Santa Claus and His Men. | to throb and ache ut its anniversary.™ E joned cinnamon rose is the most|reflected, ¢ Oh, it’s probably Naney car- to  render him speechless?  Ye

A curious place isold 04 Sasta Claus® den,

All stor'd fis}l of Lreasures; whene queer little
men,

No larger than drumsticks, yetartive and bright,

Are Lusily working from morning till night.

These queer little fellows, these workmen =o
amall,

All answer with pleasure Old Santa Clans' eall

For *'Fifty more bonbons, ons bundred more
toys!

More names on my list of good girls and good
boys 1™

*“* Here, merrily ho!™ he gleefuily cries;

SUMy sled is all ready—make haste, the time flies! |

My reindeer are prancing and pawing the snow;

Make haste there, make haste, we're impatient
to go!"

Soon the bundles are packed with the greatest of |
care, |
Thea off spring the reindeer, on! on! thre' the |

“fl

Till they stop al some home, m:un;inttmrl
bed

Sleep Cora and Mab-i, or Willie and Fred.

When the children awake at dawn’s early lizht,
Awmd sleal from their beds, how they'll seream

with delight
a beholding Weir stockinga, they hung on lhe!
wall

With Inm.wm o'erflowing, and something for
all.
—5t. Nicfilas
Christmas.

| Barl Dufferin, Governor-General ol Canmila,
ooatribules the followiog to the Canadian
Afonthly :]

Tis Christmas day!
To one anolher

1 hear men say—
Alas! my brother,
118 windls blow bitter,
Our Christmas suns
No longer glitter
As former ones!
H this be »o,
Then let us borrow
From long ago
Surcease of sorrow ; —
Lat dead Yules lend
Their bright reflections,
Let fond friends blend
Their recollections—
Lt love revive
Joy's ashen embers,
For Love is Life
Since Love remembers.

MES. DUNN'S CHRISTMAS.

It was Christmas-eve in Mrs. Dunn’s
cozy parior; the' back-log blazed and
snapped with a good will, as if it re-
membered the days when the sunshin-
crept into its heart; the candles burned
with a clear radisnce on the mantel.
Qutside, the snow fell and drifted
aguinst the pane, the wind whistied
loudly, as if to drown the Christmas-
bells, thut now seemed far away, and
anon rang out like clarion ecalls. Mrs.
Dunn herself sat before the high-polish-
ed fender with her knitting—a woman
who had been pretty once, but no long-
er young now, with hsir quite gray, and
the traces of the tears that time had
dried upon her pale cheeks, one might
have said, just as the showers of long-
past ages have left their prints on the
stiffened soil. Mrs. Dunn's tears had,
indeed, been shed long ago, but they
burned yet so surely as the twilight of
Christmas-eve fell about her. To-night
her houseful of boarders had all betaken
themselves their several ways, this one
to spend the holiday with his partner's
family, that one with his mother in the
country, the other with his sweetheart,
till nobody was left but Mr. Royburne
—=& man as gray and worn as herself—
who had only his violin with which to
keep Christmas. He sat now in the
chimney-corner,drawing the bow across
his violin, and bringing up long-past
and half-forgotten scenes by the necro-
mancy of his chords and melodies.

“One feels the need of a home on
Christmas-eve, Mrs. Dunn,” he said,
presently, breaking off the air of “Anld
Lang Syne™ suddenly. *¢Not but this
chimney-corner is as much a home as
I've ever known, and no bad substitute ;
yet—perhaps it's only a sentimentality,
but when & man reaches my time of
life it goes hard with him to remember
that be has found, as the poet says, his
warmest welcome at an inn."

‘¢ No doubt, no doubt!" sighed Mrs.
Iunn. “it seems as if a boarding-
house were only a way-station to some-
ibing more permanent. That's the way

it used to seem to me when I was twen- | about love and thatsort of thing, being | that it couldn't be kept from the board | m3y be so hold?

