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& LANDED, my travel-
ing companion and I, just
as the Christmas holidays
were approaching, at the
dirty little port of Sisal,
and after following a half
anked fellow driving two bullocks attached
to a truck cart loaded Wwith rawhides about
half a mile, at last found ourselves in th>
“‘Meson de San Ignacio.” It was a dirty
hovel,” built of the unburnt brick or
“‘adobes” of that country, and used for
every purpose pertaining to the occupation
of mine host in that civilized land. It had
but one room, long, narrow and withont
light except from the door, and in one cor-
ner was built a little fire, where a short fat
woman in white chemise and red flannel
petticoat was making tortillas, while we
were shown to the other end and told to
make ourselves at home on a long bench
covered with sheepskins. :

The major domo tumbled two of the raw
hides down at our feet, and with many
carrachos tramped the wrinkles out to
make them lic flat and then piled the rest
of them in the middle of the room. Coffee,
tortillas and dried mutton furnished our
repast, and soon afterward we wrapped our
“serapes’” around us and betook ourselves
to the sheepskins, having previously made
arrangements for seats in the diligencia for
Merida on the following day.

About daybreak we were roused by a tre-
mendous lumbering at the door, and after
& volley of quaint Spanish curses addressed
to several mules, each of which he ad-
dressed by the name of some saint, a little
parchment faced fellow,with jingling spurs,
a broad sombrero, a thick blanket and a
heavy whip, made his appearance, calling
for his breakfast, ’

By this time O'Farrell, my companion,
was dressed and out to inspect our convey-
ance,

**Como se llama esta, senor?”’ he asked of
the major domo in Spanish, which, as he
said, wus reasonable, considering.

*E¥ diligencia, senor,” replied the host,
touching+his sombrero.

“Is that the Spanish for cart?”’ said Jer-
Ty, turning to me.

“In this case, certainly,” I replied,
“though not usually, I believe.”

Further comments were prevented by an
imposing stmmons from our host, and in
10 minutes we had disposed of a reasonable
quantity of the goat’s flesh and tortillas,
washed it down with some strong coffee
and returned to the street, where by this
time were assembled several senores, with
their blankets covering half their faces and
their sombreros the other half, gravely in-
specting wht Jerry irreverently insinua
ed should be called a cart.

*‘Tres reales, senor,” said the don to my
question for his bill, and he received the
money with a lofty bow, which no doubt
was meant to impress upon us the height
from which he condescended to accommo-
date us at all.

*Cheap enough,” said I, handing him the
money.

“And dear enough, too,” said Jerry,
jumping into the ‘‘cart.”

“Ista, mulas! Santa Maria! Santa
Catharina! Santa Ursula!” ete., screamed
the little courier. The crowd of senors
gravely raised their hats, the major domo
bowed like a hidalgo and we were off. 1

looked back and saw the crowd close eager- |

ly rotitd “mine host” to inquire about the
strangers, and the noble keepér of the
“meson’’ drew himself proudly up to give
an account of his “‘illustrious guests.” A
turn in the road hid them from view, and
we were trotting merrily upon the road to
Merida.

Our journey to the capital afforded no
incident worthy of narration, unless indeed
two “‘breakdowns’’ and Antonio’s dexterity
in patching ap be deemed so, and about
half an hour atter sunset we drove into the
deserted streets of ‘“‘the city.” All our
friend Antonio’s **'Ista, mulas,” and ‘‘San-
tas’” were not suflicient to raise a trot,
and in a “‘most musical, most melancholy”
walk we creaked through the wide oak
door of the ‘“Meson Santiago,” or “‘St.
James hotel.” Mother Pepa, whose lati-
tude and longitude differed but little in
degree, stood in the paved court, and with
.aany ahortive courtesies reccived the
Rguests, who in this country are always
“illustrious.” .

Jerry took her hand and saluted her fat
cheek, telling her he was “devilish glad to
see her,” and I followed the cordial pair
into the best room, where a table was al-
ready set with red beans, goat's flesh, tor-
tillas and coffee. Jerry stopped at the door
and held ashort colloquy with the ‘‘madre,”
while I listened to the music—the ‘‘diligen-
cia” and the ‘‘carrachos’” being stilled at
last—I was enabled to hear from an upper
room on the other side of the court.

“Why, Jerry#’ said I as he entered, sen'!
ing the old abbess off in a quick tvadd..
“you seem to know where you are.”

“Know where I am? Certainly I do!” he
exclaimed. ‘‘I’ve been here before—spent
two months here once. And, by the by,
we're just in town. Don’t you hear the
musie?”

*Yes, but I'd know we were in town
without that,” I answered.

“Not so deep in town, though,” he re-
joined, “‘for there is a‘fandango’ up there,
my boy. See,” he continued, slapping me
on the back, ‘‘see what a thing it is to trav-
el in good company. Wehave the entree
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“Good!” I exclaimed, entering into the
spirit of the thing, for pleasure was what
we were after.

“Or,” said Jerry, “as they say here, ‘Mu-
cho bueno.’ Speak Spanish, my boy, or
you will never get along here, for d— the
word do any of these people know of Eng-
lish.”

“Well, well, don’t swear, Jerry! I’ll rub
up my Spanish.” !

‘“Yes, and be a little more Irish and a I
tle less nice,” he rejoined. “‘That’s quite
necessary as Spanish.”

Jexrry was an Irishman himself by blo
as his name indicates. So my readers v
excuse him. At any rate, I did, forin |
than half an hour his energetic, thou
somewhat equivocal, Spanish had given
the entree into the room where was assen
bled the elite of the city of Merida.

*‘Here, Tom,” said he, dragging me across
the room; “come this way, my boy, and let
me introduce you.”

