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ANNIE AND WILLIE'S PRAYER.

BY SOPHIA P. SNOW.

was the night before Christmas; “Good-night”
had been said,

nd Annie and Willie had erept into bed ;

here were tears on their pillows, and tears in their

s,

And each little bosom was heavy with sighs,

For to-night their stern father’s command had been
given

hat they must retire precisely at seven

nstead of eight; for they troubled him more

yith questions unheard of than ever before.

e told them he thought this delusion a sin,

Yo such a thing as Santa Claus ever had been,

nd he hoped, after this, he should never more hear

How he scrambled down chimneys with presents
each year.

nd this is the reason why two little heads

ko restlessly tossed on their soft, downy beds.

Eight, nine, and the clock on the steeple tolled ten—

Fot a word had been spoken by either till then;

‘hen Willie's sad face from the blanket did peep,

nd whispered, “Dear Annie, is you fast a,sle.cp b i

Why, no, brother Willie,” a sweet voice replies,

I've tried in vain, but I can’t shut my eyes;

or somehow it makes me SO sorry because

pear papa had said there is no Santa Claus;

‘ow we know there is, and it can’t be denied,

or he came every year before mamma died;

But then I've been thinking that she used to pray,

nd God would hear everything mamma wouldsay,

nd perhaps she asked him to send Santa Claus
here

'ith the sacks full of presents he brought every
year.” _

'Well, why tan't we p'ay (dest as mamma did then,

nd ask him to send him with presents aden?”

I've been thinking so, too,” and without a word
more

our bare little feet bounded out on the floor,

A nd four little knees the soft carpet pressed,

And two tiny hands were clasped close to each

breast.

- Now, Willie, you know we must firmly believe

That the presents we ask for we're sure to receive,

‘ou must wait just as still till I say amen,

And by that you will know that your turn hascome
then:—

iDear Jesus, look down on my brother and me,

And grant us the fayor we're asking of thee:

1 want a nice book full of pictures, & ring,

writing desk, too, that shuts with a spring.

3less papa, dear Jesus, and cause him to see

'hat Santa Claus loves us as much even as he ;

yon't let him get fretful and angry again

At dear brother Willie and Annie, Amen!”

«pPlease, Desus, ‘et Santa Taus tome down to-night,

And bring us some presents before it is "ight.

want he sould dive me a bright little box,

Full of ac’obats, some other nice blocks,

And a bag full of tandy, 2 book, and a toy,

Amen, and then, Desus, I'll be a dood boy.'

‘Their prayers being ended, they raised
heads,

And with hearts light and cheerful again sought
their beds;

B8 They were soon lost in slumber—both peaceful and

up their

deep,

And with fairies in dream-land were roaming in
sleep.

Eight, nine, and the little French clock had struck
ten

Ere the father had thought of his children again ;

He scems now to hear Annie’s half-smothered sighs,

And to see the big tears standing in Willie's blue |

eyes.

“I was harsh with my darlings,” he mentally said,
«And I should not have sent them so early to bed ;
But then I was troubled—my feelings found vent,
For bank stock to-day has gone down ten per cent.
But of course they’ve forgot their troubles ere this,
But then I denied them the thrice-asked-for kiss;
But just to make sure I'll steal up to their door,
For I never spoke harsh to my darlings before.”

So saying he softly ascended the stairs,
And arriving at their door heard both of their pray-
ers.

His Annie’s “blesg papa” draws forth the big tears, \

And Willie's grave promise falls sweet on his ears.

“Strange, strange I've forgotten,” said he, with a
sigh,

“How 1 longed when a child to have Christmas
draw nigh.

T'll atone for my harshness,” he inwardly said,

“By answering their prayers ere I sleep in my bed.”

Then he turned to the stairs and softly went down,

Threw off velvet slippers and silk dressing-gown,

Donned hat, coat and boots, and was out in the
street—

A millionaire facing the cold winter sleet ;
He first went to & wonderful Santa Claus store
(He knew it, for he'd passed it the day before),

And there he found crowds on the same errand as |
he,

Making purchase of presents, with glad heart and
free,

Nor stopped he until he had bought everything
From a box full of candy to a tiny gold ring.
Indeed, he kept adding so much to his store

That the various presents outnumbered a score !
Then homeward he turned with his holiday load,

And with Aunt Mary's aid in the nursery 'twas |
stowed. |

M iss Dolly was seated beneath a pine tree,

By the side of a table spread out for a tea;

A writing desk then in the centre was laid,

And on it a ring for whlch Annie had prayed;

Four acrobats painted in yellow and red

Stood with a block house on a beautiful shed ;

There were balls, dogs and horses, books pleasing to ‘
see,

And birds of all colors were perched in the tree ;

While Santa Claus, laughing, stood up in the top.

As ifgetting ready for more presents to drop ;

And as the fond father the picture surveyed

He thought for his trouble he had amply been paid;

And he said to hrmself as he brushed off a tear,

“I'm happier to-night than I've been for a year.

I've enjoyed more true pleasure than ever before,

What care I it bank stock falls ten per cent. more ?

Hereafter I'll make it a rule, I believe,

To have Santa Claus visit us each Christmas eve.”

So thinking he gently extinguished the light,

And tripped down stairs to retire for the night

As g00n as the beams of the bright morning sun

Put the darkness to flight and the stars one by one,

Four little blue eyes out of sleep opened wide,

And at the same moment the presents espied:

Then out of their beds they sprang with a bound,

And the very gifts prayed for were all of them
found ;

They laughed and they cried in their innocent glee,

And shouted for papa to come quick and see

What presents old Santa Claus had brought in the
night

(Just the things they had wanted) and left before |

light.

““And now,” said Annie, in a voice soft and low,
“You'll believe there’s a Santa Claus, papa, I know;"
While dear little Willie climbed up on his knee,
Determined no secret between them should be ;
And told, in soft whispers. how Annie had said,
That their dear, blessed mamma, so long ago dead,
I'sedllu kneel down and pray by the side of her
chair,

And that God, up in heaven, had answered her {

prayer.

