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| But all the girls voted them bores, and,
| 45 it happesed, not one of them was going
{ to any parly whatever. Mr. Boldero ha

"Twas the nizht hefore Christmas, w enall throngh
the house

Not a creature was stirring, not even a monse ;

The stockines were hoong by the chimney with

care,

In hopes that St Nicholas soon wonld be there:
The children were nestled all snuge in thelr hoda,
Wistle visions of sngar-plums davced through then

heads;

ﬁm! mamma in her ‘kerchief, and [ in iy cap,

td just sertied our brains for g long winter's nap-
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
1 =prany from my hed to see what was= the matter:

| tuken Lus Iittle wife to an old friend for
|y years; old friend very hastily and
tmproperly died just & fore Christmas; he
bawl nowhere to go to. Mr. Brownjohn
bad for years invited the two partners,
Crabb and Catcelitt, to kis Louse, but they
had quarrelled, and both had refused, Miss
Parkyns had saved herself up for Lady

.

T ety

#‘t‘-‘r:‘-:;cl:“t-hti;ll?tl’:c{'sﬂ;l‘::!ltl:::t:\.d:;t:.'c sash. Jollup’s gathering ; but Lady Jollup had a
gathering, in the shape of a carbuncle that
could «ot be worn in a brooch, on the back
of her right car, and was a figure. And
s0 all the little party were without an asy-
lum for Christinas, and moest of themn felt
very miserable about the fact, although
they all said that it was jolly.

*You shall all come to my party—Iladies,

The moon, on the hreast of the new-fallen spow,
Gave the lustre of mid-day to ohjects below;
When, what to my wondering eyes should appear
Bt a miniature sleich and eichi tiny reindeer,
With a little old driver. so lively wuid guick,

I kitew in a moment it must be 8t, Nick.

More rapld than eagles Lis coursers they came,
Aud he whistled, and shouted, and cal'ed them by

name: S - - ”
‘Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Pra.cer! now, I '.l:" 30 YO .1]!. " . <
Viven! O, how nice!” eried Miss Parkyns,

Ou! Comet, on! Capid, on! Donder and Blitzens-
To the top of the poreh! to the tep of the wall!
Now, dash away, dash away, dash away all!™”

with a gush of sentiment—she was senti-
| meutal. * Whereis it to be?”

“1a the schivol-room ; it's finished now

' beauiilully—all varnish, open timber roof,

o the | vighty feet by thirty ; get in the forms for

_Q..‘ np 'i-P the he naetop the coursers l!lﬂ;\' ﬂew. . roit &::llb| {uld lhc dChkh l]l:ll cun i”.'- pll[ al

With the sleich fall of toys=—and 8t, Nicholas too; | any augle for card-tables, and we shall be
Amd then in a t v.nkling I heard on the roof, : ‘m)ﬂg}it as a trivet.” !
#* #

As Ary leaves that hefore the wild hurricane iy,
When ther mect with an obstacle mount to

The prancing ana pawing of each little heof. = - *

The words of the Rev. HMubert Jobson,
B.A., the Pepetual Curate of this dis-
triet church, which he had created out of
a bad neighborhood and the Ecelesiastical
' Commissioners, were prophetically true.
| Everything went right as that domestic im-
Iis eyes. how they twinkled! his dimples, how | plement spoken of by most people as the
i rl::?i‘;?\;crt- like roses, his nose like a cherry; vy s mbol of rectitude. :
i droll little mouth was drawn up lik: a bow, | 1o ue parzy there e not _Olll)' Miss
Andd ,f:::“z_.,:._,m on bis chiln was as white as the | lllirowl:gulul—-—;\ ni:_ml] llN::l.ulllIlll g_(l):;ll she wns,

3 docmiiag with health and good-natgre—

o mpate | but Benjamin Brownjohn, of Priucess-gate,
LEsq., ope of the riciest men out. Mrs.

| Benjumin Brownjolm was' there, too; for

. the worthy couple would Lave done any-
| thing to please their daughter Katie. And
| wonderful to relate, there, too—surely by
‘a0 accident or a trick, of which Septimus
' Symes, (e.(.'.‘: Wils grivvn‘u:«l}' suspected—
He spoke not a word, but went straieht tobis work, | there was found, scowling cach at the
Ak flled il the stockings; then turned with a | other, Corney Crabb and Carter Catehitt,
Lk 13‘;‘;& A Bne SRR | llv_l_h.vm;ninr.-s when out of business, one
And giving 4 aod, up the chimney he roee: residing at Huverstock and the other at
Tulse hill, which each persisted in ealling

He =pranyg 1o his sleich, to his team gave a whistle,
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle; !{-’t' lll”. us ir it h‘_‘ln!l_'{t'(l -] i]l‘i_‘,' and (‘!il'lll-
sively fo Zine.  Catchitt had been to this

A« 1 drew T my Lead. and was turning around,

idown the chimney St Nicholas came witha bou’

He was dres=ed all in fur from his head to his fou |

And his -?}ntheu' were all tarnished with ashes and
ro01;

A bundle -f toye he had flung on his hack,

Aad he looked like a peddler just epening his pack.

ripo he held tight in his teeth,
t encircled his head like a wreat's.

ITe had a broad face. and a little ronnd belly
That whook, when he lzaghed, like a bowl full of

¥,
He was chubby and plump: aright jolly old elf,
And T lanshed when ! =aw him, in spite of my=elf,
A wink of hiscve. and a twist of Lis head,
Soon gave me te know 1 had nothicg to dread.

' Crabb and Catchitt shaking hands.

“Mr. Bolter,” eried the Curate; and a
a white-headed old gentleman, a deeply-
penitent but once traudulent bankrapt,
caine forward ; * please take the end of the
centre table.  Mr. Symes, you will be my
aide de-camp.  Mr., Brownjohn and Mr.
Boldero, you are at present the head-
waiters ; we shall not dine till seven. And,
ladies, you will attend to the children, and
make yourselves generally useful.”

Away went Mrs. Brownjohn, Patty
Parkyns, Maggie Symes, brimming over
with happiness at being usetul, and tuck-
iug and turning up their fine dresses so as
to wait with more ease, At it went Crabb
and Catchitt, each furnished with huge
napkins to cover their best black, and in
marched a file of cook-shop men with
roast and boiled fowl and tlesh, and vege-
tables in abundance. Crabb, who had a
knife as sharp as a razor, carved like the
professional and pasty-faced gentlemen
who, by living in the neighborhood of
boiled pork and peas-pudding, grow like
them. Mr. and Mrs. Beldero were ab-
sorbed in looking after the little children,
Symes was ubiquitous, and all were so
anxious to please and to serve, that after a
most  desperate engagement, in which
Brownjohn ecame up out of breath with
delight and wonderment, and said, ** By
Jove, Mr. Jobson, I never saw people eat
so much in my life!”

“ AL, sir,” said the Cuarate, * remember
this is their one feast; many have not
caten their fill for weeks, and some have
fusted for a day or so previously.”

“You're a good man, Mr. Jobson,” said
Brownjohn ; * put me down for ten pound
towards expenses.”

* Sir!" eried the Curate with delight.

“1 beg pardon for offering so little;
make it twenty-five, i’ you please. IHallo!
why, what's that? Can [ Dbelieve my
eyes?  Why, they have not spoken for six
wonths !