‘They were dancing some cross between
a cotillon and a reel, as Jerry said, and as
'we made our way round the figurs we
passed a group standing in one of the win-
idows, which were all embayed and grated
with iron, but contained no glass. A young

man with'a grofucion -of gold ceins on
the outside seam of his slashed pantaloons
and a very heavy ring on his forefinger step-
ped out and was extremely glad to see
Jerry, rhaking bim by the hand and seem-
ing inclined even to embrace him. Jearry
was glad to sec ‘him also ard introduced
me with & good deal of impressiveness. “Don
Benito iﬁxﬁth!‘d:;" he ealled bim an(}
treated . th far more respect than

shought his sinister look warranted.
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“Onde esta Carlotta?” Jerry asked. And
aslight frown centracted the don’s face,
but Jerry hurried on, inquiring for his fa-
ther, Don Francisco, and his mother, Donna
Julia, in bis rapid Irish way, bardly giving
him time to answer.

“Thank you many times,” said Benito;
“they are all well,”

Jerry went on inquiring further, hut his
questions were all answered coldly though
politely. It seemed to me that the subject
was unpleasant, and I pulled Jerry's arm.
We passed on,

“The mannerless churl,” Jerry exclaimed,
“not to invite us to his father’s house; the
finest place and the prettiest girl in Me-
rida! T have no patiencs with him!”

‘We stopped before a refreshment table,
behind which sat an old fat woman, serv-
ing the guosts with wines, liquors, nuts,
cakes, cigaritas or coffee, ns suited their
various tastes, and recciving the reals
which each paid for his entertainment.
This was the only ball bill to pay.

the table, if she desired refreshment, drank
something himself or took a cigarita, and
paid his money. “Those who danced paid

for those who did not dance had nothing to
pay unloss they chose, We took a glass of
the wine of the country—a white wine,
made from a small, yellow grape—and were
leaving the tabie when Jerry vurne: -

fan.

“By Jove, Tom, here she is now! X~
claimed, and seized the small, thin ite
hand of a very beautiful girl wl . had
called his attention. She smiled very sweet-
ly, and her large black cyes seemed to
smile even more than her small, white
teeth. O'Farrell lowered his voice and
moderated.the boisteronsness of his man-
ner, for, like all Irishmen, he was constitu-
tionally a gentleman,

“When did you come to Merida again?”

she asked in those sweet, liguid tones which
| only a southern beauty is mistress of,
“Only to night: not an hour ago,” said
! O'Farrell. ‘‘But we are going to stay as
| long as you will let us.”

“Wel” she exclaimed, looking steadily at
me, ‘‘We!” \

“My young friend and traveling compan-
ion, Tom Conover,” said Jerry, dragging

the prettiest girl in Merida,” he added in a
whisper, which of course she heard, as he
intended. She gave me her hand in the
most artle:s manner possible. I took it
and pressed it warmly. .

“I hope his visit to our city will be pleas-
ant,” said she,

“If I meet you often, it certainly will,”

for then but 18 summers had rolled over
my head.

“Oh, that you shall do certainly,” she
said, and in five minutes more we had joined
the waltzers and were whirling around the
long room in the graceful gyrdtions of that
giddy dance,

This lasted a long time, until I was dizzy,
and then we went toa window. Opening
the grating, we found ourselves upon a bal-
cony without, where the moon was shining
down calm and still, and the city lay be-
neath us as quiet as the “‘City of the Dead.”
We walked away from the window till the
hum and bustle of the fandango were hard-
ly audible, and the liguid notes of a flageo-
let came up in the quict street from an
orange grove, through which was visible a
little stream, shining in the moonlight
among the dark green foliage like a silver
thread.

We listened a long time and talked in
subdued tones, like two romantic children
as we were. And she showed me her un-
| cle’s residence, dimly visible in the moon-
| light across the tops of the low, flat roofed
houses. 'Thegardens around it were full of

me nearer, ‘‘La Senora Carlotta de la Torre, |

{ bad no crevices.

| large stone house.
Finch |
cavalier, after dancing, took his partuer to | v K
| beckoning me to follow him in,

the bill,” including musie, too, I suppose, !

denly to the right, having been tapp: Yy Q& |

from each side to the center, and sidewalks
were never dreamed of by that simple peo-
ple. Here and there a little path ran along
the uneven ground under the walls to avoid
the pools of water in the rainy season.
These I followed from habit more than
necessity, tor the stre t was dry and clean.
But walking in the middle of a street nev-
er did look right—to me. I was not cer-
tain of the place Carlotta had pointed out (a

| A crowd of women came rustling in.

place looks so differently by day to what it |

does at night), but I paused and walked
more slowly when 1 supposed I had come
to it. .

A high wall ran along the street for a
long distance, and over it were visible the

tops of orange and fig trees. A narrow door |

{how I longed to stup and look through its
crevices!) pierced it about the middle, and

near the corner was a smaller door, which |

I passed on and looked
down the cross street, upon which stood a
This [ was sure was the
house, and I was about to turn down, when
the little door opened and a bhoy ran out,
I did so
without a moment’s hesitation, and he
locked the door stealthily and took out the
key.

“This way, senor,” said he, and started
at a quick pace down one of theshell walks
which traversed the garden in every divec-
tion. He hurried me so fast and I was so
agitated that I had hardly time to notice
the beanties of one of the most charming
retreats I ever beheld. The grounds were
not extensive, containing perhaps not more
than three acres, but within that small

! space were crowded charms which would

have beautified ten times the extent,

Over all this secene of enchantment hung
a veil of repose, and the air was as still as
we see it on a summer day in the country.
The silence was broken only by the hum-
ming of bees and the murmuring of the
streamlets as they laved the vines which
hung in the ripples, swinging lazily up and
down. When I placed my foot upon a flat
stone, which led across onc of these, I heard
the echo come back from the wall, and the
boy held up his finger to enjoin ecaution.