“Then we dot up and prayed dust as well as we
tould,

And Dod answered our prayers; now wasn't he
dood ™

“I'should say that he was if he sent you all these,

And knew just what presents my children would
please,

f\\'el]. well, let him think so, the dear little elf,

Twould be cruel to tell him I did it myself ).”

Blind father! who caused your stern heart fo re-

lent?

'Ani the hasty words spoken so soon to repent?

Twas the Being who bade you steal softly up stairs,

And made you hisagent to answer their prayers,
—————

CHRISTMAS NIGHT.

BY CELIA THAXTER.
Good-byc, sweet day, good bye!

I have o loved thee, but I eannot hold thee,

Departing like a dream the shadows fold thee;
Slowly thy perfect beauty fad es away ; 3
Good-bye, sweet day ! :

D“:lood-byn. sweet day, good-bye !

were thy golden hours of tranquil splendor

Sadly thou yieldest to the evening tender, - - ;
Who wert so fair from thy morning ray
Good-bye, sweet day !

i
Good-bye, sweet day, good-bye! A
Thy glow and charm,thy smiles
¥ 'hh:“. and tones and

anish at last, and solemn night advances.

Ah, couldst thou vet a littlé longer :
Good-bye, sweet day, ~ ‘!?I
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THE IDOL OF HOPEDALE.
A SToRY FOR CHRISTMAS.

BY S. ANNIE FROST.

“Hopedale !”

I opened my sleepy eyes as the conduc-
tor's voice rang through the cars, and,
taking my carpet-bag, sprang out upon the
platform of the little station. My brief
holiday was over, and, with a shrug, I pre-
pared for my short walk through the morn-
ing air, looking forward to the good fire
and delicious cup of coffee I was sure Mrs.
Watson was keeping for me.

It wos a very rare event for me to leave
the little village whose name heads this
story. My father had been the _only resi-
dent physician there, from the time when
T was a_boisterous school-boy, up to the
hour when, in his professional rounds, he
fell dead with heart disease in the main
| street, leaving me, his heretofore assistant,

sole heir to his name, property, and prac-
[tice. Ten years before, they had carried
my dear mother to_the little churchyard,
and installed Mrs. Watson housekeeper in
{ her place. The villagers were willing to let
| the young doctor step into his father’s
| place beside their sick beds, and so for five
| years I had filled his duties. Tn all those
five years I had taken no holiday, so when
lan invitation came from my old college
| friend and since correspondent, Clement
| Payne, to spend Christmas with him, at his
| father’s place, on the Hudson, I was sorely
| tempted to accept, and finally coneluded to
'do go. It was literally Clristmas 1 spent,
leaving home at midnight on the 24th, and
my friend’s house exactly twenty-four hours
later. It had been a pleasant break in the
' monotony of my life, and as I stood at sun-
| rise on the Hopedale station platform, I was
'sure my recreation would give me new
vigor for my daily duties.
As T turned to descend the steps leading
"to the road, some impulse, nay, a Provi-
dence, led me to look in at the window of
the room, by courtesy “Ladies’ Room,” of
the station. It was cold and desolate. No
fire was lighted, and there was no furni-
ture, unless the hard, wooden benches
against the walls could be so denominated.
But curled up on one of these benches,
sleeping soundly, lay a strange child. His
| dress of rich fur-trimmed velvet, the warm
fur cap, long gaiters and mittens, spoke of
| wealth and care, and the pale face, round
which clustered short curls of a sunny
| brown, was round with health and wonder-
fully beautiful. He was no Hopedale
child; T knew them all. My professional
instinet made my heart thrill with a sud-
| den shock, as T caught sight of the pale
| face, for well I knew the danger of that
| decp sleep in the biting winter air. How
| long had he been there? Was he already

| dead ? were the questions I asked myself
as I strode across the room, and lifted him
'in my arms. There was no breath came
| from the white lips, no throb at the wrist,
| only a faint, very faint fluttering under my
| fingers as I pressed them over the baby
| heart. Mantling him warmly in my heavy
i cloak, T tore down the steps, and raced
| along the road homeward at a pace that
| would have considerably amazed my pa-
| tients, had any of them been awake at that
| early hour.
| Allowing Mrs. Watson no time for
| amazement, I pressed her into service, and
in what she called a %jiffy,” we had the
little form undressed, in my bed, and un-
dergoing the most vigorous treatment. It
| was so long before we were successful, that
| my heart almost failed me; but at last the
| faint heart throbs grew stronger; color came
to the pale lips and cheeks, and a pair of
large brown eyes appeared from under the
| heavily-fringed lids I had watched so anx-
iously.

Only a look of sleepy inquiry was visible,
as he stared a moment at me, then obeying
|my order to drink the warm food Mrs.
| Watson held to his lips, my little patient
| closed his eyes again, and turned over to
| finish his nap. He was safe now, I knew;
| 50 leaving him to Mrs. Watson’s care, who
! by this time knew as much about him as I

did, T went to sleep myself, to be ready for
the day’s duties.

It was nearly nine o’clock when my
housekeeper roused me to say that break-
fast was ready, and the child awake.

Very wide awake I found him, the glo-
rious brown eyes staring round my room,

| taking in every detail of its arrangement.

“Who are you? How did I get here ?
Am I nearly at Australia? Who's that
man in the picture ?” were the questions
| poured rapidly forth, before I had time to
| frame one inquiry. “I want to get up!
| Who’s got my clothes ?”” came next; then,
| “Who put me to bed without any night-

gown ?”

Not a sign of fear or a word of home-
sickness! I was puzzled.

“What is your name?” I asked, sitting
: down beside him.

“Trot! I want to get up !”

“You shall get up in a minute, but first
tell me your name, and how you came to
| be asleep in the station ?”

“My name’s Trot, and the plaguy cars
started off without me when I got out. It
| was a dark night, and I could not catch
| them, so I went into the room and went to
| sleep till they came again.”

“Was your mother in the train—in the
| car?”

“Noj; nobody but just me.
| Australia.”