Yes, it was actually the ease ; there \yl:‘-lre

e
oceasion was this: Crabb, after winning a
Victoria Cross symbolically at carving the
beef, had felt his occupation gone with the
puddings aud Christmas-pies, and had
deserted his post—no longer usefully to
be held—and had constituted hims{'ifns'
waiter, still under the watchful eye of
Symes, Q.C., whe, having bet his daughter

But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight,
“MERRY CHAISTMAS TO ALL, ANXD TO ALl A Goop | =4 & s 2
Nicur!™ wild party with the strict understanding
g i that Crabb had rone down to Brighton to |
CHRISTM.IS CAROL. a Lachelors’ joily making, there to escape |
—_ the eternal Christmas cluldren. ;
EY J. A. HOLLAND, | *There seens to be more children about |
L at Christmas than at any other period of |
- | the year,” said CUrabb; and did he
Dt wsti e St e 3 ttun -m,l Crabl; and did he not see :
There's a star in the sky! enough taere ¢ . |
There's g mother’s deep prayer Seplinms Symes, a very studious man, |
wio had written about Roman law, and
wits supposed to be editing Justinian's /n- |
Stitutes jor the direct purpose of showing |

And a babhs: = low ery!
A the srar rains it= fire while the Beantifn] sing,

that they were based entirely on the law of |
Moses, vas one of those men who, when |

For the manger of Bethlehem cradles a Kinz!
they cvrse working at their eternal mental |

| “urinel” become transformed, as it were, to i
boys, e was quite as young, mentally, |
Cas his danghtor Maggie Symes ;and shie and |
Cher two fnends, Mo and Mrs. Boldero— |

two merry, black-eyed, red checked people, |
2 Ii«':br azes }mp"-‘r'ml: who lookad rather more like brother and |

i  § - 4 L 3 | L -2 . A

11::;':“1;::17“:;':}}2 world. | mister llfi:ll.hll‘.! and and wife, and wio ad- |
R-‘-Fr_‘- hearth is :In@l‘b' and the ReantiMml sine i "il:tl.l :-I! thie l‘l L'lt)" "!ll]d“_'ll :I!ltl [‘Ill(‘ll “ll !
the sickly oncs—were us full of real enjoy- |

In the homes of the nations that Jeens i= Kiug.
| ment as they could be. As for Mr. Job- |
P son, e was 10 his his own righl, as host |
| and as clergymaan, the chict of the party.
- Everybody expected Lim to be so, and be- |
[ g ca his own gronnd, he did not disap- |
Cpoint then, Keadie drownjolin looked at [
him with 2 real almiration when she saw |
that he made no differepce between rich
and poor, and ordered abont her august
father and the objectionalile Crabb and

.
There's 8 tnmult of {ny
O'er the wonderful birth,
For the Virgiu's sweet oy
Is the Lord of the earth.
A3x! the star rains it fire and the Beautifu! sing,
'or the manger of Bethlehom eredles n King!

1r.
In the light of that star

Iv,
We rejoice in the lizht,
And we echo the ~oug
That comes down through the nizht
# From the heavenly throng,
Av' we =hont to the lovely evangel they bring.,
And we greet In his cradle onr Saviour sud King.
. Al ','.l'l'l‘.' '.».r- W .!if- W '.(‘

 HISCELLANEGU-.

|
|
]

| Carchitt as if they had been footinen, |

,—\ CO-OPERATIVE  CHRINTMAS.  The party began at five. Therich guests |
PARTY. welcomed by Jovson in his high-bred

| way—Tfor be was uamistukably a gentle-

MR. HrsErT Jossox, B.A., the Curate, man—were delighted with his pretty new |
who was popularly supposed to be up to | schiool room, decorted with motioes, holly |
uny]bing-_ from “‘ri{ing an article in the | with red 'l{‘l'rit'ﬂ, and h!‘iglll laarel leaves,

uarterly up to Sematie lunguages, to “Jdo- | There were many religious mottoes, but
ing” an acting charade for the Joung 1ot one that was not appropriste, manly

Laddies’ Jonurnal, was surronnded hy a fuith- | amd beautiful, <In the eentre of the end
ful “rose-bud garden of girls,” as the | Wall, over the centre table and three long |
Lanreate ealls them.  Mr. Jobson, DA, | tables stretehied down the room, there
of Tripity, was third wrangler of his year, | shone the words, “ Peace on earth ;" at the
and equally high in classics. e might | sides were, e of good cheer,” * Try to
have gone in for something of value as a | D¢ good ;" and in aconspienous place there
grind(,-r or tutor: but he had set up his | l!l::.'f:l'd, in red and green lut!crs, Mr. Job-
tabernacle in Bloomsbury, and slaved, like | sou's own molto, " DOX'T WORRIT YOUR-
the very opnosite of aslave, round about | SELF. " Half the evil among Lis poor peo-
St Giles” and the courss aljacent.  Jobson | ple, he said, arose, according to the lwlies
was high, but not dry, and not too high \ of lhq .humble fumilies he visited, from
for so carnest a man. e preached ia his | “ worriting” themselves,  And this vigor- |
surplice, and sported his hood and its rab- | ous man addressed himself ounly to one
bit-skin trimming in church, but out of | thing. and threw old troubles off his mind
church wore a cossock in his friends' | 2s a vuck throws water from her back.

houses, and when sbout his work was _ “’Pon my word, Mr. Jobson, your room

eat more pudding than Ben DBolt, was

course, and clinking their glasses like
stage conspirators, the

to be nectar.

just refused the son of a duke—it is but

Maggie that a certain Bob Swallow would

carcful to encournge Swallow for the sake
of winning the bet (five Kkisses against one
pair of Jouvin's best No. 6). As Catchitt
had also constituted himself waiter, and,

seizing a plate of pies, moved Lastily to |
the left, where he espied a temporary lull |
in the battle, while Crabb, with a huge |
pudding, moved eagerly to the right, the |
consequence was, that Catchitt sent me
or two mince-pies over Crabl's
being the taller man, and Crabb de-
posited the pudding in Catchitt’s manly
bosom,

“ Beg

pardon, I'm sure,” said

Mr. |

“ Do you mean that, Miss Brownjohn? "
said the Parson, as if he had need to ask
that.

Katie’s answer was peculiar. The bash-
ful modest eyes became triumphant, the
blush of maidenly reserve blazed up into
the color of trinmph: never had she
looked so beautiful, as she held her soft
white hand out to another strong brown
hand which seemed by instinet to be seek-
ing for it. The little watchful erippled
boy as he looked up at this, which was
but a momentary effusion, a moment which
gave the color to a life, laughed at the
happiness he saw on both faces, and ad-
mired the fine well-grown forms he saw
before him, though he knew that he
would never be so straight, so tall, so
beautiful. .

“Hallo!” eried the Parson, coming to
his senses ; “why, it's ten minutes to seven,
and we do all things by clockwork here.
Here, Mr. Prosser; step out, sir.”

“ Ay, ay, sir!” cried Prosser, a little man
with a hunchback, who had been to sea,
poor fellow! till his back developed too
terribly. “ Ay, ay, sir!"”

“ Pipe all hands, Mr. Prosser!"

Prosser stepped up on a form and blew
a boatswain's whistie, and the clatter,
noise, fun, and gossip ceased in a moment.

“Will you have the pin drop, sir ¥ asked
Prosser,

* No, thank you, not now.—Ladies and
gentlemen,” said the Parson, “the carvers
and waiters are going to dinner; I leave
von under the headship, therefore, of
Messieurs Dolton and Prosser, and hope in
due time to return and spend the evening.
—Mrs. Bmwn{uhn, may [ have the honor?
—Symes, my dear boy, take Mrs, Boldero,
—Gentlemen, each 2 lady ; and now allow
me to lead the way.”

