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* Tolg/nere the icy crystals
- #re flashing in the dark. |
Around me the light of my chamber
Shed warmly its softened glow,
While the restless shadows above me
Were moving to and fro.
My mind was crowded with fancies
As my eyes were watching the light
Of the cheerful flame before me
That burned with a luster bright ;

When quickly radiant spirits
Seemed filling my room and my soul;
They were singing a song that thrilled me
With rapture I conld not control.
Entraneed I sat and pondered
This mystery uusolved,
While through my mind these questions
Wererapidly revolved :

*“Who are these happy singers?
Whenee have they come in glee?
Why choose the dreary winfer
To sing their songs to me?
Why chant their notes of gladness
" When nature lieth dead?
When fierce storms of December
Howi o'erher hoary head?

When moating winds are filling
The dar] ight with a tale

Of naked fields and woodlands
That soufideth Jike a wail?

When hands and hearts seem frozen
By that dread icy breath

“That chills the streams to silence
And lulls their songs in death

Pilrouse me from my stupor,
Thase spirits sure will know

What brings them here to greet me
With faces all aglow.

111 81t nc longer silent ;
The mystery seems deep,

“That shrouds this visitation—
Perchance I am asléen.

1 long to have this mystery
Unto my mind revealed—"

¥ turned to speak, but silence
My eager lips had sealed.

Just then & touch invisible
Was Jaid upon my sleeve,

Anud a voice of music whispered,
“To-night ts Christmas Eve:

We've come to bring you greeting
From our noble, loving King,
11is natal day approaches,
“These are his songs we sing.
The earth to-night is ringing
With notes of human praise,
And Heaven's high vaults are sounding
With sweet angelic lays,

The nations all are bow ing
Before a common shrine,
In fellowship are blending
The human and dwine.
A race led up from darkness,
A world brought back to light,
Mends Jow in grateful homage
Before its King to-night.

From north to south are pealing
Deep iron-throated bells,
From sea 1o sea an anthem
Of rejoicing proudly swells.”
With eager joy I answered,
“Thrice welcome are ye here—
Thrice welcome are yourtidings,
And the glerious hope they bear !

Abide until the morrow,
‘Why wander farther on?

The day you love approacheth—
The night is nearly gone.”

#“We dare not rest nor tarry,

~Ourmessage is from Heaven:

‘St must ere dawn of morning,

To ull the earth be given.

We've other homes to visit,
We've messages (o bear
#To hearts in which are throbbing
“ The pulses of despair ;
o ehambers where bereaved ones
With footsteps sad and slow,
About their shrouded darlings
In desolation go.

No burden we can lighten,
No pain we can allay,

Must weigh on human bosoms
Through all the Christmas day,”

Sgay not, then, blesscd heralds!
Spread wide the news of peace;

Bid perfect love and joy on earth,

*@ood will to men’ increase.

Let swift-winged merey bear you ;
Go, freighted rich with love,
Tell all who grope in darkness,
T heré s light for them above.”
"I paused to catch their answer—
No formnor sound was there,
But far away a sweet refrain
Was trémbling on the air.

§ started up in woader,—
For J had slept and dreame,
Until the morning sunlight
fago my chamber beamed.
The Christwas bells were ringing
Out on the frosty air,
“Their swelling notes proelgiming,
L hrrat's heralds had been there.
Stewartstown Academy, Dee. 15, 1883,
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A STRANGE ADVENTURE.

1t was Christmas Fve, and bitterly esld.
The down train from London, due at Bris-
tol at 5.50, had just come in crowded with
s Zers, and the arrival platform was a
seene of indiseribable confusion. Kxcited
sengers rusked hither and thither seek-
ing their own special property amid the
piles of luggage lay scatteyed around; and
wearied and worried ladies sought vainly
among the crowd for a disengaged pogtér
o convey their bags and boxés safely to a
geab. Active youths and stalwart men
who could carry their own:impediments
were best off; and among those who did
S0 was a tall, bronzed, brown-bearded man,

yound his throat, and his
pressed down over his eyes.
worn portmanteau was lur;zc an
but he seemed to think nothj
weight, and, swinging it in his by
out of the station.
s{'ab, sir?" cried an urchi
nuy. % ]
“No; an omnibus will do for me,” return-
edsthe gentleman, passing on to ‘Where the
Bedland omnibus was drawn up, and, cold
“though it was, he at onee mounted to the
box, and took his Seat beside the driver.
All this time a lady was waiting patiently

at the farther end of the platform. Seeing
the bustle and eeafusion that reigned

around, she had managed, by dint of a
Bitfle exertion, to drag her madest tin trunk
wout, of the melee; but having done so she
~wonld dé no more. and now stood beside it
waiting uuti] one of the porters should be
able to attend to her.  She was a plainly-
_dressed gentlewoman, with fine gray eyes
znd a pale tired face,

Bleam of youth, and though her features

g were gaod, she could scarcely be described

g pretty now. To-night she was cold and
weary, and ‘staod passively waiting uniil
some one should ceupe to her assistance.

resently a porter appmached her.
a eab, Miss?" he asked.

Dox

had

L

# country roads were like glass. In

arently about 30 |

“ i years of age. ~Se had been pretty once,
%. b 7 Y

3 t time and trduble had stolen away the |

Will you please to eayry this | asked. !
: Faas B 3 “To Tivoli—Mr. Mansfield's,” replied ‘ Jetter was returned to me with the single

The AR s::k;iﬁ. it 3 and walked off,

e tb_ere1 !

WESTMINSTER

MD, SAT

e

horse was steaming and the driver looked
surly.

“Where do you want to go?” he asked
| the lady, gruffly.
| “To Stoke Bishop, ' replied the lady.

“Where there ?” :

“T will tell you when we get there,” re-
turned Miss Lyon, not very well pleased
with the man’s manner.