I followed him in silence almost to the
end of the garden, when, crossing a stream
and turning suddenly to the left, Le pointed

. me to a rustic summer honse and turned

said I boldly; at least I thought it boldly, |

back. Two vines were so bent as to
form an opening, and a mass of matted
vines hung swinging over it for a shutter.

I drew this aside and found myself inthe
presence of Carlptta.

She sat half reclining in 2 hammock of
silk cord, swung across from tree to tree,
and was dressed in the usual afternoon
costume of the country; a loose flowing
robe of white muslin, not confined at the
waist, but leit loose alternately to hide and
disclose the sweeping contour of her form.
Her hair was arranged in heavy madonna
plaits, only confined at the end and failing
loosely over her spotless neck, She wore

tered one of them had fallen off and was
lying on the ground, and the foot tgom
which it had fallen was hanging coquet-
tishly over the cord of the hammock, and

alas! covered by no stocking. She had |

large, swimming black eyes, a small, pout-
ing mouth, red lips and a clear though
somewhat brunette complexion.

“Bueuos tardi, senor,” she said, at the

| same time throwing a fold of her robe over

| seating mysclf.

trees, whose tropical folinge looked like a |

! deep shade upon an exquisite picture. She
| told me she lived with her uncle, and in-
| vited me to come there often, and of course
i I promised todo so, and then dimly con-
| scious perhaps that she was ‘“‘getting

| that I-wasa friend of Senor O'TFarrell, and
| therefore her friend.
But when J questioned her about her ac-

along’ very fast, she apologized by saying |

quaintance with him she only said she had |

known him the year before and proposed
| to return to the dancing room.

SHR INVITED ME TO COME THERE OFTEN,
tuls and la cachucha, and then she essayed
to teach me the bolero and laughed sweet- |

ly when I failed in the steps. At last I no-
ticed Benito scowling at her in reproach
and became suddenly conseioas that I had
been with her nearly four hours.

“Come, Tom " said O’[arrell, ‘*‘we must
go. Yon have had a good time, I hope, with
Carlotta?”

We both

blushed—neither knew why.

4 But Jerry and Benito both suspected why,

for while the former pulled at me the lat-
ter came abruptly upto Carlotta and drew
her arm within his. She turned her head
and gazed at me as we left, with a long,
sweet, inviting look, as if she regretted to
be parted and wished to mcet again, as I
believe she did and am certain [ did.

“You're young and green,” suid Jerry
when we reached our room. ‘‘T'he first thing
you know that fellow will be hiring some
| one to assassinate you, as hé served me last
year, the puppy! Carlottais his cousin and
lives with his father. Her parents are dead,
and she was afflanced in infancy, according
to the custom of the country. So, you see,
she is just as gocd as Benito’s wife.”

“Better, I think,” said I. But Jerry
turned over and was asleep hefore I could
ask him more. 1 followed his example,
and of coarss dreamed of a light fairy form
with white teeth and black eyes.

CHAPTER I

Love sought is good, but given unsought is
better.—Twelfth Night.

We were employed on the following day
until afternoon in gettling ourselves in onr
new quarters and making arrangements
for a month’s sojourn, After dinner I sal-
lied forth into the town, and, as might have
been expected, took my way first down the
street upon which Carlotta lived. It was
the hour of the siesta, a luxury in which
all indulge in this lauxurious climatc, and

the streets were entively deserted. £ilonce
reigned unquestioned, and one might i1 7e
supposed that not a living thing was @@ e
found in all this desert, I conld hLer e
echo of my footsteps against the . .l
as I passed, and involuatarily I endeaveicu

to walk more lightly.
The streets were like enormous ditches,
bordered on each side by walls of sun dried

brick, and algnost filled up. They sloped

e

Return we |
| did and danced another figure, la taran- |

| she was pleased.
I should press my lips to hers unresisted. 1
| was just about to doso, when a noise be

her blue veined foot, not, however, until it
was plain that she wished me to see it first.

see by this time that I was deeply in love),
and she was unwilling to forestall my dec-
laration. On that night I went to the

Church of the Incarnacion to hear mass at |

midnight.

With a light Spanish mantle thrown
over my shoulders, I stood among the
kneeling throng, I confess not overdevout.
As
they passed me I felb my mantle slightly
pulled, and on turning saw the bright eyes
of Carlott:. hent on m= for a moment and
then withdrawn.

*“Agua, madre,” shé whispered to her
aunt, whom she called mother, and they
both knelt very near me. I stepped lightly
around them and seated myself on a kind
of dais which ran along the side of the
church, very near to Carlotta, I had not
been there more than five minutes when
she looked up with one of those long, fur-

tive looks which are so charming froma |

dark, liquid eye.

to see a small note pinned to the corner,of
her mantilla, and to that she directed me
by a glance.

threw the mantilla close to me. Covering

WITH A WILD SCREAM SHE SPRANG FROM
MY ARMS AND FELL TO THE GROUND.

ings were only a few steps off, o hurrying
over I opened the note. It ran thus:

My mother, father and Benito will be in the
procession tgmorrow at 3 p. m. I shall have a
headache, hat I cannot go, but will be at
home. Santiago will bring you the key.

CARLOTTA.

I went back, caught her eye resting in-

quiringly on me, and slightly nodding as a

“ token that I would be there retired from
small red moroccoslippers, but when I en- |

the place.