And acapital dinner—capital champagne,
an excelleat turbot, fowls, turkey, and beef
—and waiters who were masters of their
art, had the Curate provided, and never
was a company more hungry and more
pleased. Crabb and Catchitt vied with
cach other in fun and jollity, Symes muule
pins by the bushel, and the Bolderos
laughed, so that Maggie Symes was quite
frichtened at them.  After dinner all the
euests, by a unanimons vote, constituted
Brownjohn as the chairman, deputing him
to thank Mr. Jobson in their united names.
Then Jobson, sly dog! arose and told his
friends simply how he managed matters,
and how generous Mr. Brownjohn had
more than repaid him for all the cost he
hud been put to, and how the surplus

should be spent in making people happy.
lHe even told the handsome sum given, |
whereon Crabb and Catehitt, not to be be-
hind the senior, made up the sum te fifty.
Need all this be told? need it be said that

\
|

“ Quite right, my darling;
thrown away, I'm sure.”

“ But, fsther, I have given it; yon won't |

Catchitt, who was a gentleman, and quite | be eross, will you: ™

ready to take the fault on himself.

“ What's that you said ¥” eried Crabb,

“T said that I begged your purdon,
and 1  do,” said Catehitt, somewhat
stiflly.

“And T grant it, my boy, a thousand
times over; rive me your hand;” and
Crabb, who had only wited for the op-
portunity, and was longing for the com-
mencement 1o be made by a partner who |

"was his junior, canght hold of the hand |

that was about to pick up a pie, aud shook |
it with fervor.
“Thanks, Crabb my boy,” said his |
partner, quite delighted ; “and now 11|
thank you for those pics. IHurt my shirt-
front >—no; damaged the napkin, that's |
all. 1 say, isn't it jolly #"” |
“Wondertul, is 1t not? i
thing to drink ? Sharp work that earving. |
You and I had all the work, Catchitt.” |
“llere you are, ments! Waiter's in unul

I say, got any-

wile, tad taken charge of the canteen.
Broanjohn was on the spot, by & marvel of

three partners
poured down their throats what sccmed |

After that the fun grew boisterous,
Punch for the seniors, lemonade for the
children, tea for the ladies, made their ap-
pearance, and the cidevant carvers and
waiters walked among their guests,

It was quite pretty to see how that rich
heiress Katie Brownjohn took to the
poorest and most helpless children, and
how she who had, by her father's orders,

fair to say that the duke was a very bad
duke, and that the son, a younger son,
took after his dis-grace—was entering into

| erie.

“Well, you won't ruin me, puss, ]
hopes ™

“Ono,papa!™ Then something about
riving away a heart was whispered, and
wvapa, somehow or other, was quite as joy-
oqts as the Katie he Kissed,

Need it be said that the finish
e in the school-room? The  liitle
children had all eleared olf, as Mr. Prosser
said ; the tables were moved, and the decks
clearvd, and, in a miracnlous way, a fiddle

or two, a harp, and a e were seated or at |
At

least their playvers were, in a corner.
Mr, Prosser’s signal off went the muiic

it wen't hcl

100k | that

aud off went the dancers.  DBrownjoan
daneed  with his wile, the Parson ok

Katie, Mr. Crabb secured the little Maryrie
Symes, the Queen’s Counsel footed it with

the bookbine'er, aud Catehitl was udluimbly !
| some of the Prussian  soldiers took pity |

fitted with the lavndress as a partner.
Dance! they did dance!
“Q, by ftngo, my dear Mr. Jobson,

next. If this is co operation, I'm a eo-

operative.—Air’'t you, Catehitt ¥” '
“Yes, it is co-operation of a sort,” said |

Jobson, wiping Inis brow. “It is so very
easy to be happy, if we try to help each
other.”

“But,” said Katie, as she looked into the |
clear eves of her ideal, “after all we must |

\

if |
room,” said little soldero, who, with his ! this is your Christmas party,” eried Crubl,

who looked as our French friends have it, |
a ecascade amdulante, *book me for the |

love ench other first”—Bdgravia (London)
Annual,

MISCELLANEOUS ITEMS.

A Quack Disn—Ramst duck.
Nor A Poor GiFr—A gift to the poor.
A Roarixe TrapE—Keeping a menng-

on “ Helen Blake,” in Grayfrier’s chureh-
yard, Edinburgh, runs thus:
**She was—

But words are wanting \ JACKY'S ‘”:L' Qf‘u Ives, Dut w _Iﬂlt “'t'l‘f_‘ those Ihingi

To say what! ! STOCKING. Across the room staring at him so fixed! y?

Think what a wife should be— . Nothing but masks, of courie ;

= ARE S00 whe Sharss - BY HELEN STANNARD. he .i':"l played with one many

A SALEM (Mass’) man sold a piece of "'Twas Christmas eve—and from a chair 4 fime at home, but that

land long since to  the Eastern Railroad
for a free pass for life over the road and all
its branches for himself and brother and
their wives, and the investment proved a
most profitable one to him.

AN ignorant man named Rogers, who
died at Cincinnati recently, and who, not
being able to write his name; made his
mark, leaves a will bequeathing to his
wite and five children $250,000, of which

o —

$150,000 is in steamboat and dry dock
shares, and $100,000 in real estate.

No niode of payment can be fair which |
overlooks the previous training of the-
workman, 8ir Joshua Reynolds was once
asked by a person for whom he had paint-
ed a small picture, how he could charge so
much for a work which only employed him
for five days? “Five days!” replied Sir
Joshua, “why, I have expended the work of
thirty-five years upon it.”

A MisTAREN Youne Max.—“I hope
you will be able to support me,” said a
young lady while walking out one evening
with her intended, during a somewhat slip-
pery state of the sidewalks. “Why, yes,”
said the somewhat hesitating swain, “with
a little assistance from your father.” There
was some confusion, and a profound si-
lence.”

Tuey say in San Francisco that if all
the briefs, pleadings, summonses, and
other law papers which have grown out of

the MeGarrahan case were bound together,
they would make five hundred law vol- |
umes; also, that all the fees and costsy
would amount to at least $2,500,000,
More than two ‘dozen lawyers have been
retained in it first and last.

A Mmax living in Freetown, Bury, Eng-
land, “after due announcement,” put up
his wife for sale the other might, the two
having become mutually tired of each
other. There were three bids—4s., fs, and
8s.—and for the last genervus offer the wo-
man was “knocked down” to a neighbor

| for whom she had previously shown a
iking.  The “lot” was horne away with a

rope around its neck.

Tuey have a horse of nmcommon men-
tal powers in Brunswick, Me. Ile got
into the habit of lcaving his lonely stable
for the free fields at will, and his owngr
stuck a nail over the hasp fastening one
night. In the morning, however, the
horsz was in the garden as usual. He had
drawn the nail with his teeth, unhasped

. " ’ ) and o WOr : 1
Katie, coniing behind her father, said mi pened the door; and still manre, he

head, | kim, with a kiss, “ Father, 7 want to give
i him something?”

bad taken the garden gate from its hinges

' and not dropped it, but actually set it up

beside the fence.
IN England a season ticket-holder on a

raiiroad, found the advertised train not |

roing 1o start, in consequence of the fire-
man having neglected to keep up steam,
and ordered a special train at a cost of
about forty pounds, which he paid, and
then brought an sction for the recovery

of the money and_ten pounds additional |
| for hisown loss of two hours' time.