Alr. Royburne tapped his violin gently,
| 4% much as to say, “We know what

that is," bat he looked ecurionsiy at his
'lundlady.,  Having lived two vears un-
! der her roof, snd found her eflicient in .
“all the practical aflirs of life, and al-
{ ways cheerful, it had bardly occurred
| to him that she had a more tender or
! romantic side, though he knew her to
| be companivnable and even sympathetic,
| and with sumething in her air, a tone
| in her voice, that brouzht up the im-

fragrant to me; and it was he, rying up the clean clothes from the.zods? But the letter! Shail we hear
calling to me to come down and walk; | wash,” and I rang the-bell for Tildv, it? Kemember thisis the dawning of
and I went down, too readily perhaps, ' the table girl, to bring up the toast, and ' peace und good-will toward men!"

and we waiked through half a dozen usked her, aside, where Nancy was. 1 almost dread it,” she said, taking
wnes—such tunes as seemcd like the  *“Inthe kitchen, marm,' said she, the yellowed letter from its hiding-
music of the spheres with variations. | *s-folding off the clean clothes from place. * It is like a resurrection of the
Sumetimes when I've been passing | the bars.” . .. past:it will all seem asif it had hap-
vour room, Mr. Royburne, you've **‘And Bridget, is she there 100" 1 pened vesterday. There, do you re.u’
drawn out a strain or two of thuse very Suil. . . itfor me: my eyes are full of tesrs; the
airs on your violin, and it has seemed  *** Yes, mirm, a-stoning of the rais- Lne vun together.” And Me. Roy-
as if I smeiled rose leaves, and I've had  ings.’ - burne read:

to sit down ou the stairs to recover my-  **‘And isn’t Mary (the chamber-  w.f cun not hope, dear Jennie, that

age of a fuir woman be had loved long self. However, when I reached home
aro. { that night and locked up 1'd found out
It was when I was barely twenty-'something I hadn't known when I went
five," she continued. *I vughtto have | out—I hud found out that I loved Jules
outgrown it and him by this time, but Adderley, whether he loved me or not.
I'm afraid I'm not strong-minded. | [t was an embarrassing piece of news
There! I shall bore you to death, Mr. | to me; it was both pain and plessure
Royburne—there are some folks who | curiously twisted together. It made
have no mercy on s listener ; but 50 me | me start at every step and get nervous
how I felt like talking about mys=elf to- | at every knock, and I began to lovk in
night.” - the glass with mote attention, and wor-
“ And I feel like hearing about your- | ry about my face, and grow abscut-
self to-night. Pray go on; a love af-| minded about the bills and the house-
fair's like an air of Mozart, always keeping, till one night I met him on

sweet to listen to.”

& Mine wasn’t sweet to live through,
Ipromise you. You see, I'd been left |
alone in the world, with a trifle of mon-
ey, not enough to keep me without
work; that is to say, there was Annt
Huldah, rich and alive, but I had no
expectations from her, and would to
Heaven I'd had no realizations! Well,
I wasn't quick enough to teach, and
had no knack for millinery or mantua-
making, and theehundred other employ-
ments women turn their hands to now-
adays were unknown and untried by
them then; so I put the little I had in- |
to aboarding-house. I didn't live about |
here at that time—you see, it’s an nlcl]
eraft with me—I lived in the m.mu.-rnl
part of the state at Croftiord.”

“Croftford™ echoed Mr. Royburne, |
stooping to pick up the bow he had let
fall.

“Yes. You have been there? It's|
thought a pretty place of its size. The |
house I kept looked out on the Mall, I

the stairs; he was going up and I was

coming down, and we didn't do either, !
and—dear, dear, what an old fool [ am!

1 can’t think of that time without

tears—and the band outside in

the moonlight playing * My love is like |
the red, red rose." And yet he couldn™t

really have loved me, you know.”