When I got back to my lodgings, I
searched for the note for the purpose of de-
stroying it or reading it again perhaps, but
it was nowhere to be found. I hastened
back to the church, supposing I might have

| dropped it there, but Icould see nothing

“‘Sentarse, senor,” she continued, draw- |
ing up hir feet and pointing to the end of !

the- hammock, where [ was not long in
Reaching over the side of
the hammock, she took up a small maquey
basket filled with oranges, figs and grapes
and presented it to me with one of those

smiles which only a scuthern coquette !

krnows how to use, I took an orange, and
we begaun to talk.

“How long will you be in Merida?”’ she
asked. .

*As long as I can enjoy myself,” Lre-
plied, “‘and that promises a long visit,”

She turned those large eyes upon me
searchingly and asked:

“*Is there anything in Merida to interest.

yon?"”

“Oh, much!” I exclaimed; ‘‘more, much
more than I had imagined.”

“Until when?” she inquired quickly, still
gazing at me.

“Until last night,” I replied, returning
the look with interest.

“At the fandango?’’ she pursued.

“Yes; and on the balcony, in the moon-
light,” I answered.

She turned the conversation most abrupt-
ly, but in such a manner as to let me see
that it cost her an effort. We talked for an
hour of indifferent things, she always turn-
ing away from personal topics as soon as
we had approached them nearly enough to
feel that we were upon uncertain ground.
I was too near her. Her glances and tones
were too ardent for this to last long. I was
young, impulsive, giddy headed and full
hearted. I threw my arm around her
waist and poured out, I fear, a very inco-
herent medley of English, French and
Spanish. She hid her face, blushing and
trembling, but as [ proceeded she timidly
raised her eyes and listened guietly, mak-
ing no effort to escapé my arn.

Indeed 1 could see plainly enough that
I knew that in a minute

bind like the jumping of a heavy man
from the top of the wall made me start

i and spring to the ground. Before 1 could

reach the door, however, the vines were
jerked aside, and O’ Farrell strode hastily in.

“Tom, my boy!’ he c¢xclaimed without
noticing Carlotta, ‘‘you must come away
from here, quick. I haven’t even time to
tell you why till we get into the street.
Come,” he centinued, dragging me alinost
off my feet,' this way over the wall. Quick!”

Scareely knowing what I wus about, 1
leaped down into the street, Jerry fol-
lowed, and seizing my arm he hurried me
away down a small narrow street and by
a circuitous route to the meson,

“You ave young and imprudent!” he ex-,
claimed almost breathicss, as we at last
slackened our pace. I wouldn’t have you
killed for all old De la Torre's wealth,”

“Killed!” said 1. **What do you mean?”’

“Mean! Why, I meau if you had staid
there 15 minutes longer you would have
been a dead man! 1 saw the skulking ras-
eal Benito talking to the same cutthroat
he hired last year to shoot at me. I man-
aged to listen, anfl you can guess what 1
heard frora what 1 did. You must be
more careful. You are young and ‘green.”

He was right, I was green.

CHAPTER III. ‘

Time rolled on very pleasantly. 'ﬂne
scenes were all new, and I was at precisely
the age when our enjoyment is keenest.
Jerry was pursuing his own schemes of
pleasure in his wild way, and I was left
almost alone to find what enjoyment I
might. Several times I had met Carlotta
in the garden, but the knowledge that Be-
nito watched us closely made our inter-
views short and stolen, She had told me
all her history; how she had been affianced
by her parents to her cousin when both
were children; how time had revealed to
her the dark and unlovable traits of his
character; how with many tears she had
made up her mind to the sacrifice; how
love for the memory of her dead - parents
had induced Ler to do so.  But she said she
had now determined that no power should
force her to it. She did not and could not
Jove him. I pressed her timidly to say
whether she loved another, but either she
was unwilling to speak or we were always
interrupted and I forced to make a precip-
itate retreat.

Things were in this state on the evening
before Christmas. I still lingered on with-
out more plainly declaring whas 1 falé (you

3

of it.

Benito was standing near where I had
sat, but he did not move, only glancing at
me and withdrawing bis gaze. He seldom
noticed me now; indeed never, except by
one of those sinister looks which promise
no good feeling, It was but a few months
before the day fixed for his marriage with
Carlotta, and he watched his prize with a
jealousy truly Spanish.

The note was not to be found.

On the following day, Christmas, the pro-

It was dusky where wo |

were, but there was sufficient light for me | Preferable to the American, both on ac-

Changing her posture, she !

Catholic church, with what feelings I will
not stop to stay. I called to eee her uncle,
but I am now not surprised that be refused

to see me. On the following day we went
to Sisal. Here I took shipping for La Ha-

bana and have not been in Merida since.
Oscanr C, HAMLIN,

CHRISTMAS DECORATIONS,

How to Arrange Flowers and Greens on
the Dinner Table.

Much ecareful thought and attention
should be given tothe hometable on Christ-
mas day, as a happy arrangement of greens
or plateau of flowers will be found (o0 give
the needful touch that malkes the Christ-
mas dinper the bright-and cheery meal it
should be. When greens also are desired
for decoration, a large branch of mistletoe is
effectively placed over its chandelier, and

o basket. of holly, with its berries, in the |

genter of the table. Euglish mistletoe is
count of its richer coloring and the larger
size of the berries.

Pluce several sprays of either holly or
mistletoe about the table, tying the larger
ones with scarlet ribbon. If other greens
are used, try to carry out the same sugges-
tion, adding to them above the chandelier
breuches of the brilliant hued sumac, plac-
ing a mass of bittersweet in the center of
the table and sprays carclessly here and
there on the cloth. The result will prove
to you that even without the holly and the
mistletoe your table may be daintily and
effectively decorated. Sometimes ferns
alone are used; sometimes ferns with lilies
of the valley.

When both greens and flowers are desired
the former is more effective on or above the
chandelier, the flowers placed in the center
of the table. A pretty addition would be
the placing of a small spray of holly, with
its berries, tied with a tiny scarlet ribbon,
at each person’s place. One could add little
appropriate Christmas mottoes to these if
desired.