The
siidge  expressed himself * astonished ”

the company had rgesisted sueh a
claim, and the jury gave the plaintiff a
verdict for all he asked.

YOUTHS’

SOCK AND

_ Nwear which sat mamma sofily rocking;
Suspended huuy, ill-mated pair,
Dear Jacky's sock—and Jenuic's stocking.

The wee sma® sock, home-made and gray,
Was guited to the sturdy hoot,

Whick kept the winter's storms at bay,
And safely housed the dimpled foot,

The lassie's stocking, fine and new,

Came o'er the waves from suney France ;—
Around the stripes of varied hue

A prisoned rainbow seemed (o dance.

The mother Fazca at the twain.}
As she still £its there softly rocking -
A mist of tears, like summer rain,
Hides Jacky's mock and Jeunie's stocking.

“Oh, Father dear!” she sofily prays.
**My darling children's feet o're zuide.
Oh! lead them through the pleasant ways,
And keeep them ¢ cor near Thy side.™

Another prayer, asfervent quite,
Was wafted from the little bed,

Where, side by side, that self-same night,
Wiith folded bands and upraized head,

The children asked their Dearest Friend,
(W hile "meath thelr room mamma wus rock-

mz,)
“Dear Jesus! please Kriss Krinele send,
To il up both our sock and stocking.”

As & In answer to their prayer,
‘Mamma has ceased her steady rocking.
Axnd 10! what curious changes are
IvJacky'ssock—and Jennie's stocking.

‘From top to toe they're hotl: awelled ont
With queer-shaped bunches, odd and funuy,
They surely cannot hold the gonut—
It must be bou-bons sweet 28 honey,

The ting sock, go short and small,
Is queerly pieced out from the toe,
Below which swings a rubber ball,
And top that's warranted to go.

Above the leg a whip sticks ont—

A woolly dog looks ealinly down,
Conjecturing what it's all ubont,

And whether he should bark or frown,

From out the stocking’s top—see! peep

That joyons beaming little fuee -
A lovely doll! whose ringzleis sweep
Far downward, with unconscious grace.

She's ferced around with little toys,
That glance out here and there

Gay tokens of the Christmas Joys
Which good old Sauta Claus doth hear,

The mother sits again to think-
Once more the chair i= gently rocking—
The dog and dolly seem to wink -
Croes Jacky's sock—and Jennie®s stocking,
~=Bright Side .

A NIGHT WITH SANTA CLAUS,

Not very lonz ago, and not very fur
from heire, lived a little bov named olby
Morgan. Now I must tell at once how
Robby leoked, else how will von know
him if yon meet him in the street?  And
I assure you that the boy to whom sueh n
wonderful thing happened is worth know-
ing. Blue-eyed was Rob, and fair-haired,
and pug-nosed,—just the sweetest trifle,

a story of its own to tell: “I know

long sharp fellows.” I ever nose meant
thin, that little turn-uap of Bob's did.
There you have my hero's fhwee, and as
faces are but pictures of hearts,—until peo-
ple grow np and teach their eves and lips

Tue village of St. Remy, near Metz, was
destroved during one of the many bloody
batties that ook place in the vicinity of
fhat fortress,

of the houses, sobbing frantically, and
vowing by all that was holy to her that

| she would not leave the place. She was |

mray-haired, and 73 years of age, and so

on her. They rebuilt the little cottage,
thatehed it with straw, gave her some sol-
diers’ cloaks for a bedding, and provided
her with other necessaries as much as was
in their power.  Every day she gets rations
taken to her regularly by the enemies of
her country,  Such little traits of humani-
tv give a refreshing variety to the many in-
cidents of cruelty that are practiced on
both sides,

Deap LertEr Orrice.—The dead let-
ter office is one of the most curiously in-
teresting branches of the government, and
the canse of it, or the necessity for such
institution, is a mystery. It is impossible
almost to conceive of the carclessness, stu-
pidity, and ignorance by which more than
65,000 letters were intrusted 1o the post-
office in a singie year, for which no desig-
nation could be found, in consequence of
inacenracies, imperfections, and fatal omis-
sions in direction—upward of 3,000 having
no address whatever. And the mystery is

I An old woman, a native of |
e place, was found on the ruins of one |

| Was @ world  of miochiof and ii]lh'!x, of
| goodness and naughtiness, jumbled togeth
er in that little heart; but atter all there

was more lore than anything else, —love for

Santa Claus! Ah! now we have eome to
the story indeed! You know yon often
nibble away at the crust of a picee of cake,

until all at once you bite into a raisin; so
we have nibbled off the crust of my story,

and here we are among the raisins! Santa |

Clans, childhood’s blessed saint, to begin
with!

Well, the day before Christmas, Rob
thought it would be a fine thing to run
down Muain Street and see what was going
on: so after dinner mamma put on his far
cap and bright scarf, and filled his pockets

with crackers and cookies, telling him 1o |

be very polite to Santa Claus il e should
happen to meet hin.

OfI he trotted, merry as a cricket, now a
skip, now a slide, longing to turn a somer-
set in the snow, yet fearing that the Re.
cording Angel, who keeps a sharp lookoat
on little boys at Christmas time, might pop
out from a tree-box Md conviet him on
the spot. At every corner he held his
breath, half expeeting to run into Santa
himgelf; but nothing of the sort happened,
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his mamma said ; bt that small nese had |
' |
only 1 mite of a nose on a mite of a boy, |
but I won't be snubbed by any of you |

to do its whole duty through thick and |

to tell wrong stories,—youn may kunow |
l about what kind o' 2 boy Rob wae Thora |

mamma and papa, Uncle George and— |

thinking “It isn't so very good after all,” |

n-rlinus air to the baby-jumpers and great
dolls, Iying so stiff and’ still in rows upon

was guate different from facing such a host
of those grinning, frowning faces, Their
ST aaees and scowls were meant for him.
Ll was clear!  All the big noses seemed
to be snuffing at him with great relish, as
giants always do before patting little boys
i 1o roast, thought Rob. The jaws of a
black bear especially had just opened to
gobble him up.  Altogether he was grow-
g very uncomfortable when he thousht
Lie heand a footstep on the stairs, and feur-
Ing io be canght he hid behind a baby-
wagon, No one came, however, and as he
felt rather hungry, he took ont the remain-
ing cakes and had a fine supper.

“']l_\' didn’t Santa Claus come ?

_Rob was really getting slecpy. The bus-
tle below was only a faint murmur above,
and s0 soothing that he stretched out his
tired legs, and, turning one of the woolly
sheen on its side, pillowed his curly head
upoa it It was so nice to lie there, look-
ing 1t the ceiling hung with toys, the faint
H;u.m of voices in his ears, and sleepily

thinking that, if he cared to, he might
imp up and mount the finest horse or beat
the biggest drum in that great room. The
blue eves grew more and more heavy, the
place took on a misty look, the sounds be-
cume fainter.  Rob was fust asleep.