“Going to Australia?”

“Yes; Ellen’s there? They have roses
ithere at Christmas, and we wanted some
| for our tree.”

. “But, my child, you did not leave home
alone?”

“Yes I did! Tain'tafraid! I'm going
back right away, as soon as I find Ellen,
and get the roses.”

“But, don’t you know you will have to
sail in a great ship for months to get to
Australia ?”

“Ellen went in the cars. We saw her
go, mamma and I. We went in the car-
riage and said* good-by, and she got in
there with Mr. Williams.”

“Who is Mr. Williams ?” I said, eager-
ly catching at a name.

“Ellen’s husband. Our milkman he
was, before he went off to Australia. He's
jolly ! always filled my cup for nothing,
when I was up.”

“And who was Ellen ?”

T'm going to

“My nurse.”

“What's your father’s name ?”

“Papa !”

“But his other name ?”

“Harry, dear.” “Mamma always called
him so.”

“Where does he live ?”’

“He's dead !” said the child in a whis-
per. “Mamma cries all the time, most, and
‘wears an ugly black e "

“Wa& ~where does mmn:rl{ve ”

"¢ At grandma’s, with Aunt Daisy and
Walter, and Sue, and baby, and—ain’t it
funny ?—baby’s my uncle, and he's so lit- |
tle he has to be carried, and Walter's lit-
; and

gl

| “Where does grandma live?” = =
+ “Why, home, hnn:.houo." .
'_Hik ~1" :‘x'."'f' ;'m_-

a very positive tone,

and becoming restive under so much ques-
tioning.

T took him from the bed and began to
dress him, and explain his position; but
even when he understood that he must give
up the Australian journey, and was made
to feel something of his mother’s despair at
losing him, he could give me no clue by
which to find his home. Grandpa, grand-
ma, mamma, who was called Mary by the
rest, Aunt Daisy and the three children,
were all mentioned, and persistent ques-
tioning revealed that he lived in a large
house in the country, but that was all.
My heart grew fairly sick as Tlooked in his
beautiful face and pictured the grief of his
widowed mother over the loss of this only
child. In vain I searched his clothing for
the mysterious “locket containing the min-
iature of a beautiful female,” always found
on the stray children in novels; no “straw-
berry or raspberry mark” disfigured his
smooth, white skin. His clothing, of the
most dainty material and make, was marked
with the initials “A. H.”

Days passed away, and still the little
Trot—for he would own no other name—
was an inmate of my cottage, the very dar-
ling of Mrs. Watson's motherly heart. I
advertised him in all the large cities, hoping
some paper would reach his country honie;
yet as the days wore away, and he became
| Teconciled to his new home, and ceased to
| grieve for his family, I began to dread the
hour when he should be claimed. His
frank, bright joyousness, his merry prattle,
his loving caresses, began to fill an unsus-
pected void in my heart, and Mrs. Watson
was a perfect slave to his loving tyranny.
She made him pretty garments to replace
the rich velvet suit which we put carefully
aside, in case they were ever required to
prove hisidentity. She furnished for his
bedroom a small apartment leading from
her own sleeping-room. She made the day
one long act of service for his comfort, and
as weeks glided into months, and there was
no clue found to guide us to his home, she
taught him to call her grandma, while
Uncle Charley became my newly acquired
title. To tell how he was petted in the
village would be a vain task to attempt.
To say that he was the hero and idol of
Hopedale, will give but a faint idea of his
popularity. Gradually the memory of his
home, Ellen, the visit to Australia died
away, and he seemed to forget that he had
ever lived away from us. Mamma and
Aunt Daisy had been the two of whom he
spoke most; but I judged from all he said,
that his father’s death was very recent, and
his residence at his grandparent’s a brief
visit only in his memory.

Eleven months had this dear little treas-
ure been an inmate of my house, when
there came into my life a new dream of
hope and happiness. About five miles
from Hopedale there resided, and had lived
for many long years, an eccentric old bach-
elor, by name Herman Graham. His
home, Leehaven, was far away from any
cluster of houses, indeed, nearly a mile from
any other residence; and here, in solitary
state, with only two ancient servitors for
his household, he had lived ever since I
could remember. He was a morose, ill-
tempered man, and some early cross had
made him adopt a perfectly hermit-like se-
clusion, though his wealth would have com-
manded every advantage society could offer.
1t was early in November that I was sum-
moned to attend this odd genius, profes-
sionally. The little note brought to my
office by an elderly man on horseback, was
signed “Lilian Graham,” and urged my im-
mediate attention.

It was a long, cold drive, but the man
represented his master as very ill, so I pre-
pared to obey the suthmons. “I had no
idea your master had a daughter,” I said,
referring to my note.

“That's master’s neice,” was the reply;
“a nice sweet-spoken young lady as ever 1
seen. She comes down on a visit some-
times from her father's place near Albany.
They were burnt out, her father’s folks,
last winter, and the family went to Europe
while the new house was a-building. They
came home about a fortnight ago, but they
won't go to the new house till spring, so
some of them’s boarding in New York, and
some in Albany, and Miss Lilian she’s come
to spend the winter with her uncle. They're
all coming down for Christmas, I expect.”
I found my new patient very ill, and
for a week my visits were frequent, and
more than once I passed a whole night by
his bedside. I do not mean this for a love-
tale, so I will not weary my reader with
the why and wherefore of my heart blend-
ingin allegiance to Lilian Graham’s charms.
Her beauty, gentleness, and winning grace
touched my heart as no woman had ever
before thrilled it, and before that weary

loved her. As her uncle began to recover,
my visits slid from a professional capacity
to a social one, and I saw that my welcome
was a sincere one from both the old gen-
tleman and the fair girl, whose devotion to
his sick bed proved her love. I wasagree-
ably surprised to find the hermit neither
so savage or inaccessible as he had been rep-
resented to me. He had a painful chronic
disorder; his manner was brusque, and his
voice often harsh, but he could soften, and
I was able to give him relief from pain, for
which he repaid me by a gracious reception.
Christmas was drawing near, and I had
resolved to lay my heart before Lilian, and
ask her to be my wife. I was heir to con-
siderable property left by my father. I
had a good practice, a pleasant home, and
could offer her the pure love of a young
| heart, so T was not without hope, especially
as I could see the flush deepen on her cheek,
and a glad light spring to her blue eyes
whenever I was announced. She wore
mourning, and I often longed to question
her about the loss it implied, but our private
interviews were very brief, and but seldom
occurred, and she never spoke of her sor-
row. I, too, had astory to tell. Of course
:lf\:)he became my wife, she must hear about
t.