The flowers used may be either orchids,
roses, Roman hyacinths, violets or lilies of
the valley. Tiny bunches of violets or a
few detached roses, if such are used as a
centerpiece, may be carelessly thrown here
and there about the table, having an eye
always to effect. When very elaborate dec-
oration is attempted, fine, feathery bits of

| foliage placed at intervals about the table
it with my cloak, I unpinned the note and |
after a moment left the church. My lodg- |

are seemingly caught together with a few
roses, violets or lilies of the valley in small
bunches. The napery, glass and china will
of necessity be on Christmas day of the
finest the house can boast. In completing
the table decorations do not forget to place
a sprig of holly in the Christmas pudding.
—Ladies’ Home Journal.

A Merry Christmas.

Hark! throughout Christendom joy bells are
ringing.
From mountain and valley, o'er land and o’er

sea,
Bweet choral melodies pealing and thrilling,
Echoes of ages from far Galilee.
Christmas is here, merry old Christmas,
Gift bearing, heart touching, joy bringing
Christmas,
Day of grand memories, king of the year.
The Christmas chimes are pealing, softly
pealing; the joyous sounds are ringing,
ever louder and clearer, ever nearer and
nearer, like a sweet toned benediction fall-
Ing on the ear. Glad ringers are pulling
the ropes, and in one graud swell of melody

| Christmas, with its old yet ever new and
| marvelous mysteries, bursts triumphantly

cession was formed at the Church of tho

Incarnacion and moved for the cathedral at
3 o’clock. About the'same time the peon
boy entered the ‘‘meson’’ and handed me a
small key, to which was attached a strip of
paper with these words, ‘'Enter by the door
on St. Martin street.”

I went down immediately on the march-
ing of the procession. The streets were en-
tirely deserted, so that I had no trouble in

-entering inobeerved. The little postern on

St. Martin street opened directly on the
rear of the summer kouse, into which I was
not long in going.

In precisely the costume I have before de-
scribed, she sat swinging in the hammock,
beauty, grace and vivacity combined.

‘‘Ah, amigo mio!” she cried playfully as
I entered. ‘‘You have kept me waiting too
long!” 1 stepped forward, and seating my-

self at her feet took her extended hand and |

kissed it.

*‘The hour you named is not yet past,”
said L. X

**Well, well,” she replied, running her
bhand through my hair. ‘*You are here now
at all events. I will not complain since
you have come.”

“Did you wish to see me very much in-
deed?”’ said I.

“Can you ask?” And she gave me a look
which said more plainly than any words
could that she wanted to see me alone of
all the world. What could Ido? I took
her hand in one of mine, and placing the
other round her waist drew her gently to
me.

“Do you love me, then?”’ I whispered.

She gazed in my face a moment, and
then throwing her arm over my shoulder
abandoned herself to my caresses.

The crack of a rifle resounded through
the garden, and with a wild scream she
sprang from my arms and fell to the
ground. I jumped from the hammock,
and drawing a pistol rushed out upon the
walk., Another crack resounded among
the trees, and a ball whistled by close to
my head. Immediately afterward I heard
footsteps hurrying away. I pursued, but
as I came in sight of the gate on the Calle
Real it was closed and locked from the out-
side. I climbed to the top of the wall, but
no one was visible on the street. The pro-
cession and high mass had assembled
slmost all the inhabitants of the city, As
for as the eye could reach not a human
being was visible.

I returned to the arbor and found Santi-
ago and a peon woman lifting Carlotta upon
a bench. The ball intended for me had en-
tered her temple, and she was dead. Her
face was turned upward, and the blood was
slowly dripping from the wound to the
ground. Young, innocent, passionate and
beautiful, her warm affections had led her
to a premature and violent end.

‘‘You had better not stay,’” said Santiago,
as I stood gazing upon the ruin before me.
“My master witl be home soon, and you
must not let him find you here. Juanna
and I will tell him.” ;

He was right. I could do no good by stay-
{ng and might do harm. Telling the bdy to
say to his master that I would call upon
him on the following day and explain my
connection with her death, I looked for
the last time upon the lifeless form and
slowly left the place.

The remainder of my story is soon told.
Her unele never knew by whose hand she
had died, but the disappearance of his son
led him to suspect Benito. The latter left
the city immediately after the procession.
He was observed to talk a moment with,a
Mexican, and then disappearing down a
street near by he was seen no more.

Yet his own hand had not done the deed,
for he was in the procession at the time
and throughout the mass, The explanation
I suppose to lie in the fact that he had got
information in some way of the appoint-
ment, probably by {inding the note which 1
had dropped, and having hized, two assas-
gius purposely showed himself in the pro-
cession in order to escape the suspicion of
baving, murdered e, for whom the shot
was intended. All efforts to arrest Lim
were unsuccessful, probably because they
were disconraged by his friends.

We staid in the city long enough to wit-

i,

nace the magpificent foneral service of tha |

upon the world once more,

The cattle have turned their heads to the
east and knelt down to worship the King
cradled in the manger; the houses are
decked with holly; the yule log burns
brightly; the gray shadows sweep away;
the sun is up, and the bright eyed children,
who have lain awake all night listening for
the patter of old St. Nick’s tiny steeds on
the roof, only to fall asleep at the event-
ful moment, wake hurriedly to find the
stockings running over with toys and
sweetmeats.

Beautiful and right it is that gifts and
good wishes should fill the air like snow-
flakes at Christmastide. And beautiful is
the year in its coming and in its going—
most beautiful and blessed because it is al-
ways the year of our Lord.