“I don’t know any thing of the kind,
broke in Mr. Royburne, almost angrily ;
“1'm sure that he loved you.” ‘

“] like to think so,” she said, smil-
ing to herself and looking into the fire;
“but you haven't heard all. We
weren't going to be married for a year |
or 50, because he was only cashier in a |
bunk at Creftford, the Pactolus Bank—
I hate the very sound of it; the words
burn my tongue —and his salary wasn't |
big enough ts please him; and then 1!

|w:sin no hurry. I wanted to make|

money myself, and life had grown so |
sweet, | was almost afraid of my good |
fortune; and perhaps I was just pun-!
ished for my waunt of faith in God’s

maid) helping her?" [ asked. you could forgive me; I saw 1aere was
* ¢ Not she,” said Tildy; *she’s shive 4 merey for me in your face last night
ering out at the pump, sure, a-blather- whon [ had crept into vour house,
ing along of Barney.’ hoping to earry off your picture asare-
*1 don’t know what possessed me, yemhrance of all 1 had fost by my folly
but 1 Ii“’*‘- ”:t:; Miss “““Il";' ::n:“:: and sin, not daring to meet vou face
my ce ¢ urn, ang ' to face and hear vour upbraid-
atutir:l;:dune. I'd left a light burning in ings and see the ) t‘n(lh.'n!lp! in
my parior, but the hair of my tlesh stood vour eyes, and beg you for that last
up when [ saw that it was burning in g.cor * Bat I ask that you will not ut-
my bed-room instead, which opened out 1.1y Jespise me, that you will think
of the parlor. However, after a little  as kindly of me as you muy, belicving
reflection, I considered that I might )., my temptation was great, and my
h:.?.l bua:dml'mp;: my l:"’“‘-"’l of punishment almost more than [ can
mind, step| into the parlofy | hoar: that, like many a poor sinner,
which m'jnst Iigt.nt enough toshow me my intentions ‘.rmrh.“t., than my
my desk with the lid open and the pa-| geed. Should you have one tender
pers scattered about. I thought of my | wyr for me, one consoling thought to
stocking in 4 minute, and you could | oheer my exiie, write it to London, not
bave knocked me down with a feather, 1, Jules Add erley, but'*—and here
though I'd taken the precaution 10 SeW Afr Royburne paused and bent toward
lml;:lthe muirm that .\t‘el’r 'ling‘vl Gl I zrs. Dunn, and ook her hand in his,
s et ready Lo use it it cer- £ " Wi o Jen=
tain that wiwm-e,r it was must be weli| ca'm;s.-:‘n;.:ly. D A
’ : | nie? *Not to Jules Adderley, bat to
'"'l“e:m::r:l;h s by g and ::: “l:: John Royburne!" Christ’s blessing on
SNETREN. FUS Iy eys. WhO' the newly born!™
but one of the servanis could that "‘f?: And tl—:e Christinas stars ahone in
And just as 1 was wondering l’{ brightly, for the eandles had burned
'll_Ily could be in conspiracy with the out, and the two lonz-parted lovers
thict, 'lui'“t' ““: rwr\‘\,'l'lhmu closet, “““; kuelt together in the first hour of the
wus njaf, tremble.  Without a second | Chricmas-dav?
l.inm;_l:lhl, 1 flew to it and wrenched it | N
open, and—it was Jules Adderley who |
St ' . otk 2 " y
;uﬁﬁllln :ﬁ:‘:‘; i:‘i‘l’m;:::_i?;:: ::nt:‘h:: | '.-\nd now the vlwlllist‘-t‘ tell the house-
never exchanged a word.  He hwd been .I w'f‘“ t," bheware f" the :_""‘“'U,w e
too faint-hearted to confess his sin and | luu:-lmm_l cooking vemels '.'h“‘h farm
ask my help, and craven emough o> CONSPicUOUS i p:u-l. of c-ulln.;nry furni-
steal into my house for my money. Do ture, _m:w:ulnys.‘ Ih!}m.r‘-.:l_mn enamel
you think I could forgive him? 1 just ™ said to be highly objectionable on

Peoisonous Cooking Vessels,

where young folks went walking arm providence. Well, one day I had a
inarm in the long summer evenings, | great surprise. Annt Huldah died, and
and sometimes the band played—such | I went away to the funeral; and when
tunes! They don’t seem like the same | the lawyer read out the will, she had
thing nowadayz. Oh, don’t you feel | left me five thoussnd dillars—in a
well Iu—lligll!,. Mr. Ro)‘lmrm-?" she :I-ik-lmm-king! The night [ reached home
ed, picking up a stitch in her knitting. !Ju[ex came to welcome me, and |