It was the day before Christmas, and the
snow was smooth and hard round Hopedale;
so Lventured to propose a sleigh ride, mean-
ing to open my heart to her as we drove.
She accepted my proposal readily, and we
were soon on our way. Somehow there
fell a long silence between us; I longin,
but not daring to speak, my eyes fix
upon that lovely face framed in its pretty
fur-bound hood, the eyes looking down, the
sweet mouth set with a sadder expression
than T had ever seen it wear. Suddenly
she spoke:

“I expect my parents, brothers and sis-
ters here to-morrow.”

“For Chrismas gayeties ?”” I questioned.
“No, to escape them. They are coming
here to pass the day quietly, far away from
any festivity. It is a sad day for us.
Doctor, do you believe in a broken heart?”
“Yes; I know they exist.”

“And are fatal ?”

“Sometimes ! I have seen heavy sorrow
dnilhl{ away life |” e

“My poor sister,” she said, sadly, her
eyes filling with tears, “I fear her. is
broken.” And after a pause she said; “A
ear H " &y
y ?‘mel” _yw.“aso-—poor, huld‘m! .
“My sister's ouly child, who

o Y e

week of anxiety and watching was over I | pec

only three months, so we had no holiday
gathering, but we a tree for
little ones and lighted it on Christmas Eve.
The next morning they, the children we
mean, were all in the n , and we sup-
pose one of them tried to light the tree.
Oeruinitisthattbeysett.hemqmonﬁre,
and before we could save anything the
whole house was in flames. ~All escaped
but my sister’s child, her only one; he per-
ished in the fire.”

“Are you certain ?”

“Where else could hebe? My two little
brothers and sisters weresaved with difficul-
ty, and the roof fellin while we wereall fran-
tically searching and calling for Arthur, or,
as we always called him Trot. My sister’s
health gave way entirely under this blow.
She had concentrated all the strength of
her love upon this child after her husband
died, and the loss prostrated her utterly.
We took her to Europe; we have all had
the best advice for her, but she is slowly
dying of a broken heart."”

«It is from no impertinent curiosity,” I
said, “that I question you. Will you answer
my inquiries ?”

We were speeding over the frozen ground
toward my home, as she answered—

“Certainly.”

“This ]itt{é child—had he a pet name for
you ?”

“Yes; my home name. They all called
ine Daisy, and he called me Aunt Daisy ?"

“And your sisters’ names are Mary and
Sue; your brothers’ Walter and Baby.” |

“Yes, yes,” she said turning very pele. |

“And Trot’s nurse, Ellen, did she go to
Australia ?”

“Yes, a year ago last fall. Your face is
radient! Speak quickly—our lost boy !’

We were at my door; her face was ashy
white with emotion, but she obeyed my

motion, and let me lead her from the sleigh
to my office. I made her sit down, and be- |
ga to explain, when—“Uncle Charley!” |
rang out from my pet’s voice, and Trot |
burst into the room. Lilian rose to her |
feet with a wild ecry of “Trot! Arthur!|
darling!” '

For a moment he stood bewildered; then |
a sudden rush came over the childish heart, '
and he sprang into her arms. i

«Aunt Daisy! Where’smamma! Iwant |
mamma! Quick! quick! Uncle Charley, |
Aunt Daisy, take me to mamma ?” i

For nearly three hours we sat in the lit-
tle office before Lilian could tear herself
away from the child, but at last she let me
take her to the sleigh, consoling Trot by a
promise that to-morrow he should see his |
mother.

I left the disclosure to her womanly
tact. But, on the morrow, when I drove
over with the child dressed in his black
velvet suit, altered to fit him by Mrs. Wat-
son’s trembling fingers, and moistened I
am sure by many tears, I found all prepar-
ed for the great joy.

Such a Christmas never dawned for me.
To tell of the gratitude of the pale widow,
the joy of the grandparents, the boisterous
greetings between the children is beyond
the powers of my pen.

Of course the precise time and manner
of Arthur's escape from the house we could
only conjecture. The nurse was in the
kitchen nearly an hour when the alarm of
fire was given, and the flames had gained
great headway before they were discovered,
the family sitting-rooom being on a differ-
ent floor, and some distance from the nur-
sery. Of course the fearless boy had left
the house before the attempt to light the
tree was made, but the others, absorbed in
Christmas delights, did not miss him. The
distance from the house to the station was
very short, and Ellen had gone to New
York from the little village near which
Mr. Graham's house was situated. The
departure for Europe and the certainty all
felt of his fate, had prevented any search
being made for the boy, and we presumed
the railway officials supposed he belonged
to some party on the train.

It was a glad day for all, for if I lost my
little treasure, I won from Lilian the right
to be called in good truth Trot’s Uncle
Charley.

Dolls worth Many Dollars.

Said a doll dealer to a Journal reporter:
“The value of the last few weeks’ im-
portation may be putat $600,000. Three
hundred thousand dollars’ worth are now
in the retail shops to be sold to private
customers for holiday presents to children.
The rest will be purchased from the whole-
sale shops by out-of-town dealers. Why,
a ready-made doll's costume of ordinary ele-
gance is worth $50, and such costumes are
made for spring, summer, winter and au-
tumn, as a doll could not reasonablybe ex-
ted to wear the same clothes the year
round. The banner doll in this shop is
valued at $95. Her dress and jewels are
very rich and elaborate.”

“Show me an economical doll.”