The evening wore on: papas and mam-
mas were on thelr way home loaded with
mysterious parcels. The clerks and errand
boys, too, seized their caps and left the
store in high glee—only one man stayed to
csuard it.  He went ap stairsto turn down
the lights, but in his hurry did not notice
the little boy so snugly stowed away be-
hind the carts, -

Midnight! The bells rang lond and
clear, as if they had great news to tell the
worlkd.  What noise that besides the
bells?  And look, O look! who is that
striding np the room with a great basket
on his back? lle has stolen Lis coat from
a polar bear, and Lis cap, too, I declare!
His boots are of red leather and reach to
his kuees,  HHis coat and cap are trimmed
with wreaths of Lolly, bright with scarlet
berries,

(oo sir, let ns see your lice,—why! it
is the best part of him,—so round and so
ruddy, such twinkling eyes and such a
merry look about those dimples! But see
his long white beard,—can he be old ¢

O, very, very old! eighteen hundred and
seventy years! Is uot that a long life, Iit-
tle ones?  But he has a young heart,—this
dear old man,—and a kind one. Can vou
guess his name? “Hurrah for Santa Clans ™"
tight!—the very one.

e put his basket down near Robby, and
with his back turned to him shook the
snow from his fur coat, Some ol the flakes
tell on Rob's face and roused him feom his
sleep.  Opening his eves, he saw the white
fiemre, but did not siir or ery out. He knew
him in & twinkling, II::-:Ighvlu his sicepy
eyes he looked more like a nice plimp
angel than anything else.  Very quict he
iy, not daring 1o speak a word jest the
vision should vanish., But, bless his biw

heart! ke had no iden of vanishine till his
l nizhit’s work was done. e took a Jarge
| book from his pocket, opened to the first
- page, and looked at it very closely,
| lmn;u;.' Turper,” wus writica at the
| hap,—ves, thie whelow was a  littde
| ped out like a country.  Part of the land
'
'
|
|

.
IS

'.l-.' ! HOw
, thive -\.-'.*:-h'.“

was marked goud, part of it dad; some of
the people were called civilized and some
savage, IHere and there were Jittle flags
to point out places where battles had been
{ fought during the year,—like the fiags in
I the atlas, you know. Some of them were
bizck, and soms while ; wherever a good
feeling had won the light there was a
| white one. Love and Hate hadl a dreadfal
tussel in Tommy's heart one day, but Love
won the ticld, and Santa Claus in triumph
reared a white flaz on the very spot. In
another place n black one showed where
selfishness and generosity fought over an
| omnge, but self—that wicked old general
| who Kills and enslaves so many good im-
| pulses—carried off the orange. He had
i to pay rm!lltll}' for it now, however, for
| Santa Claus shook Lis head grimly when
his eye fell on it,—then he seemed to be
counting.

“Tommy Turner,” said he aloud,—*“six
white flags, three black ; that leaves only
three presents for Tommy ; but we must
see what can be done for him.”

80 he bustled about among the toys, and
soon had a ball, a horse, and 2 Noal's ark
tied up in a purcel, which he tossed into
the basket.

> a3

-
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sommy lay sleeping in his little bed
end dreaming, doubtless, of a merry
Christmas, for his rosy mouth was
puckered into something bhetween a
whistle and a smile. Rob longed to give
him a friendly punch, but Santa Clauas
shook his head ; so they filled his stocking
and hurried away, for empty little stock-
ings the world over were waiting for that
generous hand,

On they sped again, never stopping un-
til they came to a wretched little hovel
with only a black pipe instead of a chim-
ney sticking through the roof.

Rlob thought, “ Now I gucss he'll have
to give itup ;" but no, he softly pushed the
door open and stepped in. On a rageed
cot lay the urchin to whom Robby had
riven the ecookies. One of them, half-
caten, was still clutched in his hand.
Santa Clans gently opened the other little
fist and put the pop-gun in it

“ Give him my dmm,” whispered Rob,
and Santa Clans without one wornd placed
it near the rumpled head.

How swiftly they flew under the bright
stars! How sweetly rang the bells!

When Santa Claus reined up at Robby's
door he found his little comrade fast
asleep ; so he ldid him tenderly in his erib,
and drew off a stocking which he fiiled
with the smaller toys ; the rocking-horse he
placed close to the erib, that Rob might
mount him betimes on Christmas mormn-
ng.

A kiss, and he was gone,

P. S.—Rol's mamina says it was all &
dream, but he declares, indignantly, that
“it's true as Fourth o' Julv!" and [ prefer
to take Lis wond for it.—0Our Youny Folks.

R
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Wrirowre. Christmas. hee! and tos!

Here we walt thes in 4 row,
Come, good Santa Claus, we beg~
Fill' us tizhily. foorl and leg.

Fill us guickly ere von go,

Fill u= il we r_l\'t‘rﬁn‘.f.

That*s the way ; and leare us more
Heaped lu piles upon tke floor,

Little feet that ran all dav

Twitch in dreams of merry play;
Jdntle feet that inmped at wiil,
Jde all piuk, and warm, and still.

See us! how we lehtly swing:
ILoar us! how we try 1o =ing
Welcome, Clhristmas, and toe!
Come aud 61! us ere you go!

sl

Mere wa hane tH] some age nimbir
Jamp= with tregssure down the chimney
Bless u=! TMow he'll tickle ue,
Funuy old §t, Nicholas!
-Herrih and Heorndg

i

What Will He Become.

-

Tuais gnestion is often asked by parents
in regard to their sons, and by the friends
of many voungmen. And, althoueh there
iz no definite rule for ascertaining, we may
eet some idea of what a voung man will

' hecome by observing his actions and

works,
Solomon said, manv conturies sgo, that
“even a cohild is Enown by his '-'-'u;k;
s

whether it he good or whet
Therefore, when 3 ¢ @ by Hed
to gchool, indifferent abont learning, and
glad of every opportunity to neglect Lis
lessons vou may take it for granted that
he will be a Wockhend,

VWhen vou see a boy anxious to spend
money, and who spends every cent as soon
as he gets it, you may know that he will
be a spendtiont

When vou see a2 hoy hoarding up Lis
l pennics, and unwilling to part with them
for any gond purpose, you may set it down
that he swill be a wiiser.

When you see a little boy willing te
taste strong drink, vou mav rizhtly sup-
pose that he will become s 7 walurd,

When a bay iz disrespect{ul 1o his par-
ents, disobedient 1o his teacher, and unkind
to his friends and plavmates, it a sign
that he will never be of much account,

When you see a boy looking out for
himself and unwilling to share zood things
with others, it is a sign that he will grow
up a selfish man,

When you hear a boy using profane lan-
cuage, vou may teke it for a sign that
he will become a wicked and proflizate
man.

her it he eril
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| When von see hoys riude to each other,

able men,

When vou see boys pouting and gram-
bling, when told to do anvthing, and al-
WaYys displensed when they have anv.w whk
to perform, it is a ¢ign that they will be
ookl -for-nothing men

DBut when vou sce boys that are Kind
and oblicing to each other, obedient and
respectfiul to their parents, attentive 1o
their stundies and duaties, it is a tha
thev will become rood and useful men,
When yon see a boy thut Joves his
Bible, and is well acquainted with it, it is
a sign of great future blessing from Al
mighty God.

When vou see a boy that stays away
from theatres, grog-shops, hall-rooms and
gambling houses, it is a sign that he will
grow up a man in principle, knowledge and
aoodness,

When you sec a boy practicing the wir-
tues of u;nmlil}' and Christianity yon may
know that he will hecome an honor to him-
self and family. useful to his country, and
the clory of his Maker.

Althongh great changes sometimes take
place in the character, these signs asa
general rule, hold good. :

i > ————

A Mother's Love.