The driver muttered something to him-
| self, banged the tin trunk down_on the
| roof of the cab, and drove off in a huff.
| “I wish there had been another cab,”
| thought Laurette Lyon, uneasily, as she
| leaned back in her seat. I don’tlike this
| driver at all. I wonder if he is drunk. 1T
{ hope Mr. Mansfield will be at home when
{ T reach Tivoli.
| for me.”
| In the meantime the cab was progressing
}:ls rapidly through the crowded, slippery

streets as could reasonably be expected, and
Laurette begam to look about her. Eight

| years had passed since she had visited |

| Bristol, under circumstances very different
{ from the present. Then her father had
| been her companion; they had stayed at a
| fashionable hotel and money had been plen-

o -
{ tiful. Now she was an orphan, a_lonely,

| hard-working governess, going to spend { swered, and Laurette,

{ Christmas with an old school friend who
{ had been recently married.
| not like Christmas. To her it was a time
{ haunted with sad memories. Every year

as Christmas Eve came round the picture

of a certain Christmas Eve long ago rose
| up before her eyes. She could see it all.
The pretty drawing-room, lighted only by
the flickering fire, in the roomy old house
at Blackheath; and Herbert Lindsay's ear-
! nest face as he
| How happy they were that evening, and

how eager Herbert had been to ask Dr. |

Lyon’s consent, never dreaming of pefusal.
| They had sat side by side hopefully plan-
| ning for the future and listening between
whiles for her father’s step. And when
they heard him enter the house and cross
the hall to his study Herbert had raised
up at once, anxious to get the interview
over and return to her.

“Give me one kiss before I go, Lau-
rette,”” he said.
But she had laughingly refused him.
«[ will owé it to you,” she had said,
kissing her hand to him as he turned to
| look at her as he left the room.
And she had never seen him since.
The interview proved to be a long, and,
alas, a stormy ome. Dr. Lvon refused
| Herbert's offer in harsh, almost insulting
terms; and the young man, deeply wounded

| and mortified, had hastily left the house, |

and shortly afterwards quitted the country
for Australia. But before sailing he had
written once to Laurette. :

“As your father sets such a high value
| ou money,” he wrote, “I have resigned my
situation, and am going out to Australia to
make my fortune, It will be a long pro-
cess, | fear, but a strong will and a stout
heart can do much, and I shall not want
| for these if T am assured of your faith,
{ Laurette. Will you be true to me, as I

pass before you hear from me again, for I
shall not write unless I haye good news to
{send. Think well before you answer, and

! do pot promise unless you can do so freely | that it must be assumed.

| and with your whole heart. It isno light

b s . L
| will, involve years of weary waiting.

| you have any doubt of your own feelings, | ally.

{of your own strength, T beseech you tell
me now. Remember, your promise ence
given, I shall believe in it implicitly, and
on the strength of it build all my future

|
|
|
| happiness.”

T will ask him to pay him |

Laurette did |

asked her to be his wife. |

shall eyer be to you, even though years |

| thing that I ask, and it may, and probably | could be the meaning of it ? |
If | also, that he kept looking at her continu- .
|

| der the shadow of his hat.

{ ble.

To this Laurette had answered simply : |

“T love you dearly, and as long as I live I
will be true to you.”

Two years later, on Christmas Eve, Dr.
Lyon died snddenly. His daughter, in
common with most persons who knew him,
had imagined him to be & weglthy man;

but after his death it was discovered that |

ke had lived far beyond his means, and
when all claims were satisfied a paltry £20
a year was all that remained for Laurette.

It i& g hard thing for any girl brought
up in ease a@d jdlepess to be suddenly
turned ont of a luxurious howe apd com-
pelled to earn her own living as best she
may. Fortunately Miss Lyon was a girl
of sense and resolution, and she had at once

e

sion—-Tll drive you over to-one of them
villas,”” pointing with his whip- to-lights
twinkling in the distance, “and you can
leave your box at one of 'em and walk on.”

“But I do not know anyome living
there!”’ exclaimed Laurette, aghast at the
man’s impudence; “and I could not think
of taking such a liberty !”

“Well, please yourself; only you must
get out of my cab,” was the rough answer,

] shall do nothing of the kind,” said
Miss Lyon, decisively. “You will drive
me back to Redland; there I may be able
to get another cab—or at any rate a man
to carry my box.”

“And supposing I don’t, miss, what
| then ?” with an ugly leer.
“Then you won't be paid,” was the

hood. So T thought the best thing I could
do was to work harder than ever, and re-

turn to England at the earliest possible |-

moment and search for you; and thank
heaven! T have found you.”

“And how strangely it came about,” said
Laurette, smiling. “Do you kmow I
thought you were going to murder me at one!
time ?” and to his amusement she told him
of the fears that had her.

“I am so glad now that I came to Bris-
tol,” returned Herbert. “I was knoeking
about in London, putting all kinds of ma-
chinery in motion, with the object of find-
ing you—which, by the way, I must stop
now, when 1 came across an Australian
friend, who with his wife returned to Eng-
land two years ago. He told me he had

| prompt answer. And Laurette looked the
| rude driver steadily in the face, although in |
| her heart she was getting afraid of him, |
{ and very heartily wished herself safe in her |
friend’s house.
{ *The man grumbled a good deal, but |
| finally climbed back to his seat and turned |
| his horse’s head toward Redland, Hehad l
not gone very far, however, before he again
| pulled up, and Miss Lyon heard him accost [
| some one on the road. A man’s voice an-
hastily letting down
| the window, heard the driver rejoin :

“There’s a young woman inside as wants |
a hescort down to Stoke. P'r’aps you'll
oblige ‘er ?”

The insolence of the man’s tone was |
more than Laurette could brook. She |
sprang out of the cab and addressed her- |
self to a tall man, with his coat collar
turned up and his hat pressed down over
his eyes, who stood on the path.

“] want some one to carry my box to
Mr. Mansfield’s, at Stoke,” she said, in a |
clear tone. ““If you can doso I shall be
| glad to pay you what you think proper.
This cabman can’t o won't drive me over |
there.”

Her veil was thrown back and the light |
| of a neighboring lamp showed to the stran- |
ger a pale, finely-cut face and a pair of
flashing gray eyes. She was too flurried |
and angry to notice his appearance.

Without a word he turned to the driver. |
“(tive me the trunk,” he said, in a deep,
gruff voice.

“Trunk, indeed,” returned the other |
with a sneer; “ 'tis but a light bit of a box.”

“I have a heavy hand,” returned the
stranger in the same deep voice. “Do you
want to feel the weight of it ?”

The man looked up, startled.

“] want my fare,” he said, in a more
civil tone.

Laurette paid him, and then, with her
new companion, turned her face towards
Stoke.