I do not know a grander effect of music
on the moral feelings than to hear the full
choir and the pealing organ performing a
Christmas anthem in a cathedral and fill-
ing every part of the vast pile with trium-
phant harmony.—Washington Irving.

Christmas In New York Slums.

“Dat remin’s me w’en I wuz a little bit
uv a goirl,” said Kitty Toole, ‘‘der blokies
yused to tell me ’bout hangin up der stock-
in and den some big stuff wid long w’iskers
all over his mug wood be round wisitin
down der houses’ chim’lees.

“Dat his w’iskers’ name wuz Sandie
Claus. He wood be loaded full of good
t’ings, and dey wood be put inter der stock-

‘in’s of der kids.

“Well—say! I went ter bed dat nite and
hanged up me stockin. Yersee I'm tellin
’bout wen I wuz a kid, not now—I nose
better—and I slept away, dreamed uv der
good t'ings I wuz goin ter get in der morn-
in. Wlen I woked up, I looks at der
stockin, and wot do yer tink der wuz in it?
Narthin, I felt sore. So I puts on me
stockin’s and goes out on der streets, meets
der whole gang. Den I asked dem wot dey
got fer Christmus. Der kids all sed ‘Narth-
in’

‘‘Sez dey ter me, ‘Wot did youse get,
Kitty? Says I, ‘Dat Sandie Claus is a fake
—a grate big stuff, I hanged up mestockin,
and all I cood fin in me stockin is me fut.
Dare it is, see.” De gangsed I wuz guyin,
butdat’s dé trute. I ain’t seed Sandie
Claus yit!"”’—New York Herald.

Christmas Customs In France.

It is not unlike Voltaire’s statement re-
garding the keeping of Christmas in some
French cities: First & young man appears
with wings on his shoulders and recites
the ‘‘Hail Mary!” to which a girl responds
“Fiat,” after. which the make believe an-
gel kisses her on the mouth. Then a boy in-
side a pasteboard cock shrieks,‘‘Puer natus
est,”” a fat ox growls “Ubi?”’ a lamb bleats
‘*‘Bethlehem,’” an ass brays “‘Hibamus’’ in-
stead of “‘Hamus”—and then the affair is
fully under way.—Selected.

The Christmas Festival.

Pope Telesphorus, who died before the
middle of the second century, deserves can-
onizing, if for nothing else, for instituting
Christmas as a festival. It has been cele-
brated ever since in all Christian lands and
has given more happiness to children than
any day in the calendar. Making children
happy is the essence of Christianity.

o Ly

Significanco of Christmas.

Christmas was formed, in the era of the-
ology, from Curist and mass. In these
practical and luxurious days it might sig-
nify that we should try to imitate Christ
in dealing with the mass of mankind, who
are usually more or less unfortunate. By
so dealing with thewn we should make all
days Christmas days.

Yuletide Associations.

Christmas is always associated with the
good Jesus, who, whether regarded as God
or man, was the purest, kindest, noblest
being that has walked the earth. He has
inspired love in saint and sinner, in de-
votee and skeptic alike. Men may wrangle
about creeds, but abort Jesus and his
beautiful life there can bhardly be any dif-
ference of opinion, for he pitied all whe
suffered and strove to beal every aching
hear. o

TIM'S CHRISTMAS.

DY JOMIN LAW,

The sun lay like a red ball in tho foggy
sky, high up above the London houses.
One could not see across the etreet, or recog-
nize the faces of passersby, for thc yellow
fog Hlinded one’s eyes and confused one's
senses,

There, in a garret, two little hoys stood
with their faces pressed to a pane of glass,

watching the red ball and wondering.

A knock at the door made the children |

draw their faces quickly away from the
window.

“"Usb!” whigpered Tim to
“I guess it’s school board after us.”

The knock came again. Tim went softly

to the door and pecped through the key-
hole.

“It’s Sally!” he cried. *I’ll unlock the
door.”

“I thought you wos school board,” ke
explained as an old woman came into the
room carrying a jug. “Mother’s tock our
boots, and ’er seid if school board comed
we wosn’t to let ‘im in. What ’ave you got
in that jug?”’

*Wos mother drunk?” inquired the vis-
itor, without heeding his question.

“Well, ’er slept ’eavy last night.”

**?Ave yer had any breakfast?”’

“Nothink. Baby’s cried ’isself to sleep,
and Bill and me’s been lookin at the har-
vest moon, what you and me seed when we
was ’opping.”

‘“’Ere’s summat for the fire,” she said,
opening her apron, which she held together
with a horny hand, and showing Tim some
bits of paper and a few cinders. *'‘Got any
sticks?”

“Now I'll be off,” she said when a fire
burned in the grate. ‘If any cne comes
after me, just yer say, ‘Does yer want rags
sorted?’ and if the party says ‘Yes,’ then
yer say, ‘Well, Sally wun’t be 'ome for a
bit.” ”?

*All right,” said Tim,
be back?”’

‘““Not before 1, sonny.”

Saying this, the old woman left the
room, casting a glance at the fire that
gleamed through the fog, and a hasty look
at the red ball in the sky which Tim called
the * ’arvest moon.” She knew it was the
sun, but why should she confuse the minds
of the children?

After the door was shut the boys went to
the fire and crouched down on the hearth.
Yellow fog filled the room, hiding the old
bed where the baby lay under a dirty blan-
ket and throwing a curtain over the broken
chairs and boxes. Tim held his hands up
before the burning sticks. He looked won-
drous wise in the firelight. Gleams fell on
his small white face, showing his wizened
features, from which all tracesof childhood
seemed to bave vanished. He had been sole
protector of his two little brothers for the
spuce of a year and a half—ever since his
father found a home in the cemetery. His
mother drank, and when drunk she was
sometimes violent. He had seen a good
deal of life, although he was only 8, for he
lived in a lodging house. Fights, murders,
suicides and deaths made epochs in his ex-
istence, and he talked of ‘“‘when I wos
young” as though the time lay far back in
his memory.