=gnD

Name after name was read ofl, some of

e

carnest conversation with a poor book- | and he soon found himself before the gay

A MAXN in Dubuque has a pocket-book

BE T

called a priest.  'What sort of priest the | 10oks admirably set-out ; Ianticipate much
poor people thought him, it is difficalt | pleasure, U'm shaw,” said Mr. Brownjohn
to say. Suffice it that he was good to | W palromizing accents,
them, worked harder than any working- | “And much hard work before it is over,” |
man for mther less than the pay, aud said the Curate, squaring his shoulders,
withal looked as lively and jovial a party as | and pointing 0 a motto, ™ Work while it
any one of the “lounging classes” or voung | 1% day ;" underneath which was another,
mierchants whom he met in the neighbor- | and acomment, “Nothing like hard work.”
ing sgnares. Mr. Jobson was popular | Ponmy word,” said the merchant to
wﬁh rich and poor; he mixed easily, meant | himself, “didn't know there had been so
what he said, and had a sunshiny sort of | lch good scuse among the clergy @ there |
goodness which is very attractive.  But as | & nothing like hard work.” !
he did not mix with rich patrons, Fortune | " Please, ladics and gentlemen, will you 1
quietly let him remain where he was, do- | draw up in a line hehind me *—Mr. Syies, |
ing what good he eonld; which, on the | yon ar¢ a scrgeant in the Inus of Court,
whole, was the best thing Fortune eould | Just pul them in order,” |
do. | Symes brought himself up stiff, saluted
“So, Miss Parkyns, you find a Christ: s | the Captain, a:d drilled his little troop,
party a great bore *” placing Crabb and Catchitt as pivot-men
“Awful,” said Patty Parkyns, making a | at each end of the line. Then Jobsou
button mouth ; “as dreary as a Doreas” | struck a bell, and the large door was open-
“0, I'm sare,” cried little Mrs. Boldero, ' ed, aad in marched about sixty children,
who, haviag no children herself, made | of all ages, singine, “Onward, Christian
plenty of elothes for those who had, “you | Soldiers,” so pretiily and sweetly and so
said that our last Doreas was very nice.” | softly, till their puarents and friends—at
“So it is,” said Patty, “for that sort of | least sixty wmore—came in; and then,
thing; but we girls, when we have s ] when they had beea led by their monitors
Christmas party, want something exciting | up and down the room, and placed in dne
—where we can flirt."” | order, the whole huandred and twent
“Which you poor married things eav’t)” | voices and the twenty or thirty gnests too
said Miss Bmwnjohn, the great heiress | up the chorng, and tinished the bymn in
(Brownjohn, Crabb and Catehitt, ship- ' fine style; Calchitt, who sang bass, thiow-
brokers). “Why, I had no less than three | ing the whole power of his lungs into the
proposals in the shell, and one that was | song; and Crabb, who had a fine falsetto,
hatched last Christinas.” which he enltivated at the Tulse-hill Sol-fa
“T wonder whether that girl tells lies,” | Union, creating quite a sensalion.
thought Magzgie Symes, daughter of S. Then Jobson, in the silence which en-
Symes, Q.C', Pump-court, who was poor, | sued, took a pin out of the band of his
but very pretty.  “Jdou’t get any propo- | cassock, and said, “ Children and brethren,
sals.” | I want to hear a pin drop.” And he did
Perhaps Mr. Johson read Maggic's se- | hear it drop: and o did Crabb, and Cat-
eret; for he said plump out, like a great | chit, and Symes, Q.C., who was looking
bhoy, “Ah, Miss Brownjohn, people don’t | down his line like a drill sergeant, won-
flirt with you, they flirt with your fortune.” | derfully amused with the seene,
“Men are so cunning and so base™ said | After tise silenee, Jobson wished all his
MH{ Brownjohn, bitterly. guests o merry Christmas, and explained
“Negleeted eduecation of women!  T'd | how it was—Dbut this was a pious fiction —
have them all learn mathematics and logic. | that the ladies and gentlemen present had
Y.uu don't even know fl;!ill‘l.‘:' 1 of a s)’ﬂtf- provided the feast, and how they did so in
gism : Barbara cclarent darii ferioqgue pri- | pame of the holy Founder of a greater
oris. : 1 Teast, and that he wanted to show how or-
What's that, Mr. Jo})sgn——mmelhmg | derly “we"” (he never once said “they,”
'“'."f“h Please construe it.” : making himself entircly one of them)
I can’t and nobody ean; it's sense and | could be; and then Le knelt revercatly
nonsense too.  But look here: anything | down, and all followed his example, Ser-
predicated of & whole classy—you under- | geant ﬁ)’m[:s' troop g;,'mg down like one

stand #” wan ; and then the good Curate offered up
“ O yes: a class of girls like we had at | & pruyer, so true, so full of feeling, and 8o
Brighton. besutiful, that more than one eye—and

“Ay, that will do. Now follow me:
mnder which class something else is con-
tained (/ am that something) may be pred-

Katic Brownjohn's two eyes in particular
—filled with tears. Then, after a deep

“Amen” to the Lord’s Prayer, which all

icated of that which is so contained. | joined in, even Crabb, who was supposed
Therefore, according to  Whately, you {o be a Positive Philosopher, amr p‘:vho
have just called me cunning and base.’ ook in the Fortnightly KReview, and had

“0, Mr. Jobson, I didn't!”

“ And your father, and Mr. Boldero, and
the rest of mankind, including the last
new wonder in verse, and the Poet Lau-
reate. I'm not joking.”

On this, all the ladies cried out shame;
and Miss Brownjohn, who was rather stu-
pid when she chose to be so, sulked.

“Well now,” said the “ you

and you don't

don’t mean what you say, ' solf- st RO .
a1 i P sure that “Yes, sir,” sid Symes inoa

subscribed to the Woman's Post-mortem
and Burgical Bociety, also to the move-
ment for granting equality 1o the sexes by
making Women-butchers. After the prayer,
Jobson symbolically took ofl' his coat and
said, “ Let us begin—Symes, my good
friend.”
“8ir,” said the sergeant, salutinge
“Take your two most etlicient aids to the
end of those tables.” .
. ll(l'

*,

binder, and exchanging *“experience” |
with a pretty little lauudress. The two
young women—one¢ so rich, the other so
wor—had each a child on her knee, and

Latie was listening to a most eloguent de- |
seription of Mr. finhsnn's goodness,  As
the laundress spoke, not without a tear or
two, of the Curate’s simple bravery and
unostentatious  roodness, Katie Brown-
john's heart whispered, “ That's the man
for me.”

And =0, as the yeung lady governed her |
father and mother in all sensible things,
there was something to be hoped for—in
the far distance, let us say. But some-
times the most distant things are made
nearer by chance, just as lightning brings
a distunt landscape forward ; and so it hap-
pened that, as the Curate was bending
over one little crippled child, with his
voice sottened and his eyes and fuce made
heantiful by love, Katie bent down too,
and said :

“ O, Mr. Johson, what a happy day you
have given us*”
“ A happy day!” said the parson; “ why,
it is not ended yet ; there's my dinner to |
come yel for the big folk in the large room
in the mission-house,”
“Well, that is jolly!” replied Katie,
who, like a strong, healthy young woman,
had a good appetite and began to feel
hungry. * But it will not be better than
this; here all the people are so hup.py and
s0 good ; all the poor are good, I thiak.”
“In bearing what most of us would
never bear,” said the Curate solemnly,
“they are indeed. But"—and, as a wrang-
ler, Jobson was bound »nef to allow every
generalization—" what says the Laureate?
and he's a genius, you know :
**Taake mol word for it, Samamy; the poor ‘u a
foomp is bad.”*
You see he's wrong, and you're wrong!
generalization s always wiong.”