They walked on in silence. The lady
was greatly relieved to escape from the in- |
solent cabman, and felt grateful to the
stranger for his opportune arrival and readi-
ness to oblige her; and, taking him to be a
respectable artisan, or something of that |
kind, began presently to talk to him. He, |

| however, did not appear to be disposed to |

converse, and replied so briefly to her re-

marks that the conversatjon soon ceased |
altogether; and when he did speak his voice |
was so gruff and deep that it sounded un- ’
natural, and the idea occurred to Laurette |

The idea was not a pleasant one. What |

She noticed,

She never lifted her eyes without
epcoyntering his gleaming at her from un-
Brave though |
she was, she grew nervous and uncomforta- |
She knew absolutely nothing of this
man, and his manner was suspicious. Had
she only been freed from an impudent |
driver to fall into the hands of a thief or a
murderer ?

Tt was between seven and eight o’clock, |
and very dark. At that hour, on such a
bitter night, the road they were pursuing |
was practically as lonely as though there
were not a house within a mile of it.

What was there to hinder this fellow |
from knocking her down with one blow of |
his strong arm, robbing her at his leisyre

| and then walking off with her box and

bravely faced the position; and though her |

heart ached for her father’s loss and she
keenly felt the change of circumstances,
she had nevertheless calmiy accepted the
inevitable, and had taken, without ado, the
first situation that offered. KEight years
ago to-night Dr. Lyon died, and for eight
years Laurette had been working hard asa
daily or resident governess. Ten years
had rolled away since she and Herbert
| parted, ppd all that time no news of him
had reached key. How she had thought
and dreamed of him, apd longed with
heart-longing for a letter. But ng Jetfer
had ever come, and year by year hope
waned in her breast, and now it was we

nigh dead. *I shall never see him again,”
she thought. “He is dead, T know, or he
must have had some _‘_’un(l news to send me
all these long years.” She had kept her
faith ts him inviolate. Tt is an easy thing
to be true to ay ahsent lover if no lover at
your side tempts you to Lyegk your word.
But Laurette’'s faith had been tried by
temptation, and her quiet “no” had heeu
so decided that no aspirant for her hand
had ever ventured to repeat his offer.

This visit at Bristol had quickened many
old pecollections, and her thoughts this
Christas Eye were sadder even than usuul.
Wrapped in her own reflections, she did
not see how far she had proceeded on her
to Stoke Bishop, or how slowly the
cab was lll'l:.‘_"l‘l‘ﬁ«“"l‘_’.

As before stated, it was a Dbitterly cold
pight. Rain had fallen in the afternoon,
and before the ground had had time to dry
the wind changed, and it had begun to
freeze and was freezing still, and all the
the
| beaten Bristol thoroughfares and along
White Ladies' road progress was fairly
easy; but having climbed the steep bit of
hill at Redland and _‘_':lihv(l the level of the
down that stretched between that and the
pretty village of Stoke it became difficult
for the horse to stand, and when about
half-way across the down, to Laurette’s
| great surprise, the cabman suddenly pulled
up, and, getting down, opened the cab

(l(i(ll‘.

“You must get out.” he said, ronghly.

“(3et out,” repeated Miss Jyon, in as-
| tonishment. “Why, this is not Stoke
Bishop. We are not more than half-way
across the down!”

“I know where I am well enough, but
I can’t take you a step further. My ‘orse
‘ave 'is knees broke, and ’is neck, too.
P # aps, for anybody.”

“Do you mean to say that you intend to
[leave me with my luggage here, in the
| middle of the down?” asked Laurette,
lluie(]y.
ing, too ?”

Lauveite,
Tttt

| very Jaurette of ten years

can't keep 'is feet, and I'm not a-going to

“And at this time of the even: |

of | di i

other property and leaving her to perish in

the cold? If it came to blows she would |
struggle hard, she was resolved ere she |
would submit to be robbed of her valua- |
bles. But what if he were to slip behind |
her and in some sudden, treacherons man-

ner deprive her of all power of resistance 7

She shivered at the thought, and stepped
out into the center of the road; and W{:cn
her companion followed her example, and
placed himself again at her side, she al-
most screamed aloud with terror.

He saw her start.

“[s there anything the matter?"’ he
asked, and his manner was so kind that she
began to be ashamed of her fears.

Ten minutes more brought them to the
foot of the hill, and examining the names
on the gate-posts by the aid of a few flam-
igg fises, they quickly found themselves,
to her great veljef, in the well-lit hall of
the house they sought.

The man put down the box, and the
neat housemaid went to inform her young
mistress of Miss Lyon’s arrival,

“T am much obliged to you,” said Lau-
rette, drawing out her purse. “How much
do I owe you And looking at her com-
panion she noticed, for the first time, and
with dismay, that he looked much more
like a gentiemgp than an artisan.

“You owe me a kiss, madam,” he an-
swered, in a different and natural tone,

“Sir!” she ejaculated, in utter surprise,
though now his voice sounded strangely

familiar.

“Have you forgotten the kiss )
ised men ten years ago to-night, Laurette? g
and he tossed aside his hat and stepped to-

you ]ll‘“lll-

ward her,

“Herbert! Oh! Herbert !

And Mrs. Mansfield, coming into the
hall a moment later, stood still in mute
stonishment to behold Laurette—grave,
tidions Laurette—clasped close in the
arms of a tall, fine-looking man.

«Well ' she exclaimed, at length.

At the sound of her voice Laurette re-
leased herself, and turned an April face, all |
tears and smiles, toward her friend.

“You have heard me speak of Herbert
Lindsay? He has come home at last—at |
last !” and she leaned her head on his arm |
and sobbed outright.

Two hours later Herbert and Laurette

|
sat together in Mrs. Mansfield’s cosy little |
drawing - room. Miss Lyon, looking so
young and pretty in her new-found happi-
ness that in Herbert's eyes she seemed the |
ago, sat in a low |
| chair by the five, with a screen in her hand |
and her face turned toward her lover, |

“And so you were unfortunate the first |

five years ?” she said. i
“Yes, so unfortunate and poor that some- |
times I hardly knew how or when I should |
get my next meal. When things were |
steadily improving with me for rather more
| than a year, I wrote to you, but received
no answer. I waited a few months, and |
then wyote again, with the same result;

“Where is it you want to go to?” he { Then I waited six months, and wrote for

|
{'the third time, and after awhile my own |
]

word ‘Gone’ on it. You may imagine how |
ted I was. I made inquiries re- |

“Right away down at the

—with an air of making a great conces-

5

nd for cabs | Stoke Hill 2 No, miss, £ aiu't asgoipg to
Aake you there, not if you was to give me.
“five-pound note; but I'll tell you what Ell

:apec;i'ng you of all those likely to be ac-
ainted with your movements, but all
am T could leagn was that your father was

A dead and that you had left the neighbor-

= :

| veturned with a physiciap.

bought a house at Stoke Bishop and in-
vited me to spend Christmas with them.
A lonely old bachelor, staying at an hotel,
I was only too glad to accept his invitation:
Arrived at Redland, T found there was no
cab to be had on account of the slippery
state of the roads sgd so left my portman-
teau at the ‘Black Boy,’ intending to ask
my friend to send his gardner for it. And
glad T am that I did so, or I should never
have met with this happy Christmas ad-
venture.” 3

On Christmas morning Herbert Lindsay
found out his friend’s house and explained
the cause of his non-appearance on the
previous evening.