Presently the baby began to cry, and Tim
went to fetch it from the bed. He brought
it to the fire and fed it with some of the tea
which old Sally had given him for his
breakfust. While he was busy with the
baby, Bill crawled to the window.

“Oh, Tim,” ho said, ‘‘the red ball ’as
gone out o’ the sky.”

“I guess,” said Tim, * ’er’s gone back to
the country.”

Then Tim’s thoughts wandered to the
days when he had gone hopping with old
Sally, to the harvest moon and the hop-
fields. He would have been perfectly happy
then if he had not ‘‘worrited” about the
children, i 3

‘“When I wos young,” he said aloud,
“I never worrited abaut nothink!”

Just as the words'were said a shrill cry
came from the window.

“What's the matter?’” asked Tim.

*“I’s cut me thumb wid a bit o’ glass,”
sobbed Bill.

“Come to the light and let me see,” said
Tim.

The little boy came howling to the
hearth, holding out his thumb and point-
ing to the blood upon it.

“*Whatever will I do!” exclaimed Tim.
“It’s lockjaw he’s got, I knows it.”

Only the week before a man had died
from lockjaw in the room below the garret,
and Tim had heard his mother discussing
the matter with her neighbors. “If they'd
stuck his jaws open directly he cut his
thumb, he’d have pulled through,’” some
one had said, “*but all the doctors in Lon-
don couldn’t force his jaws open after he
got to the hespital.” .

Tim laid the baby on the bed, where it
lay crying as loud as it could cry, because
it was cold and famished. Then he went
back to the fireplace, and found a square
piece of stick.

*“Old yer mouth open,” he said to Bill

The little boy stopped crying and opened
his mouth.

Tim slipped the stick between his teeth.
“Now,” said Tim, “come along to the ’os-
pital!”

“What is it?"” inquired the hospital por-
ter as he passed through the gate.

“Lockjaw, sirl’” panted Tim.

Loud peals of laughter made him stare
at the doctors and students who had gath-
ered round Bill.

“Afn't it lockjaw?” he whispered to a
nurse, who was standing by.

“No,” said the woman, “of course it
isn't.”

For a moment Tim could not believe his
senges, Then an awful vision floated be-
fore him, a vision of hismother. Supposing
she came home while he was away and
found the baby alone, crying? What would
happen then? It is but a step, they say,
from the sublime to the ridiculous, but
sometimes that step is across a precipice.
Tim shuddered when he heard the students
lavghing at his mistake. Fle had meant to
save Bill's life, and all he had done was to
mal.e himself a laughing stock.

Without a word he took his brother’s
hand and left the hospital. Bill trotted by
his side through the foggy street, pointing
to the Ht.icliipg plaster on his thumb, and
chattering about the penny he had received
from one of the medical students,

“P’raps mother ain’t coras home,”
thought Tim, “‘or p’raps ’er's so drunk ’er
wun’t sce us!”

* * - - . £ .

An hour later the doors of the hospital
receiving room were pushed open by old
Sally, the rag sorter. She hurried through
them, carrying little Tim, whose head lay
against her ragged dress, whila his arms
and legs dangled down and blood streamed
from his forehead,

*“Why, this ie the boy who came here an
hour ago with the lockjaw case,” said the
doctor when Sally laid Tim on the table,

The students erowded round to lock, but

“When will you

they did not laugh at Tim now, for they !

thought he was dead. They listened to the
doctor’s questions and v-atched old Sally’s
face while she explained thatv the boy had
fallen on the hearth in the garret.

“Is he your grandson?’’ inquired the doc-
tor while he felt Tim’s pulge.

*No, he ain’t, I'm a lone woman.
got no children. I fend for myseif.”

“Well, iv’s a matter for the police,” the
doctor suid. *“I believe the boy has been
knocked down kicked.
smashed.”

The fog had lifted by the time Sally ioft
the Lospital. She weut Lagk to tbelodg-

I've

His head’s |

or

is brother. |

g house, up the staircase and into nee
room. Rags covered the floor. A lnrge|
heap of rags made a bed, snother heap
served as & seat, A horrid stench filled the
place, but Sally was accustomed to the
smell, and she never opened the window,
eaying that she liked to be “warm and
comfortable.” Whileshe was raking the
cinders together in the grate and patting a
black cat that had raised its back to wel-
come its mistress, the door was opened and
Tim’s mother came in with vie baby in her
arms and Bill hangirg vo her skirt,

v,”” she szid, “I was drunk when I

;, yer wos,” said Sally, “and yer'd
1 1f scarce, for the p’iecce 'as
lif yerdon’t take yerselfl off

ITE

“The doctor says 'e ull.”

“Will you mind the children a bit?”

Y ill Christmas.”

nan placed the baby on the Leap
d vanished.

At last on Christmas eve when Sally
went to the hospital at about 7 o’clock she
found Tim himself again.

She sat down beside him, smoothing out
her ragged dress and trying to make her'
crape bonnet sit stralght upon her head.
Tim’s white face frightened her and she
conld not speak, She did not want him to
see that she was crying.

A great fire blazed opposite Tim’s bed,
and around the fire sat boys and men, read-
ing, playing games and discussing politics.
Nurses flitted about, decorating the walls
with ivy and holly, while they chatted to
one another and laughed with the patients.
No one seemed to be very ill except Tim,
but a single glance at his face told Sally
that he was dying. ]

*Tim, my son,” she said at last, “this is
a beautiful place, ain’t it?”

“Yes,” answered Tim faintly; “it’s like
’eaven.”