“(ertainly,” said she; “here is one in
white satin, with a white satin cap trimmed
with swan’s down, poke bonnet ditto, silk
stocking and kid slippers. It isworth $50.
Here is an zesthetic doll in old gold plaid
plush sacque, with a blue satin dress and
red satin bonnet with ostrich tips; a mere
matter of $45.

The reporter gasped, and turning to the
superintendent of the department, said,
“Do these dolls go out of the stock alone ?”

“No,” said he; “they require elegant
trosseau boxes of toilet articles, trunks,
bandboxes, &c. A tolerable wardrobe in-
cludes two extra dresses—one of fancy
satin and the other of white satin; a full
line of underwear; lace caps, fashionable
hats, necklaces, ear-rings, brooches and a
basket of flowers. Some wardrobes are ar-
ranged in handsome boxes; othersin trunks,
ready for starting. A fair wardrobe costs
$12, some are $9, while a limited wardrobe
for a very young doll is only 98 cents.”

A miniature bedstead with a brocade
velvet spread and cardinal satin cushion
costs $9. More luxurious couches for dolls
costs $15. Cunning rustic chairs are $3
and $4. Bronze high chairs, secured in a
manner to prevent very active dolls from
jumping or falling out of them, are $9 and
$10 apiece. Lace curtained cradles for
dolls which have not been weaned, may be
had for $9—New York Morning Journal.

A pleasant little story is afloat in Nash-
ville respecting the rich Mr. W. W. Cor-
coran and a wealthy widow named Freeman.
Corcoran wants to enlarge his fine hotel,
the Arlington. = Mrs. Freeman owns a very
handsome brown stone front house adjoin-
ing the Arlington on H street. Mr. Cor-
coran sent Freeman a note, saying he
intended enlarging his hotel and that he
would be pleased to learn the value she
placed - upon her house, and that he would
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CHRISTMAS EVE.
BY nl.T;. WALSH.

Christmas Eve, I sat half-dreaming,
In the fire light's ruddy-glow;

And my busy brain was turning
With the thoughts of long 2go.

Oh, the light, and warmth, and glory
Cireling round & Christmas eve!
Eastern tale or fairy story
Never could such magic weave.

Children count the days and hours
“Till shall come the Christmas time;
Watch them drop like leaves from flowers,
Till, at last, the Christmas chime.

Well, to-night the old-time feeling
Breathed upon my heart again,

While I heard the soft bells pealing,
“Peace on earth, good-will to men "

By the mantel-piece I numbered
8ix small stockings in a row,

While up-stairs their owners slumbered,
Just & pair for each, you know.

Tap, tap, tap, and jingle, jingle!
“Tis the reindeer on the roof!
Oh, you darling old Kris Kringle,

You are coming here in truth !

" “lia!ha!ha!” I heard him stamping,
" “Ha !'ha! ha!” he laughed again;
In a minute, in came tramping

Just the tiniest of men.

After all his taps and knockings,
Here his jolly saintship stands!

Then he turns to count the stockings,
While he blows his rosy hands.

“That's the way they try to get me!

Sly young rogues! I know their game!
If I would, dare say they’d let me,

Fill a dozen all the same!

“Ha! ha! ha! well, time is flying,
Let us see what we can do;

Dearieme! I can’t help trying,
Here is what I'll do for you.”

With a look quite keen and elfish,
Harry's stocking down he took ;

“Here's & boy that's ratker selfish—
I can read him like a book,

Shall I scant him, just to teach him
Santa Clause don't like his ways?

No, no, Christmas-time should preach him
Sermons for all coming days.

“Teach him only loving lessons—
Generous kindness and good-will;
So, young master, here's my blessing,
While I both your stockings fill "

Bertie's then he caught and shook them,
Laughed till tears stood in his eyes;
“Ha! ha! ha! before I took them,
1 knew how this fellow cries!

“Cries when hot, and cries when breezy !
Worries, too ! Look out, my boy !

When you learn to take things easy,
Santa Claus will wish you joy.”

Then, of course, he came to Robbie’s,
Gave them many a stretch and pull ;

“Ha! ha! ha! I have my hobbies—
This chap wants his stockings full.

“His must be as big as t’ others,
I can't scant the littles ones;

“Share and share alike’ for brothers—
That's the way my programme runs !

So he stuffed and stuffed each stocking
Till they looked just fit to burst;
‘While I sat serenely rocking,
Pleased and silent, as at first.

Suddenly I jumped affrighted !

Some one came and pulled my nose !
There I sat, the lamp dim-lighted,

Fire gone out, and I half froze.

Some one said that it was “shocking,’”
8o I hurried off to bed;

Not until I'd filled each stocking
Just as Santa Claus had said!
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CHRISTMAS BEFORE THE WAR.

on the Old Maryland
The Holidays, and
How They Were Enjoyed.

Some Incidents
= o
¥

Among the things which the war de-
stroyed was the distinctively Maryland
Christmas; for, up to the breaking out of
the war, the Christmas holidays were ob-
served on nearly every country-place in
this State with festivities which, for boun-
tiful hospitality and hearty enjoyment, had
probably no parallel anywhere in the coun-
try, except, perhaps, in Virginia. Further
South the estates were too wide l:i)art to
admit of the same degree of social inter-
course between friends and relatives; but
in Maryland, particularly along the bay
shore and river courses, where the large es-
tates were more numerous, communication
was so easy and the spirit of hospitality so
thoroughly ingrained in the people, that all
occasions of a festive character were eager-
ly seized upon as a pretext for social enjoy-
ment. Christmas was the occasion above
all others for merry-making, and there are
few of us that can look back twenty-three
years who cannot recall the peculiar attrac-
tiveness of Christmas in the country. The
entire week was usually given over to jolli-
fication and everybody entered into the
spirit of the holiday with a lusty enjoy-
ment, which imparted to it a gaiety and
abandon which, in this busy, driving age,
one misses altogether. Nowadays we en-
joy ourselves under protest, thinking always
of to-morrow and its cares. True, they
impoverished themselves in many cases;
they fiddled and danced and we have to
pay the piper. But what a life it was!
A'life of frank enjoyment of things for
their own sake, not because society pre-
scribed them ; a life of ease, of refinement,
of manly courtesy and healthful activity.
We could have no such Christmases as they
had, even if the material conditions were
the same, for we are not the men they
were. Vigorous, gay and generous to a
fault, they made their Christmas what it
was, stamping it with the sign manual of
their own individuality.