A month later there was a quiet wed-
ding at Stoke Church, and after a few

happy weeks on the Continent Mr. and |
Indue |

Mrs. Lindsay sailed for Australia.
course Herbert showed to his dear wife
with infinite pleasure the comfortable, even
luxurious, home that he had worked so
long and so hard to prepare for her.

R i -

LOST BUT FOUND.

B¥ VIRGINIA K. FAIRFAX,
It was Christmas Eve. Not a genuine
old-fashioned one, when the earth is cov-

| ered with its mantle of snow as soft and

pure as Carrara marble. But the biting
coldness of the sharp winter wind, the hur-
rying crowds of eager shoppers, the stately
evergreens and wreaths of ivy and holly-
berries, and the glad bells chiming out

sweet notes, proclaimed that the oldest holi- |

day, the one beloved by all nations, was
near at hand.

In a small, though comfortable house in
the suburbs of one of our large cities the
preparations, if there were any going on,
were of a very quiet character. No child-
ren were there with merry shouts to echo
through- the warmly lighted rooms or clus-
ter in confidential groups about the large
glowing fire in the open grate.

The cosy drawing-rooms were empty, but
below in the dining-room the clatter of
dishes and the odor of roast turkey pro-
claimed the fact that some one was cooking
dinner, and a good one at that, for some
one else to eat.

Presently from out the depths of the
back kitchen a portly figure comes in sight.
It is that of the good-hearted housekeeper,
Mrs. Duval, of the bachelor estahlishment
of John Porter.

John is late this evening, and good Mrs.
Duval looks somewhat anxious about the
roast turkey being overdone, as she straigh-
tens a knife here and a mat there on the
little round table with its plate for one oc-
cupant.

Pleasant indeed to the ears of the old

lady js the familiar rat-tat-tat of her mas- |

ter, which interrups her thoughts. She
hurries to the door to admit him. She
opens the door quickly, but starts back sur-
prised, for he is not alone.

He says nothing, but pushes past her,
and makes his way into the warm drawing-
room and lays the senseless form of a wo-
man upon the broad lounge.

“Run, get me the whiskey-flask, Mrs.
Duval,” he says, in his brisk, cheery tones.
«T found this poor girl, unconscious, lying
in the street a square off. But I trust we
¢ap soon bring her around.”

Mrs, Truval waits to hear go more, byt
her properties 38 3 purse heing in question,
she is soon back, and goes quickly to work
to restore to consciousness the white, death-
like form before her.

The girl, for she is nothing more, lies
full length on the lounge; her white, listless
hapds lje motionless beside her. Her long
dark hair is pastly unbound. Her deli-
cately penciled eyebrows straight and black,
her long dark lashes falling on the marble-
like cheek betoken heauty, which is inten-

sified a hundred fold as she slowly opens |
her great, dark, sorrowful eyes on the |

kindly conntenance of the housekeeper,

John, who has been watching her slowly |

with a puzzled look on his clear blue eyes

starts as she opens her own luminous |

dark ones. His face becomes pale and
drawn, and for a moment he places his hand
to his temples as if suffering intense pain.
Without a word he leaves the room and
goes slowly into his little den at the hack
of the hoyse,

“So this is the end,” he says slowly to
himself, as he sinks wearily into a great
chair, “This is the girl who I loved better
than life, and who was promised to me,
Poor child,” and his stern voice roftens, for
he has a very tender heart this great,
browned and bearded man. “She has not
had il joy in her married wealth. It is
but six months since I saw her last. She

{was winsome and glad the, pooy little

thing. Thank God I have not seen her
sinee the cruel word came that she had de-
cided to throw me over for the sake of that

neh Calderon. But what am I thinking

of to be sitting here when, perhaps, her |

dear life is in danger. O, how I love her
yet, even though it is wrong.”

° He hastens from the room, and has soon
Mrs. Duval
has put the girl in bed, and says she has a
burning fever.
to see his patient, while John turns aside
wearily and goes into his den.

Two years ago he had met and loved
pretty Violet Marvin.
turned, oy so he fondly imagined, and they
were to have been married the preceding
Fall, but a cruel Jetter came from Violet's
country home, saying that all idea of mar-
rying Violet must be done away with, as
her hand was promised to Mr. Richard
Calderon an aged but wealthy bachelor.
To be sure, the letter was not from Violet
herself, but her father; but enclosed in it
was a short, cold note in Violet's clear cal-
igraphy, saying that she could never marry
him, and not one word of love or tender-
ness for the man she had wronged.

John, almost frantic with grief, had not
waited to hear or read anything of her
coming marriage, but had gone away to try
and fight his battle before meeting again
the object of his love,

This Christmas Eve he returned to the
pretty home he had prepared for his lost
love, to find her, whom he supposed safe,
sheltered and happy, perishing in the cold
- streets. »

What to do was the next question.
should he notify of her presence i
house? Was her husband, Mr. Ca
in town or where? Where were h:
voted ‘parents? Such and_similar sy
the questions that arose in John Por
mind, as he wearily paced the floor

yoom.
Meanwhile the physician had

The doctor goes up stairs |

His love was re- |

BER 22, 1883.

‘and soon his voice inquiring for Mr.
Porter, dréw John out of his seclusion.
“Your guestis a very sick,girl, Mr.
ozter,” were his first words.  Poor John
almost staggered and caught at the balus-
trade for support. “But,” he continued,
“it-is merely overtaxed strength and a
highly sentitive organization that has served
her thus, and 2 good night's rest will do
more for her than all my skill can do,” and
50 saying he went out into' the sharp De-
cember night, leaving John Porter to his
own serrowful thoughts.