The little child had hola of his stronger
finger and looked up into his Kindly face.
The cleric stood in his black cassock
titting tightly across his broad manly chest,
girt with his surcingle, and looking as it
he conld knock down bel, and the Dragon
too, with his strong hand. He was amodel
of healtn and strength and goodness, three
things which all women like; he was
gentle as the sonth wind, and as strong as
a storm when he liked ; and Katie, seeing
in him the embodiment of power and wise
goodness, let her eyes sparkle with love as
they met his. This completely floored the
Curate, thus to be attacked on his own
stronghold.,

“ Hallo!" he thought to himself, for he
could read a look, and his eyes fell.
“ GGeneralization,” he murmured; then
clearing his throat, he continued, “ You
know that rule in logic I quoted the other
day, Miss Brownjohn?—Darbara cela-
rent—"

Katie did not give him time to finish.

“That seems to be a pet quotation of
yours, Mr. Jobson.” :

“It is; it is so generally useful; it isa
favorite,” said the poor man, rather con-
fused.

“ I wish I was Barbaral” said Katie,

ray what you mean;
! :&iﬂ'y " Crabb and Catchitt were marched

s M| r"” tuw'“
‘n'huyng:." ik | off, and placed aa carvers at the tables,

catching the Curate’s eyes ngxin.
His ed out with a sudden love; hers
fsll hefors them,

| seventy-five yeirs cid.

| ists in Memphis.

Loxpoxs had 135,751 paupers on the 4th |
of November,

Waar is that which must play before it
can work *—A fire-engine,

Ture wealthiest man in Baltimore js
worth only sevea million dollars,

WA is that which ties two persons,
but only touches one? A wedding ring.

A Conrraviction.—The best way to
patch up a quarrel is to split the differ-
ence,

AN Albany undertaker sports a §1,700
hearse.  The people who ride in itare not |
pl’nlll].

tEv. Wa. H. Parrox’s Apvice—"To |
cach fellow man we say:  Go thouand do
likewize™ Insure in the Washington.
“Prrnyerizen dog” is the Colorado
name for the severest tax upon the gener-
ous confilence of an unsuspecting public,
sunsage,

A seereT society of young women ex-
"Each member is bound |
not to ioarry a man who cannot give her |
a diaond riag.

Tue Mutnal Life of Chicago does a
safe and reliable business, and receives 'Ils{
‘m:mimns in cash and promptly pays its
osses in cash,

A smart lad, hearing his mother re-
mark that she was fond of music, ex-
claimed, “Then why don’t yon get me 3
drum?”

Tur historical society of Brooklyn, N
Y., have in their cabinel a glass bottle, the
first one manufactured at a glass factory ir
that place, in 1754

A Bostox strect ear conductor namec
Bent picked up a $500 dizamond pin in hig
car, found! the owner, and restored it, re
ceiving therefor a $50 greenback.

AN Alderman, visiting a church-yard
with a fricnd, pointing to a quiet, shady
nook, said : *This is the spot where [ in
tend being laid, of 1 am spared I”

ArvoseuErican knowledge, says the
Danbury, Mass., Neirs, is not thoroughly
distributed to our schools, A boy, bein
asked, * What is mist ¥ vaguely respon
ed, * An umbrella.”

Oxeof A, T. Stewart’s clerks, who ws
arrested for stealing an eight dollar shaw,

confessed that he had stolen twenty-seven
shawls in as many days,

A¥TER a lapse of twenty years, a ring
lost by a * young lady " whi{a bathing o
South Beach, Nantucket, was recently
found by aboy and returned to her. Soa
Boston paper states.

A yousa dgentlemm with an inquiring
turn of mind wished to be enlightened en
the following : If brooks are, as the poes
call them, the most joyous things in m-
nllf'trhnt are they always murmurirg
abou

“Youn cottons,” said Flavia, “@e
cheating vile trsh! See! the colors me
gone, though vou sd they would wash
* Yes, madam,” the shopkeeper answerel,

the more remurkable when it is considered
that these letters contained money to the
amount of at least $100,000, in small sums
generally, and checks, drafts, etc, to the
amount of £3.000,000 more. l'I’lus proper-
ty was of course returned, or most of it,

upon information obtained by o;wnin,ig and
examiining the letters at the dead letter

oftice.

A coop story is told
er who used 1o trap about Mooschead
Lake, by the name of Ellis.  His reputa-
tion as a great bear-hunter extended far
and wide. Sevétal years ago, when bear
skins were very fashionable for sleigh
robes, sportsmen about the lake in the fall
would engage one of Ellis; and, as the old
man was poor, would pay for it in advance.
He had bargained for one in this way one
year, and when the first snow came, started
off with his gun and soon came upon
Bruin's track. He ran all day without
overtaking him, but camped upon his
track that night, and early the next morn-
ing took up the scent and followed him all
that day, with no better success than upon
the previous day. The third day tound his
agcarlimtm quite stiff and sore; however,
he made another start and ran  till well
nigh exhansted, when he came in sight of
Bruin, who had stopped for a few mo-
ments’ refreshment, but upon sm-inﬁ his
pursuer started ofl’ again at full speed. The
old man took aim and fired ; but Bruin
didn't stop.  Feeling too far gone to run
another step, he shouts with all the energy
of despair: * You may run, but there ain't
a hair on ye that belongs to ye, for I've sold
your hide and got my pay for it.”

P -
Only a Shadow.

A sTomy is told of awell-known gentle-
man who sometimes imbibes too freely of
the ardent, going home late at night re-
cently, and mistaking his shadow outlined
on the front door for a man, he paused a
little in surprise, and then lifting his kat
very gracefully, bade him good evening.

: “A very pleasant evening,” said the gen-
t n.
o reply.

“This is my house, I believe,” waving
his hand.

The hand of the shadow went through
the same graceful curve.

“ should like to get in, sir, if you'll
stand aside;” but the shadow made no
movement to let him

The gentleman was evidently surprised.
1le repeated his desire to pass in, but the
shadow remained still.

His wife, hearing her husband’s voiee,
looked through tﬁe window blind, and
secing no one but himself asked why he
didn’t come in.

“S0 1 would, my dear, but this gentle-
man”—pointing to the shadow—"insists
on blocking up the door.”

His wite quietly opened the door, re
marking, “that was your shadow.

“Indeed,” said the puzzled citizen, “well
now. | thought he was a mighty fine look-
ing fellow to be so impolite,” and went in.

about an old hunt-

“no doubt | said they would wash, but |
meant they'd wash out [

Tnx simple and eomprehensive epitaph

V henever he shows a disp_miliun 1o re-
| main out late at night, his wife has only to
| remind him of the shadow on the doorx

| them belonging to his little playmutes,
| and you may be sure Rob listencd with his
' heart in his mouth.

windows of a toy-shop.

There he saw a spring hobby-horse, as
large asa Shetland pony, all saddled and | VN
bridled, too—lacking nothing, in fact, but | “Robby Morgan!” said Santa Claus,

a rider. Rob pressed his nose aziinst the In his excitement that small boy nearly
glass, and tried to imazine the feelings of | upset the cart, hat Santa was so busy with
a boy in that saddle. He inight have stood | his map that he did not notice it.

there all day trying to conceive that bliss, “One, two, three, four, five, six, seven”

| atep to insure a speedy return.

had not a ragged little fellow pulled his m
eoat, piping out, * Wouldn't you jist like
that pop-gun, mebbe !”

“ Catch me looking at pop-guns,” said |

Rob, shortly, feeling that their very men- |
tion was an insult to the hobby-horse ; but |
when he saw how tattered the boy's jacket |
was, he said more softly, * P'raps you'd
like a cooky.”

