.

"What the dickons do you want?" wa3
his rude salutation.

The man who had arrested his steps car-
ried in his arms what looked like a largo
bundle.

" Here is a poor little child that I have
picked up," he sid. "She is homeless
and destitute. Let me warm her by your
fire."

" No be off with your vagrants! Taka
her to the alms-hous- e and warm her
there. I don't keep open house for pau-
pers."

' Do you remember me!"
Sproule looked the other in the face, and

replied, pettishly:
I used to know you, when I knew any-

body. You are Silas West. I suppose."
" When you knew anybody, as you say,

I was one of your best friends. I did you
many valued favors, and was always wel-
come to your home. Now, when I ask shel-VJ-r,

not for myielf, but for this forlorn
waif, I defy you to refuse! yes, Obed, in
the name of our old friendship, I say you
dare wo.'"

Ho was shivering with cold, but was more
affected by this blunt appeal. His h.rd
face, or what could be seen of it, did not
soften; but he uttered a briof "Bring her
in," and made for the back door, followed
by the man with tho burden.

Insido the house, tho latter was intro.
duced into a room where dust, litter and
confusion prevailed, where costly furniture,
rare books and ornaments were heaped
about in utter neglect. A fire smouldered
in the wide,

stirred it and threw on wood from a
pile that lay on the carpet, and tho ruddy
blazo soon crackled and flamed up the
chimney.

Mr. West removed the wrappings which
enveloped the form of his charge, and re-

vealed to the ungracious host a beautiful
little girl of perhaps six years, golden-haire- d,

blue-eye- d and d, dressed
coarsely but very comfortably, as became
the season. Sproulo looked at her and de-

manded harshly :

"What mummery is this? You said tha
child was picked up by you. Ihis is nc
vagrant"

"I told the truth. I picked her up ht

at the orphan asj-lu- and brought hci
here."

"You said she was homeless and dest-
itute"

"That is no home for any child who is en-

titled to a better one; and she will he desti-
tute so long as the love that she should
have is denied her."

A harsh,forbidding reply was on Sprouls' i
lips. Something restrained it. His eyes
were arrested by the child's face; some-
thing in it held them there. Could it be
possible that his hard face softened as he
looked? He held out one hand, and said,
gruffly:

" Come hero."
It seemed more wonderful still that ths

little one was not repelled, but she came tc
him at once.

"Humph!" he said. "What's your
name?"

" Bessie, sir."
He started, and looked from her to Mr-We-

st

He seemed balancing between anger
and curiosity, hesitating to ask anothci
question, when the confidence and talka-
tiveness that nature had given to the child
decided the matter.

"11E TOOS THE LITTLE ONE UPON III3 hNEE"

" Ma is dead, and so is pa," she prattled.
"Pa died first He made nice pictures, but
people wouldn't buy 'em, and wa had nc
fire, and nothing to eat: and after he died,
ma got sick, and wa3 thin and weak, and
she used to take me to bed with her to keej
me warm ; and she would cry, and tell me

i all about the nice great house she used t
live in. One night-sh- e gotcold and wouldn't
talk to me, and then some people came anc
took me away from her, to the big stone
house where I live now with lots of othei
children. They're lcind to us there, and
this gentleman comes often to seo us; but
but" and the litlc voice quavered with

tho swelling thought, and the tears wet the
long lashes "I'd rather have my mbacl
again."

But "time softens all asperities" deatt
levels all bars. Her oruel after-stor- y had
just been repeated to him by these inno
cent lip3, and long-dorma- conscience wai
smiting him heavily. He took the little one
upon his knee, he smoothed back her haic
and looked through a mi3t into her eyes.

"Will you kiss me, Bessie?" he asked, in i
voice that his other visitor remembered U
have heard long ago.

She did so without hesitation.
Mr. West thought that he might venture

to speak now.
"The directors of the asylum had ro

solved," he said, " to take legal steps tc
compel you to maintain your grandchild
Mr. Spoule. I was unwilling to think
that all human affection had died in tht
breast of the man whom I once knew as :
kind husband and father, a generous friend,
and I obtained their consent to first use thii
little artifice. I should judge it has sue-ended.-"

We should judge so too; and subsequent
events confirmed good Mr. West's opinion.
For, short as was the time before that Christ
mas, it wa3 so well employed that upon its
eve a large and delighted party of the
friends of other days was gathered in that
mansion to view tho rejuvenation and re-

demption from moth and rust of the house.
But they saw something better than that
the rejuvenation of a human heart, saved
from the fiends of unnatural anger that hac
long possessed it, ar.d brought back tc
light, to hope and peace in that holy Christr
mas time, by that gentle yet powerful in-

fluence that prevails now as it did thou-
sands of years ago, when it wa3 written:
'And a little child shall lead them."

.
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