“Quiet and rest,” that is what he said,
“and she shall have it for one night if it is
in my power to give it to her. She is as
safe with me as if in her own home, and as
nothing can be done until morning, T must

than its share of sorrow,” mused John.
But rest was long in coming to the tired
and anxious man. His thoughts were ever
with Violet, who was quietly sleeping the
sleep of utter exhaustion in the warm,
pretty room, tenderly watched and cared
for by the kind hearted Mrs. Duaval.

righting themselves, and she had kindness
of heart to nurse and care for the sick girl, |

her kind master.

Christmas morning dawned clear and
cold. A light snow fall had mantled the
streets in a true Christmas garb of spotless
| white, and it glittered and shone on the
trees in the squares and parks like myriad |
diamonds. |

It was-late when Violet opened her eyes,
and with wonder she looked about her.
| Was it only lh;t night that she had almost |
| frozen in the streets, seeking her lost John? |

Weak as she was, she slowly arose and with |
trembling hﬁd:xu on her dress, which |
| lay on-a chair near by with her other attire. |
When she had finished dressing she slowly |
| opened the door. ‘As yet she was not |
| thoroughly awake, but the idea that she |
| must find John on Chyistmas was still in |
| her mind as she slowly descended the stairs. 1
The door of the drawing-room was opened, |
| and @ bright fire sparkled on the hearth.
| Violet who had been thoroughly chilled by
| passing along " the eorridor involuntarily |
| stepped into the room to get warm before
| venturing out into the cold. |
As she advanced into theroom she start- |
| ed and would have fullen, had she not
caught at a chair for support, for there, on
the very sofa where she had been tenderly

| placed the night before, lay John Porter, |
her lover, whom she had i almost perished
in searching for.

Worn out by his night's care he had
| fallen asleep. Onme arm hung listlessly
| down, the other was clasped on his breast,

{ and the lines of care and sorrow were plain-
|1y discernible on his pale face.

Slewly Violet approached and knelt by
| his side. Long and tenderly she looked at
| him, and then stooping over she laid her
! lips against his and tenderly kissed him.

John awoke with a start, and opened his
eyes to meet the dark, half-sorrowful, half- |
happy ones of Violet Marvin. ‘

“Violet, you here ?”" was all he said.

“Yes, John,”/ said Violet, putting out |
two trembling, slender hands.

“But your iusband, dear, where is he?” |
said John, soothingly, thinking that expos- ‘;
ure had brought on delirium. Did he
dresm that Violet had kissed him or was ‘
it really so? j

4] haven't any husband, John,” said
Vielet, still holding out her hands.

“No husband,” said John, woaderingly.
| thinking of how or what had beep the end
i of the wealthy Mr. Caldeyop, |
#“No, John, 1 copld not marry Mr.
| Calderon, even to save papa irom ruin, and
| T refused him at the altar; there was no
{ other way, as I was forced into the mar-
| riage.”

“My poor girl,” is all that John says,
| drawing her down’beside him and placing
{ his arm tenderly about her.
“Yes,” she continues.
| you were coming home this evening, and I
| started out to find you, so that T could he
| hege to welgpme you, for I suppose this is
1 your house; is it not, John ? T was stay-
| ing with Aunt Helen in the city. But I
| lost my way and grew so cold and disheart-
ened until T remembered no more. But
who found me ?”

] did, Violet,” replies John, tightening
his clasp about the girl's slender waist,
“and you shall never more leave me, for we
will be married this day.”

And John kept his word, (Good Mrs.
Duval was somewhat startled but very much

Jeased at the turn things had taken, and
Jiolet's aunt Helen very angry, But on
that fair Christmas day Violet and John
were joined together in that no man |
| can put asunder, and joy and quiet was in
| the home on that eve when the bells ring on
'earth.good—will to men.” .
AR N B
Santa Claus.

The histopy of Santa Olaus—a curlous
| misture of truth and fable—goes far
back into the ancient time. Centuries
ago a child was borne in Asia Minor who
received the name of Nicholas. His par-
| ents were woalthy and of high rank, and de-
siring to express their gratitude to God for
the birth of their son, they resolved to ed-
ucate him for the Christian priesthood.
The child was sober and thoughtful, and
while yet young both his parents died, and
he ipherited their great wealth
sidered the yiches i sacred trust; he fod
the hungry, he clothed the destitute and
| performed all kinds of good deeds as se-
cretly as possible. As a priest he was
greatly beloved ; as a bishop he continued
his benevolence ; after his death the church
canonized him, and he became one of the
greatest of patron saints, being revered as
the helper of the poor, the protector of the
wook, and as the especial patron saint of
little children, who were tanght to believe
that their good gifts came from him.
Saint Nicholas was the name given him
[ by the monks, and this was familiarly
changed to Santa Nic'laus, and finally
| clipped down to Santa *Claus, who is still
| represented as retaining his old habits of
[ secret beneyolepce and coming dowp the
[(:laimm‘.y at nights, laden witﬁ (‘hristmas
| presents for children, A pleasant fietion
{it is to them, under the cover of which
| that charming secreey concerning the donors

of gifts is kept up, though little eyes and
| ears and minds are keen, and Santa Claus
| is usually very well known to them as a
| much more modern personage than old St.
1 Nicholas. But the children enjoy the
| harmless pretense, the mysterious filling of
l stockings and the heavily laden Christmas
| tree.

“I heard that |

|

- -
{  Snow, pure snow, It comes unheralded
{'and silently down without boast. It comes
| to spread a rich mantle of white over the
| dust and refuse of earth. Its glittering
| whiteness brightens all that it touches, and
though it hits everyone, it hurts nobody.
It laughs and springs and sparkles the
more when trodden on, It deadens the

hel of yoises, and is an antidote to earth's
shaos. It is jolly. We like it. Snow,

|
|

1 pure snow.—N. Y. Commercial Advertiser.
s i
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try and rest, for to-morrow will bring more |

He con- | high pressure,

Hoetrn.
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Twas the Night Sefore Christmas.

RY EDGAR FAWCETT.