The residence of a country gentleman
was the scene of great activity for several
days before the holidays.. The proclama-
tion of the glad times coming was written

lainly on every face, white and black.

e lady of the house did not hesitate to
descend to the kitchen and superintend the
manufacture of innumerable cakes, pies,
jellies, custards and puddings. It was, in
fact, considered to be part of a country
gentlewoman's education to know how to
cook, and more attention was paid by our
grandmothers to the selection of a joint of
meat than is bestowed by housekeepers
nowadays on the selection of worsteds for
their afghans. Cooking has, it is true, be-
come fashionable with the ladies again in
recent years, but it is a sort of artistic
cooking, which is of a piece with decora-
tion of guano bags and towels and seltzer-
water jugs. A visit to the larder of a
well-appointed country house just before

i was worth making, for it was, in
iact, a libe:l-ll‘e:‘llnenﬁonin the art (;’fohoue-
eeping. e pantry were to be found
uge tin boxes full of fruit cake, E ge
cake, g'r.ger-bread, jumbles, m in
shape and: animals,

e

was “Charles Carroll of Carroliton’s” plum
pudding, the ipt for which is treasured
in many a household to this day. Whether
Mr. Carroll invented this pudding or mere-
ly ate it is not known, but his name will be
handed down to posterity in connection
with it as well as with the Declaration of
Independence. Not to eat plum pudding
at Christmas was to negleet one of the first
duties of an honest and useful citizen.

The elaborate preparations at the house
were reproduced on a minor scale at the
overseer’s house and in the “quarter” of
the negroes, generally a large two-story
structure of frame or brick, the®first floor
being one large room, with a huge hospita-
ble fire-place, and the second floor divided
off into a number of sleeping apartments.
In addition to having the “leavings” of the
kitchen at the house, the colored people
were often permitted to kill for their Christ-
mas dinner a sheep or pig and were given
materials for enormous “bakings” of cakes
and puddings. Huge logs of wood were
also stowed away to cure for the Christmas
fire. At last, the holidays having arrived,
the whole plantation was given up to unre-
strained enjoyment and mirth. At the
house the company passed the time in fox
hunting, riding, sleighing, playing “old
maid,” a game which invariably terminated
in a boisterous romp, singing, dancing and
eating. Even the young ladies, strange to

say, were always hungry. It was remark- |

able that every member of the party was
not taken suddenly ill; but they went on
from day today eating the richest confec-
tions and drinking egg-nog and apple-toddy,
without apparently suffering in the least.
The dances in those days were very elabor-
ate. The waltz had just come into fashion
and was a queer piroucting dance, very
unlike the graceful movement of our day.
The polka was also fashionable, but the
square dances were the staple of the eve-
ning's amusement. The most accomplished
dancers, instead of moving through the
figures slowly and indifferently as they do
now, hopped about with a queer skip which
would be very ludicrous to us, shuffling
their feet, with their heads thrown back,
and sometimes with their arms akimbo.
The dances, which always terminated with
the Virginia reel, afforded unlimited op-
portunity for flirtation and fun. The full
dress of a country beau at that time was a
frock coat of brown or blue cloth, a waist-
coat of flowered silk of as many different
colors as possible, a cravat wound several
times around a huge standing collar, trous-
ers which fitted close to the skin, and
pumps with black bows and silver buckles.
The dress of the ladies did not differ mate-

rially from those of the present day. |

The colored people enjoyed unusual li-
cense through the week; it was in fact
their saturnalia, and you may rest assured
they enjoyed themselves to the top of their
bent. The “quarter” was ablaze with light
from the roaring fire of seasoned hickory
and pine and the innumerable tallow can-
dles which were stuck in holes in pine
boards that were fastened above the door-
ways and against the walls. The negroes
danced to the tune of the banjo and fiddle,
sang, made love and, like their masters,—
ate. Whatever may be said of slavery in
other respects, it certainly showed in a fa-
vorable light on these occasions, for it
would have been hard to have found any-
where faces that were happier or freer
from care than those of the negroes as they
danced the hoe-down or struck the double
shuffle.

There was another pleasant feature of
the Maryland Christmas-tide, and that was
the re-union of families, which always teok
place at that period. No matter how far
apart they might be living, the members
of a family generally made it a point to
come together at the house of some one of
them for the family dinner. The tie of
relationship was very strong and knit to-
gether persons of very -dissimilar tastes
who were related ever so remotely. Peo-
ple “cousined”’ each other who for the life
of them could not have traced their rela-
tionship, and at the Christmas board there
was an atmosphere of something more than
friendship—a feeling, as it were, that the
family ties were re-knotted. ~After dinner
the ladies usually retired to the parlor to
gossip, while the gentlemen accompanied
the host to the barnyard to examine his
horses, his fat cattle and his pigs. Tt was
a simple life—healthy, vigorous and clear.

The little ones on these country places
appreciated Christmas more, perhaps, than
their elders, for the natural enjoyment of
a child on this occasion was intensified in
their case by the variety of their enjoy-
ments. The first thing to be doneon Christ-
mas morning was, of course, to look after
stockings ; the next was to burst the beef
and hog bladders, which, after the air with-
in them was rarified by holding them to
the fire, when stamped upon suddenly, ex-
ploded with a sharp detonation; then a
visit to the “quarter” was in order, whence
the negroes, aroused by the firing of tor-
pedoes and crackers, came trooping out to
join the sport and to catch young master
“Christmas Gift.” Who can estimate the
joy of the children of those days in
having the run of an immense estate with
their guns, their drums, their wagons, etc.,
a host of “dinkies” following in their train
to sympathize with and admire them as
well as to minister to their wants? Tt is but
just to add that the children were generally
kind to their black subjects. The country
children of this generation have missed a
good deal, so far as their enjoyment of
Christmas goes, in not having been born
thirty years ago.