“Try me wunst,” said the shrill little |
voice.

There was a queer lnmp in Rob’s throat |
as he emptied one pocket of its cakes and |
thrust them into the dirty, eager hands,
Then he marched down the street without
so much as glancing al that glorious steed

|
in.
Brighter and brighter grew the windows, |

more and more full of toys, till at last our |
boy stood, with open eyes and mouth, be- |
fore a great store lighted from top to bot- i
tom, for it was growing dark. Rob came |
near taking off his cap and saying, * How |
do you do, sir?”

To whom * you a_qk: “’h'\" to an ilnﬂ_‘:l! |

of Santa Claus, the size of life, holding a |
air | back to the year one!

Christmas-tree filled with wonderful (ruit.
It would have puzzled a painter to find
colors as bright as Rob's eyes and checks

werethen. Soon a happy thought struck |

him: * Surely this must be Santa Claus’
own store, where he comes to fill his bas. |
ket with toys! What ir 1 were o hide
there and wait for him?*" As [ said, he |
was a brave little chap, so he walked |
stright into the store with the stream ol |
big people. Everybody was busy: mam-
mas were looking at playthings, papas
were pulling out their purses, clerks were |
tying up parcels, and errand-boys were |
seampering to and fro as if they had lost |
their wits, and were bent on finding them. |
No one had time to look at our mite of a
Rob. He tried in vain to find a quiet cor- |
ner, till he caught sight of some winding |
stairs that led ur to the next story. ll;-_|
crept up, searcely daring to breathe till he |
reached the top. |
What a fairy-land! Toys everywhere!
Oceans of toys! Nothing but toys! ex-
cepting one happy little boy! This was
the wholesale department.
Rob eame nearer losing his

ever in his life before : and indeed 1 think |
Think |

such a playroom excuse enough.
of fifty great rocking-horses in a pile; of
whole flocks of woolly sheep and curly

dogs, with the real bark in them; stacks

of drums; regiments of soldiers armed to
the teeth ; companies of firemen drawing
their hose-carts ; no end of wheelbarrows
and velocipedes!

Rob serewed his knuckles into his eyes,

as a gentle hint that they had not better [

play him any tricks, and then stared with
might and main.

The room was lighted just briginly |

enough to show its treasures, yet the fur
sorners were §0 dim as to give quitea mys-

L (Claus,

wits than  Bimbly as a squirrel.

—Rob's breath came very short—" o/ iles |

He almost clapped his hands,

“ One, two, three, Macks! Now I won-
der what that little chap would like—
here's a dram, a box of tools, a knife, and
a menagerie. 1 he adn't run away from
school that day and then told a lie about
it, I'd give him a rocking-horse.”

Rob groaned in anguish of spirit.

“ But bless him! he's a fine hittle fellow,
and perhaps he will do better next year
il I give him the horse”

That was too much for our boy. With
a “hurrah!” he jumped up and tirned a
somerset right at Santa Claus’s Reet,

“Sars and stripes!” eried he; * what's
this¥”

“Come along, 'l show you the one”
was the only answer Rob gave, tugging at
the fur cont with all his might.

Santa Claus suflered himsell to be led
off to the pile of horses. You may be-
livve that KoWb's sharp eyes soon picked
out the one with the longest tail and
thickest nune,

“ Well, he beats all the boys ever I saw,
What shall I do
with the little spy?”  soliloquized Santa

“ 0 dear Santa Claus!” cried Robly,
hugging the red boots, *do just take me
long with you; I'll stick tight when you
slide down the chimbley.,” ‘ :

“Yes, | guess you will stick tight—in
the chimney, little man.”

“1 mean to vour back,” half sobbed
Rob.

Santa Claus can't bear to see little folks

in trouble, so he took the boy in his
arms, and asked him where he wanted to
0.
8% To Tommy Turner's, and O youn
know that boy in the awful old jacket
that likes pop-guns,” was the breathless
reply.

Of course he knew him, for he knows
every boy and sirl in Christendom ; so s
pop-gun was added to theimedley of toys. |
Santa Claus  then  strappod Rob and
the Lasket upon his back, and crept
through an open window to a ladder he
had placed there, down which Le ran as

Cmrenrex, 1ook in those eves, listen
that dear voice, notice the fecling of even
a single touch that has been bestowed
upon vou by that gentle hand! Make
much of it while yet vou have that most
precious of all good gifts—a loving
mother. Read the vnfathomable love of
those eves: the kind anxiety of that tone
and look, however slight your pain. In
after life von may have friends, fond, dear,
kind friends, but never will you have
agmin the inexpressible love and gentleness
lavished upon vou which none but a
mother ean bestow.
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Mental Taxation a Caunse of Dys

pPepsia.

 —
MENTAL ansiety and peenniary embar
rassments, such as loss of property Ly fire,
by failure in husiness, or by had debis, and
also domestie troubles, dissppeinted affec
tions, and the loss, or the treachory, of
friends, will frequently cause dyspepsia ;
too close, and oo active intellectaal labor
is also a frequent cause.  Fditors, anthors,
and literary persons often engendor dys
pepsia in this way.
Much brain labor requires mnch blood
at the brain, and an ever-working intellect
uses up so much of both blood and nery one
force that there is not enough remaining
to do the work of digestion,
On the other hand, deranged digestion
is sometimes prodaced by too little exer-
cise of the bruin. Persons are frequently
met with who have been in active busi-
ness life, and, having accumulated enough
to sstisfv their ambition, have retired from
business. Now although the brains and
bodies retine from active life, yet the poor
stomachs very often have their tasks in.
creased. If 8 man has been for a l-mq
time accustomed to eating heartily and
working hard, either with body or bain,
he had better not relax his working habits
without at the sune time having a cor-
responding relaxation in his habits of eat.
ing. “ He who will not work neither shall
he eat,” is not only a Bible injunction, but

a law of fhe human constitution, the diso-

bedience of which 1s often  attended with
such derangements of digestion, and
other bodily infirmities, as 1o render either
pm‘u-rt_\' or life of but linle valve —Dyr
Miller on Drspepsia,
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New Remedies for Burns.

Two new remedies for burns are added
to the long list The first is charcoal. A

The reindeers before the sledge were in
a hurry to be off, and tinkled their siiver
bells rAight merrily. An instant more, and |
they were snugly tucked up in the white
robes—an instant more, and they were
flving like the wind over the snow.

Ah! Tommy's home. Santa Claus
sprang out, placed the Jight ladder agninst
the house, and betore Rob comld wink—a
good fair wink—they were dh the roof |
making for the chimney. Whether it
swallowed him, or he swallowed 11, is
| still & puzzle to Robby. He only had |

thme to wonder, on the way down, ifl
| young avalanches felt so, taking their first |

i slide, |

piece of vegetable charcoal laid on a burn
at once soothes the pain, says the Gozelle
Medicale, and i kept applied fur.un hour
cures it completely. The sefond orveis
sulphate of iron. 'This was tried by M.
Joel, in the Children's Hospital, Lausanne,
In this case, a child, four years of age, had
been cxtensively burit, suppurstion was
abundant and so offensive that they
ordered the child a tepid bath, containing
a couple of pinches of sulphate ol irom.
This gave immediate mlz;;:‘ to the ptniu. ;i.f
being repested twice a day—iwenty -
uh»s*;acmlh-—tlne suppuration decressed,
lost its odor, and the © I was =oon con-
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