With sonw ‘n pale volumes by savage winds hurled,

The night efore Christmas has wrapt the wild

| world :

| And now to its noises the little ones hark

| Where the nursery windows look forth on the dark.

i While weirdly against the black blank of the sky

| Those phantoms of snow-cloud pass hurrying by,

1‘ The brains of the children shape form after form
From out the wan vapory whirl of the siorm ;

! Huge lions that ramp ; mighty horses that prance ;
White wallowing whales of prodigions expanse—

Till now they discern a strange figure, whose back,

Is bent by the weight of a ponderous pack,

And streaming in front of him, plainer thar day.

| The beard of Kris Kringle like white ocean spray ?

! Ah, happy young dreamers, dream on as ye will !

| See merry St. Nicholas trudging to fill,

| Through harsh wintry gusts, with benevolent tread,

| The stoekings you hang beside mantle or bed !

| Hug fast your delusion, O soft dimpled arms

‘ And gain while you can its illusory charms !

| Too soon will reality’s hand tear aside

She j The sweet vail of fancy whose filaments kide,
knew John’s sad story, and had recognized | Like the blemish, deep-sunk in the rose’s red youth:
m hlltfﬂle ‘had Wt faith in t'hinms | That stern disappointment, life’s actual truth—

- 2

| And yet, darling zealots, content in your creed,
How blest were your fate through the future, in
deed,

even though she had blighted the life of | Ifeach disenchantment on carth left behind

| Buch a precious result as awakening to find
| That in place of your Santa Clans, wrought from a
) cloud,
; Was the lovethat engirds you, fond, vigilant, proud—
Love eager to bring, ere the morrow shall rise,
New wirth to your laughter, new light to your eyes!
- - -

THE CHILDREN’S WEEK.

BY JOHN BANVARD.

Don't be alarmed at all the noise

You hear from langhing girls and boys:
From Christmas until New Year's day
Let children have their fullest sway:
Let them yomp, and let them run,

Do anything to have some fun.

Let them healthy pleasures seek,

Of all the year 'tis children week

Let them halloo, let them call,

And scamper up and down the hall;
Let them blow their whistles shrill,
And toot their trumpets when they will.
And let them run the parlors o’er,
Spread all their play things on the floor;
Be, parents, to their failings meek,

Of all the year, "tis children's week.

Yes, parents, mingle in their joys—
Return again to girls and boys,
Leave, fathers, business cares hehind,
Enjoyment in the family find,

Forget the cares of business strife,
With mother join the children’s life,
And with your darlings pleasure soek;
Of all the year, 'tis children’s week.

®ur Glio.

A Word About Christmas.

BY SUSAN ANNA

BROWN.

When what was designed to be a pleas-
ure becomes a burden, it is time to stop
and examine it carefully, and see if it is
the thing itself which has grown to be such
a weight, or whether it is simply an awk-
ward manner of carrying it. Certainly
there must be something wrong in any cel-
ebration of Christmas which results in
gerious fatigue of mind and body. During
the first three months of the year nothing
is more commonly given as a reason for ill
health than an overstrain during the holi-
days. “She got so worn out at Christ-
mas,” or “She worked too hard in finishing
her Christmas presents,” or “The week
before Christmas she was tived out with
shopping,” are excuses which appear as
surely as January and February come.
The question must occur sometimes to
every one, whether all this worry and wear
of heart and hand and brain are really
worth while. Is there not some better
way of celebrating this day of days than
for women to wear themselves out in mak-
ing or buying pretty trifles for people who
already have more than they can find room
for ? ~Setting aside all efforts of eyes and
fingers, the mental styaip is inteuse,  Meve-
ly to devise presents for a dozen or more
peaple, which must be appropriate and ac-
ceptable, and which they do mot already

possess, and which no one else is ‘ cely to
hit upon, is enough to wear up
strongest brain ; and when one’s meass are
not unlimited, and the question of ecortomy
must come in, the matter is still more ¢om-
plicated. The agony of indecision, the
weighing of yival meyits in this and that,
the distress when the article which is final-
ly decided upon does not seem as fascinat-
ing as one had hoped, the endless round of
shopping, the packing to send to distant
friends, the frantic effort to finish at the
last moment something which ought to
have been done long ago, result in a relapse
when all is over into a complete weariness
of mind and body which unfits one for
either giving or receiving pleasure, Now,
when all that is laaked at soberly, does it
Fay ? Tt is a remarkable fact that, although
‘hristmas has been kept on the twenty-fifth
day of December for more than a thousand
years, its arrival seems as unexpected as if
it had been appointed by the president.
No one is ready for it, although last year
every one resolved to be so, and about the
middle of December there begins a rush
and a hurry which is really more wearing
than Spring moving. It seems to be g payt
of the fierce activity of our timeand country
| that even our pleasures must be enjoyed at
While it is almost impos-
sible, in matters of business, to act upon
the kindly suggestions of intelligent critics
that we shouid take things more leisurely,
surely, in matters of enjoyment, we might
make an effort to be over-worked.
Cannot the keeping of Christmas, for ex
| ample, be made to consist in other things
than gifts ? Let the giving be for children
and those to whom our gifts are real neces-
sities.  As a people, we are very negligent
in matter of keeping birthdays. If these
| festivals were made more of in the family,
especially among the elder members, we
should not find that we were losing the
blessedness of giving and the happiness
of receiving, even if we did not owit
presents at Christmas time.  In many large
families a mutual understanding that the
Christmas gifts were all to be for the
children would be an immense relief, al-
| though, perhaps, no one would be quite
| willing to acknowledge it.

Sometimes a large circle of brothers and
sisters can unite in a gift, in that way mak-
ing it possible to give something of more
value, and at the same time to lessen the

ifficult task of selection. Aboveall things,
if you give presents, be more anxious to
give something which “supplies a waut'
than to sepd sqme pretty trifle which can
only prove in the end an additional care,
| A little forethought and friendly putting
of yourself in another's place will make this
| possible. In the great world of books
| something can be found to suit every taste.

less

| Flowers are always a graceful gift, and can

never become bu ne by l,,iui,‘qg aftey
one has grow tiq i thetp. There are
| numberless otﬂler&h I;'éﬂ \ﬁch can be pro-
| cured, without a wear and tear of mind
and body which make the recipient feel as
David did of the water from the well of
| Bethlehem, that what cost so much waa too
i valuable to he MK#PM‘—A Fhe Century.