Of the Maryland Christmas of colonial
days we know but little, except inferential-
ly, but judging from the traditions and
customs which have been handed down in
many an old family, it must have been the
occasion of even greater and more pro-
longed festivity than in the time of which
we have spoken. Until the middle of the
cighteenth century there were but few
towns in the State and the large planta-
tions were the pivotal centres of society.
It is known that on some of them the
county courts and legislative councils were
held, so that it is to be presumed the
Christmas festivities at all the large farms
were of a particularly brilliant and enjoya-
ble character. Then, instead of sending to
Baltimore, the planters sent to London for
their supplies, the vessels often bringing
them almost to their doors.

Christmas is still the occasion of much
sociability and enjoyment in some of the
large country places of ryland, but the
old picturesqueness and mellow flavor have

ne out of the holiday never to return.
ﬁe “ " which were once the scene

of so much fiddling, banjo playing and gay-
now des and crumhling to

VOL. XVIIL-NO. 6.

The Christmas carol is derived from
cantare, to sing, and rola, an interjection or
joy, from a very early date. Bishop Tay-
lor observes that the “Gloria in Excelsis,”
the well-known hymn sung by the angels
to the shepherds at our Lord's nativity, was
the earliest Christmas carol. In former
times bishops were accustomed to sing these
pious canticles among their clergy. War-
ton tells us that, in 1521, Wynkyn de
Worde printed a set of Christmas carols
which were festal chansons for enlivening
the merriment of the Christmas celebration,
quite unlike our religious hymns of the
present day, which are popular among all
classes, and we are told that the Puritans
adopted them in keeping with their more
staid notions of Christmas observance.
The boar’s head, soused, was anciently the
first dish served on Christmas day in Eng-
land, and was carried up the principal tab%e
in the hall with great state and solemnity to
the chanting of a certain carol. Among
other early English customs at this festival
was that of the oblanders, who gave to
their customers gifts of candles, and the
bakers presented their patrons with yule
cakes, which often represeated some gro-
tesque character in miniature, or pasty
presents of some description.

Among the ancient Romans the laurel
was an emblem of peace, joy aud victory ;
whence an English authority derives the
custom of decorating English homes with
that evergreen, as a symbol, denoting joy
for the victory gained over the powers of
darkness, and of that peace on earth and
good will towards men which the angels
sung over the fields of Bethlehem. Other
evergreens were subsequently adopted.
The mistletoe, however, regarded rather
as a symbol emanating from the heathenish
rite of Druidism, was never admitted into
churches, but was hung up in dwellings,
where it signified, upon Christmas occasions,
the right of any young man to salute with
a kiss any maiden who passes beneath the
| bough. The Christmas-box was one for
{ the reception of money contributed in con-
templation of this season, that masses might
be said by the priests, who invoked for-
giveness for excesses committed by the peo-

le.

The old English name of the holly was

“holm,” or “holm-oak,” and in many parts
of England it is still known by these names;
and Holmesdale, in Surrey, and other vil-
lages whose names commence with Holm,
have been derived from the abundance of
holly, which at some period grew in their
vicinity.
A writer in Chambers' Journal says
concerning the etymology of mistletoe:
—“Mistletoe is an obsolete old English
word, used, however, as late as in the writ-
ings of Boyle, and is defined in Dr. John-
son’s original folio edition of his dictionary
as the state of being mingled. Now, this
is truly the condition of our plant, which
is intermingled with the foliage of other
trees, and mixes their juices with its own,
and is indeed in rural places still called the
mistle. If to this we add the old English
tod or toe, signifying bush, we have at once
the derivation, meaning the “mingled bush”
intertwined and growing among foliage
dissimilar to its own.”

The Christmas season is proverbial as
one of popular activity among the English
people; and the Italians have a proverb
expressive of this in the sentiment: “He
has more business than English ovens at
Christmas.” The season is well known
throughout Protestant Europe as “The
Children’s Festival.” Christmas cards are
very popular in England, and the postmen
in London and other cities are busily engaged
in delivering these welcome messages every
Christmas morning.

Leigh Hunt says that volumes can be
written on each of the separate items of
Christmas association, beginning with “roast
beef and plum pudding,” and ending char-
acteristically with “love, hope, charity and
endeavor.”

The popular custom of decorating the
houses and churches at Christmas with
evergreens is very ancient, and it is believed
to be derived from Druid practices. It
was an old belief that sylvan spirits might
look to the evergreens and secure among
them protection from frost until the return
of spring. The various evergreens in use
from early times are holly, ivy, rosemary,
bays, laurel and mistletoe, which; excepting
the latter, retained their place in both
houses and churches from Christmas until
Candlemas. Holly and ivy still remain in
England the most esteemed Christmas ever-
greens, though at the two universities the
windows of the college chapels are decked
with laurel.

Many of the rites and symbols attaching
to the observance of this season may be
traced to a period long prior to the time
when Julius Czesar first landed in Britain.
The drawing of the “Yule log” comes from
a very ancient Scandinavian custom, when,
in the winter solstice, during a certain feast,
large bonfires were kindled in honor of the
god Thor. The bringing inand placing of
the ponderous log on the hearth of the
baronial hall was among the most joyous of
ceremonies observed on Christmas eve in
feudal times. If the charred remains of
the log were preserved to light its successor
of the following Christmas, it was consid-
ered a sure safeguard against fires in the
interim. :

The custom among the juvenile portion
of the English people, at one time was call-
ed “The Burial of the Wren,” on St.
Stephen’s day, December 26. On that day
paties of boys went from door to door, the
leader carrying a fresh branch of evergreen
decorated gayly with ribbons and pieces of
colored paper, to which was attached a bird.
At the door of each house visited the party
joined in singing the following lines in
rhyme :