Neither spoke again for a few minutes.
Then Tim pointed to some toys on the bed. *

“Take ’em ’ome to the children,” hesaid. '
*“When I wos young, I set my ’eart on a top
like this un ’ere what I've got for Christ- |
mas., Take it ’ome to Bill.”’ :

The old weman pretended to admire the
toys, while her tears dropped on the blan-
ket. !

“Sally,” said Tim presently, ‘‘does you
remember when we went 'opping?”’ {

“Yes, my son.”

“Well, that wos like this ’ere ’ospital; it
wos like ’eaven,”’

Tim lay with his eyes shut, thinking of
the time when he had gone hopping. Then
he saw old Sally beside his bed, dressed in
the same ragged dress and the same old
crape bonnet she had worn when they went '
into the country together. Sally had al-
ways been good to him, and he knew that
she never broke a promise. i

“‘Sally,” he said, ‘‘when I'm gome yer’ll
look after the children?”’

“Yes, my son,” said Sally, I ull,”

Tim gave a sigh of relief. He closed his
eyes again, and by the time the nurse had
finished singing he was asleep, with one
hand under his cheek and the other in Sal-
ly’s horny fingers.

The next morning when the sun was shin-
ing and the Christmas bells were ringing
Sally went again to the hospital.

“Don’t go up stairs,” said the porter aft-
er Sally had climbed the hospital steps,
‘“your little lad’s not there any longer.”

“Where may ’e be?”

“I’11 show you.”

Shefollowed the porter along the passages
and down a staircase. -

*'Is ’e dead?’’ she asked when the porter
aco%ped to unlock an iron door. x

“Yes; I've just brought him down here,”
said the porter.

Old Sally went into the mortuary, and
stood crying while the man uncovered a
little coftin. There lay Tim, with a smile
on his face and his hands holdin% a bit of
holly, *‘because it was Christmas.’ ;

For a minute Sally looked silently at
him. Then she bent down to kiss his ¥oro- :
bead. “Tim, my son,” she whispered, “I
won’t forget m¥ ‘promise.”

- It is several yewrs since little Tim went °
home to the cemetery. Hismother has not ,
been heard of since. The children live in |
Sally’s room, with the cat. Bill de- |
veloped a genius for ‘sor rags, and the
baby has been txmght to pick out the 4
ers from the rubbish Sally finds in the '

ust heaps. i

Somehow or other the old woman man- |

es to Puy the rent and to provide food for
the children. How she does this is only
known to herself. She hasnot torgotmo?ltr
tle Tim. Often at dusk, befare she lights °

candle, she calls the boys to the
fire says: £ ; {
¢ “Now, my sons, Lull just tell yer’ow yer
brother Tim kept *is last Christmagl?

-

" CHRISTMAS IN THE ARCTIC.

Hungry Explorers Celebrate YWith a Feast
of Seal Meat and Blubber.

“I think Christmas, 1883, was my most
memorable one,” said General Greely, the
famous arctic explorer. “With my cdm- -
mand I was proceéding southward in the
hope of obtaining help, and about the 20th
of October we ensconeed ourselves in a lit-
tle hut at Cape Sabine. Our supply of feod
was running very low, and we were on very
short ratioms, every one being allowed just
enough food in each 24 heurs tosustain life.
Under these depressing circumstances and
smid the awlul silence of the paolar night
the cheerfulness that we contrived to main-
tain was remarkable, As the Christmas
season approached we all looked forward
to it with eager anticipation, not only as a
festal day whose associations and mewnories |
would to some extent vary the wearisome !
monotony of our iives, butibecause we knew |
that the winter solstice wawld fall about |
Dec. 22 and that then the sun would return .
and the long dreary night be at an end. !

“Christmas day cama at last. Chrlst:u ;
in the arctic regions! At 6 o'clock we hdd
our breakfast—thio..spup -made of pens, '

carrots, blubber and gotatees. Qur Christ- {
mas dinner was servedigh 1 o/clock. k- |

en to our menu. First course, a stew of :

; seal meat, onions, biubber, potatoes snd !

bread crumbs. Sccond course, served ene
hour after the first, a stew of raising, blub- '
ber and milk. Dessert acup of hot cloco-
late. The best and mest Christmaslike
feature of this meal waa that we were al-
lowed a sufficient quantity of it to satisfy
the pangs of hunger.

“Our enjoyment of the dessert—oneou
of chocolute—we tried toprolong as mu
as possible, Over-it we told each ather
Christmas stories; we.‘exchanged reminis-
cences of bygone Christmases at home with .
the loved ones so far away. Wediscussed the
probability of our ever reaching ourewn
firesides again, and we entered inte an
agreement that if we got back to civiliza-
tion before another Christmas we wonld |
pass the day together in mamory of that
awful Christmas we were then spending in
the realm of the relentless ice king, Alas, |
many of those brave fellows never lived Lo
see another Christmas.

“Then we bad some singing. There wero
somo geod singers among us, and of differ-
ent nationalities, too, so we had songs in
English, French, Danish and Germaan, And |
then we received the only Christmas pres-
ent that was vouchsafed to us that ycar.
One of our party—Xislingbury by name—
bad some tobacco still left, and kunowing .
that most of the men were destitute of it ke
very kindly made a cigarette for each of
our Jittle party, I will woger that i all
Christendom that day not a present wes
given or received that gave such intense
aelight to the recipient as did those listle

rolls of tobucco paper. They wers
quiokly atlume awl roing pufled awny ap
for dear life, t 1y et memorabiv
Cl sas—a QL near the norih !

I pole—crdad in amoke.”—DBufMiic Tipress.

Iforse blankets and lap robes, Foy’s oli g
lislic seddlery touse, 345 N. Los Angeloa