Charity gives itself riches, but covetous-
ness hoards d itself poor.
&

| The happiest holiday of the year is near
{at hand, Christmas Day, when old and
| young, rich and poor are brought ~nearer
| together than any other season of the year.
How cheerful and pretty even the  poorest
room looks if decked with evergreen and
holly, with clusters of the vivid red berry
ing out from among the green! What
| an terest the little ones take in the Christ-
| mas decorations, and how sad- they feel
{ when other homes make more preparation
| for the festival than their ow
Every family should make “Christmaz
| cheer” in the home. Evergreen rope, a
| few wreaths of holly leaves with the berries,
| will make pretty decorations, Those of
| our readers who live in the country have a
large variety to chose from;but our city
| friends must take what they can pur-
chase.
The most important feature of Christmas
decorations is the Christmas tree, and not
| a family in the land should be without
|one. 1If you have not_children of your
own, trim your tree and invite a few poor
little children to enjoy it. Almost any

| bright ornament can be put on the tree

and will show to good advantage. Long
strings of pop-corn, both pink and white,
should drape the tree, and little wax can-
dles be placed on every twig. Wax and
tin balls of different colors look well,
the tree should be made firm, and a bucket
of water kept in readiness when the can-
dles are lighted.

A very pretty breakfast-table decoration,
would be to have the words “Merry Christ-
mas” on the table-cloth in evergreens, and
to place the dishes all ahout it. Where the
tahle is not large enough for this, the words
could be placed over the mantel. The
way to make letters of evergreens, is as
follows: C(lut them out of stiff cardboard,
taking care to have them all the same size;
then sew on the evergreen with strong
black cotton and fasten to the wall with
long carpet tacks.

A little bunch of holly leaves and berries
should be placed by the side of each plate,
and wreaths of the same should be placed
in the centre of every window. To make the
wreaths, take a piece of wire and twist into
a circle—an old hoop-skirt wire will
do very nicely—then cover with holly leaves
ar evergyeeus.

The parlor and hall decoyations should be
more elaborate than elsewhere in the house.
Under each picture should be placed an
anchor, crown, or cross of evergreen, and
the frames should be twined with evergreen
rope. Vases of holly and other Christmas
greens should be placed on the mantels and
about the room. In the hall the word

“welcome,” and on the wall, “Peace on |

Earth and Good-Will to Men” wou
make appropriate decoration. The balus-
trade should be twined in the evergreen,
and a bit of mistletoe depend from the
chandelier.

Open fires should be built for Christmas
if no other time of the yeaw, and the chil-
dren should be permitted to roast apples and
puts to their hearts’ content.

Last Christmas a lady decorated her
baby's crib with holly leaves and berries,
and the effect was very pretty; and
in the evening the whole family wore bou-
tonnieres of the same.

Origin of the “Te Deum.”

From Frank Leslie's Sunday Magazine.
When Auagustine, he who was afterward
Hishop of Hippo, and who is known alike
among Protestants and Catholics as St. Aun-
gustine, was in the Baptisry of Milan, in
the year 336, and Ambrose, Bishop of
Milan, was pouring over him the purifying
water in the name of the Father, the Son
and the Holy Ghost, Ambrose. in his great
joy over the conversion of such a notable
sinner as was Augustine, broke forth into
the jubilant cry—
“We praise Thee, 0 God!"
Whereupon Augustipe yeplied—
| “We acknowledge Thee to be the Lord."’
| And so the grand hymn to the Trinity
{ which we now call the “Te Deum” was an-
tiphonally extemporized by these two.
Such is the beautiful tradition of the
origin of the “Te Deum;” but, alas! it is
based upon a very slight foundation. The
authorities which get forth this view of the
authorship have been impeached, and the
styonger opinion is that the “Te Deum”
antedates Ambrose and Augustine. There
is a Greek morning hymn in the Alexan-
drine MS. of the Bible. This morning
hymn is made up of parts of the “Te Deum”
and the “Gloria in Excelsis,” and is still in
daily use in the Greek Church. St. Cyp-
rian, in his treatise “On the Mortality,”
etc., then (A. D. 352) afflicting Carthage,
refers to quotations strtkingly familiar to the
language of the “Te Deum.” Blunt, in his
“Annotated Prayer Book,” concludes that
it represents the ancient Greek morning
hymn in the Alexandrine manuscript, and
that in its present form it is a composition
of the fourth or fifth century; while Dr.
Hersh, in his “Church Dictionary,” gives
it a Gallican origin. Tt has been variously
assigned to Abondius, Nicetrius, the Bish-
op of Triers, Hilary of Poictiers and Hilary
of Arles. But whether its composition he
assigned tg Ambrose and Augustine, or to
any of the foregoing, or whether it be
founded on the Greek morning hymn, or
whether its origin, be Anti-Nicene or Post-
Nicene, it accords exactly with the Niceo-
('onstantinopolitan creed. The same spirit
is breathed forth from both, and the “Te
Deum” is as traly a hymn to the Holy
Trinity as the creed is a dogmatic state-
ment of belief in that same Prinity.
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To Save THE HANDS FROM CHAPPING.
—Soapsuds will not chap or injure the hands
even if kept a long time in it, if on taking
them from the suds, they are thoroughly
sponged, or dipped in lemon, juice or vine-
gar. The acid destroys the corrosive affocs
of the alkali and makes the hands soft and
white. Indian meal and lemon juice used
when waghing the hands, when, roughed
with cold or hard work, will heal and
soften them. Vinegar will answer if lem-
ons are not easily obtained. Rub the hands
in this, then wash thoroughly, and if you
have it, after drying. rub on a few drops of
glycerine. Those who suffer from chapped
hands in the winter will find this comfort-
ing, and will make sewing much easier.

>

The rubber rinzs used to assist in keep-

ing the air from canned fruits sometimes
| become so dry and brittle as to be almost
| useless. They can be restored' to a nor-
1 mal condition, usually, by letting them
{ lie in water in which you have put a little
| ammonia. Sometimes they do not need
| to lie in this more than five minutes, but
frequently a half hour is needed tg yestore
their elasticity.

-~
A Bia Fiepp.—Congressman Lanham’s
district, in Texas, is composed of eighty-sev-
en counties, some of them which ave as
large as Massachusetts. Just think of a
{ man stumping a territory large enough to
| make eighty-seven ~ordinary States like
Rhode Island and Delaware for Congress!
It is quite enough to appall the heart of any
jone buta Texan.
\

| The man who stands by himself, the
universe stands by him also.

-
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| Christmas Decorations.