“The wren, the wren, the king of birds,

St. 8 en’s day in the firs;

is honor is great,

Boﬂseui. kind madam, and give us a treat—
and down with the pan,

mce to bury the

ury wren ;
of money, your cellar full of beer,
as and & happy New

One of the prettiest Christmas customs
is the Norwegian practice of giving, on
(i‘lhmtmu' day, a dinner gablew the birds. On
that morning every , gateway or barn
door is decorated with a sheaf of corn at-

The Spanish Christmas.
The good cheer which Christmas brings
everywhere is especially evident in Spain,
They ‘are a frugal people; and many a good
Spanish family are supported by less than
the waste of many a household.  But there
llnospf:;illngn rkrisf.mu This is a sea-
son as to tu as iving in
New England. Th:y'Camlun' Th‘nhs‘furms d%ive
them into Madrid in great droves which
they conduct from door to door, making
the dim old streets gay with their scarlet
wattles, and noisy with obstreperous gob-
bling.  But the headquarters of the mark-
eting during those days are in the Plaza
Major, where every variety of fruit and
provisions aresold. There is nothing more
striking than those vast heaps of fresh gold-
en oranges, plucked the day before in the
groves of Andalusia; nuts from Grenada,
and dates from Africa; every flavor and
color of tropical fruitage; and in the stalls
beneath the gloomy arches, the butchers
drive their flourishing trade. All is gay,
joyous—chaffering and jesting, greeting of
friends, and filling of baskets. The sky is
wintry, but the ground is ruddy and rich
with the fruits of summer. -
At night, the whole city turns out into
the streets. The youth and maidens of
the poorer classes go trooping through the,
town with tamborines, castanets and guitars,
singing and dancing. Every one has a
different song to suit nis own state of mind.
The women sing of love and religion, and
many of the men can sing of nothing bet-
ter than politics. But the part which the
children take in the festival bearsa curious
resemblance to those time-honored ceremo-
nies we all remember. The associations of
Christmas in Spain are all of the gospel.
There is no northern St. Nick there, to stuff
the stockings of good children with rewards
of merit. Why, then, on Christmas eve
do you see the little shoes exposed by the
windows and doors? The wise kings of
the East are supposed to be journeying by
night to Bethlehem, bearing gifts and hom-
age to the Heavenly Child, and out of their
abundance, when they pass by the houses
where good children sleep, they will drop
into their shoes some of the treasures they
are bearing to the Baby Prince in Judea.
This thought is never absent from the re-
joicings of Christmas-tide in Spain. Every
hour of the time is sacred to Him who came
to bring peace and good will into the world.
The favorite toy of the season is called
“The Nativity.” It is sometimes very
elaborate and costly, representing a land-
scape under the starry night; the magi
coming in with wonder and awe, and the
Child in the stable, shedding upon the
darkness that living light which was to
overspread the world.

A Man of Few Words.

To prove the garrulity of some travelers
we state the following facts: A young man,
some time back, arrived at an inn, and
after alighting from his horse, went into
the traveler's room, where he walked back-
ward and forward for some minutes, display-
ing the utmost importance. At length he
rang thebell, and upon the waiter’s appear-
ance gave him an order, nearly as follows:
“Waiter!” the waiter replied, “Sir.” “I
am a man of few words, and don’tlike con-
tiually ringing the bell and disturbing the
house. I'll thank you to listen to what I
am going tosay.” The waiter againreplied,
«Yes, sir.”  “In the first place bring me a
glass of brandy and water, cold, with a little
sugar, and also a teaspoon; wipe down the
table, throw some coals on the fire, and
sweep up the hearth; bring me a couple of
candles,pen,ink and paper some wafers,alittle
sealing wax, and let me know what time the
post goes out. Tell the hostler to take care
of my horse, dress him well, stop his feet,
and let me know when he is ready to feed.
Order the chambermaid to prepare me a
good bed, take care the sheets are all well
aired, a clean nighteap and glass of water in
the room. Send the boots with a pair of
slippers that I can walk to the stable in;
tell him I must have my boots cleaned and
brought into this room to-night, and that I
shall want to be called at 5 o’clock in the
morning. Ask your mistress what I can
have for supper; tell her I should like a
roast duck or something of that sort; and
desire your master io step in, I want to ask
him a few questions about the drapers of
this town.” The waiter answered “Yes,
gir,” and then went to the landlord and told
him a gentleman in the parlor wanted a
great many things, and among the rest he
wanted him, and that was all he could re-
collect.— Old Anecdote Book.

A Christmas Sermon.

Hard times make soft hearts. If it were
not so how empty life would be of happiness!
and the importunate stomach of victuals.
We remember several years in which finan-
cial tightness and Christmas came together,
and also that the phenomena developed by
this conjunction were always charming.
There are the poor, for instance. What a
miserable world this would be with no poor
init. Nothingbutone flat, monotonous, tire-
some routine of prosperity! Everywhere
vulgar plethoral ! verybody absurdly
comfortable! How are we to experience
the thrill of giving with nobody to give to?
How to clothe the naked, if there are no
naked to clothe? How to feed the hungry
if there are no hungry to feed? Thus we
see that under the benign influences of the
season, the hard up and the helpless are
transmogrified into public benefactors.
Your real pauper is the man who can find
nobody who wants anything or who will
accept anything. Moreover, what credit is
there in being generous in flush times?
What is a gift worth which impliesno self-
sacrifice? We understand that there is no
lack now of the loveliest cases of real dis-

ing to the rich—we expect them to give as
a matter of coursc—but_those who know
very well how every dollar comes into their

ets. Now is the time to make your spare
cash, and even the cash' which you cannot

The Meaning of “Bonansa.”
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send her a_check for the amount. This the of birds, dogs
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man, whose wealth is reckoned by millions, | and piés and puddings innumerable. What
replied that she had of ing | an aromatic flavor there was about that
her flower garden, and that if Mr. Corcoran | pantry ! In the cellar the meats and fruits |
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would be delighted to send him a check for | Wines and the preserves. The labor and
the amount. There has been no further | care n ﬂmm}‘h
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