'¢ Pof
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The Great Cantilever Bridge Over
“the Niagara River,
—_— -

This double track railroad bri
the old railroad suspension bridge, span:

bluffs, and over 200 feet deep. :

As the foaming rapids at this point ren=
dered it impossible to build piers in the
river. or erect temporary supports, it was
necessary to design a structure which
could be erected without such false work ;
to attain this end.a bridge of the cantilever
i[ypu was adopted, which would be self-
| supporting during erection. The principle
| of the cantilever is that of a beam sup-
ported at or near its centre, with arms ex-
tending both ways, one arm being held
down by an anchorage or counterweight,
so that the load on the overhanging arm
produces an uplifting force in the opposite
end which is resisted by the counterweight.
The designs of this structure were worked
out jointly by C. C. Schneider, chief engi-
neer in charge of the work, and Edmund
| Hayes, engineer of the Central Bridge
{ Works. ?
| The structure consists of two immense
" steel towers, 132 feet 64 inches high, resti
{ on stone piers 39 feet high. Each of these
| towers supportsa cantilever 395 feet 2 5-16

inches long. One end of each tower rests
| upon an abutment at the edge of the bluff,
| while the other end extends out over the
river. The shore ends of the cantilevers
are anchored to the abutment masonry or
| anchorage piers, and both river arms are
i connected by an intermediate span of 120
| feet, which is suspended from the extreme
ends of the river arms. The total length
of the bridge proper is 910 feet 4% inches
between the centres of theanchorage piers:
the clear span between towers being 470
feet. The height from surface of water to
base of rail is 239 feet.

The towers are braced steel structures,
| containing four columns each, which are
made up of plates and angles riveted to-
gether, braced with horizontal struts and
tic rods. The batter of the columns at
right angles to the centre line of the bridge
|is 1 in 8, and parallel to the centre line 1
in 24.

The trusses are two in number, 28 feet
apart between centres; the various mem-
bers being connected with steel pins 7!
inches, 6% inches, and 5% inches in diame-
ter, turned accurately so as to fit the bored
pin holes within 1-64 of an inch. The
depth of the cantilever trusses over the
towers is 56 feet, and at the shore ends 21
feet, and at the river ends 26 feet. The
lower chords and centre posts are made of

lates and angles riveted together and

latticed, the intermediate posts being of
12 by 15-inch channels, latticed. The upper

| chords of the cantilevers are S-inch eye
bars, the shore arm having a compression
member 18 inches deep, composed of plates
and angles packed between the chord bars.
The shore ends of the cantilevers are at-

ning a chasm 870 feet wide between the

tached to short links, oscillating on pins &5

| anchored to the abutment masonry, whieli
| serve as anchorages and also as rockers to
{ allow for expansion and contraction of thé
| shore arms produced by changes of tem-
perature. Expansion joints are also pro-
vided for at the connection of the inters
mediate span with the river ends of _the
two cantilevers.
The material used in the superstructure
is steel and wrought iren. Towers ahd
| heavy compression members, such as lower
chords and centre posts, are of steel, as are
all pins. All temsion members are of
double refined wrought iron. The only
use made of cast iron is in the pedest,a]sm'x
| the masonry and in filling ring
ings at the top of the towers are
All materials were carefully inspected at
the mills, and none was allowed to go into
| the structure without being properly tested
and found to possess the strength, elasti-
city, ete,, called for by the specifications.—
Scientific American.
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Concerning Housekeepers.

There is an old saying that poéts are
born, not made, and we belive the same is
true of housekeepers. Some women fit into
the position perfectly. They assuni¢ the

| directorship of the household so quietly,

and rule it so easily that we quite forget
the labor in the results, or perhaps imagine
there is no labor at all. We all look on
admiringly when we get a glimpse of such
a hounsehold, or of such a residing genius,
and wonder why we eannot do as well. For
we are not all horn housekeepers, and to
| some of us the post brings care, vexation,
| and weariness of soul and body. But let
i us console ourselves if we fail, or correet
our pride if we succeed, by remembering
that to be a perfect Lousekeeper demands
nearly all the known virtues and qualities,
| One must be wise, dignified, prudent, firm,
| methodical, skillful and gentle; possessing:
| also tact, courage in emergencies, inventive
faculty and teachableness!| There! if that
is not enough to make a perfect woman;
what more would you have. Yet there
are many women among us who are scaree-
| ly known outside of the family circle, who
[ have never written a line or painted a pie-
| ture, who have never been directors of a
hospital or managers of a charity, but who
are entitled to claim all the just mentioned
attributes for their own. And they go on
quietly from day to day, never knowing
their worth, content with scant praise ox
none at all, well satisfied if only they can
haymonize their cares and duties, and thus
| avoid friction! These are domestic hero-
ines, whose prai should be sung appre~
priately. Their less gifted sisters should
crown them with garlands, while they sik
at their feet and strive to learn something
of their ways. And their husbands and
| children should count themselves especially
| blessed that the guiding spirits of their
homes are so near pvr!vvtiun.——(_’hr:’sn'uw
i i/.&‘l‘lvt:t/(m,'t,.
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N1TRO-G LYCERINE.—Nitro-glycexine
made by adding, drop by drop, nitric acid
of a certain specific gravity to glycerine

{ immersed in a fr ¢ mixture. Am
amount of sulphuric acid is then added to
the mixture, it being still kept at a very low
temperature. The oily nitro.glycerine that
floats on the top of the acid liquid is then
taken off, and is rveady for use. Giant
powder or dymamite is made by mixing
nitro-glycerine with infusorial porus earth.
(tun cotton is made by steeping cotton fiber

for forty-eight hours in a mixture of one

part of sulphuric acid with three of nitric
acid. It is then washed in rusping water
and dried.
N e

Scarcely more than 50 per cent. of the

| population of Chicago was born in the
Tnited States. Not less than 94,000 of

the present inhabitants of that city have
poured in from the various States of the
German empire. The Bohemians number
12.000; the Canadians, 15,000; Danes, 3.-
100; French, nearly 2,000; Irish, nearly
50,000; Hollanders, nearly 3,300; Italians,
| 1,400; Norwegians, 5,700; Swedes, 16,000;
Poles, 5,700; and Swiss, 2,000, with a

l sprinkling of Russians, Hungarians, Span-

| iards, P%E‘ese, and men of almostevery
| other m ‘nationality under the sun.

; g 1
¥ o be happy is nof to possess mueh, but
to hope and to lové much, b s
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