‘*As usual, thank you, Mrs. Dunn.” | showed him the stocking and asked him |

“Things come on so suddenly at|to guess; and then [ threw the whole, |
times,” she apologized. “I thought | part of which was shining old and sil-
you must be going to have anill rn | ver,on the table, snd it rung with
just now. Yoa looked quite ghastly, 'sn pleasant sound. But it, seemed
upon my word. Are you quite sure that | o0 me that Jules had something
you feel all right?" on his mind that night, and I rallied |

It was nothing, believe me—noth- | him about it; but that made him put |

motioned toward the door, snd his
head fell upon his breast, and he walk-
ed slowly vut und down stairs, | follow-
ing, znd wut into the wide lonely night.
The Christmas-bells were just begine
uing to vibrate upon the air as [ elused
the door upon him; and they found e
at the oot of the stairs in & dead faint.

“ ] had meant all along to give him
the five thousand. With that and wht
I could have raised on my house we
could have made good the bank's joss,
and he would enly bhave forfeited his
situation.

account of the easy action on it of acid

fruits, common salt, and other sub-
| stanves, by means of which lead and
even arsenic are dissolved out in large
| quantity during the process of cooking.

It is shown thatit is not so wuch on
| account of the lurge proportion of lead
| and arsenic that these enumels are dan-
| rerous, but because they are so highly
| basic in their character, and are so
|readily acted on by feebiy-aeid solu-
[tions. No enamel should be admitted
| 1o use unless it is totally unailected by
boiling with & one-per-cent. solntion of
citrie acid, which is a very moderate
lest,

ing more than a twinge of rheumatisn,
that one must expect at my age.”
“0Oh! where was I? You gave me
such a start, T assure you."
“The young people were walking
arm in arm oa the Mall, and the band

out. And then I put the money back | * By thenext week the affair was
into the stocking snd lJocked it into my | town talk, aud every body knew that
desk, while he held the lamp; and I|be had decamped. He'd dropped a let-
remember that when [ opened the desk | ter into the mail for me, to be sure, but
he caught sight of the daguerreotype |l never opened it. I didn’tesre to read
I'd had tsken to give him on Christmas, | his lame excuse; he couldn’t ssy any
and begged it; and I wouldn't let him | thing I didn’t know already. I didn’t

A Prime Remedy for m Painfal Bise
cane,

The pang= endured by the rheumatic are
altributed by scientifie patholozists to the
contact of a certain abmormal aerid olement
in the bloosd with the sensitive covering of
the muscles and joints, Hostelter's Stomach

was playing,” giving her the cue.

“Oh yes, thanks. I'd been in busi-
ness about a year when hc came scross
my path. I dare say it’s silly for me,
with my gray hairs and crow's-feet, but
sometimes of a spring morning, when
Iopen my window and the fresh fra-
grance steals upon me, I find myself

meant to sit again, and after he had
goune 1 put it into the fire and said noth-
ing. But when he said good-night
there was something odd about him;
he looked at me long and scarchingly,
as if he'd like to see my thoughts them-

have it, because it wasn’t good, and 1 i

want to keep alive any spark of regret
or affection for him. I wanted to tread
on it, as [ would on a serpent that had
stung me. But nature is sometimes
stronger than resolve; I couldnt bring
| myself to burn the letter. I've kept it
with the seal unbroken, and I've writ-
ten it in my will that it shall be buried

Bitters, being a superh Llood depurent, is
Admirably calealated to expel this impurity,
aud by removing the canse to allay the pain
and feverish symptoms which it produces,
That it is a most suecessful remedy for
rheumatiom, neuralzgin and ot as well as
a reliable means of counteoracting these dis-
easrs, i afact amply evidoneed by volunts

certifivates emanating from thise whom it
has cured, and attested 1y medioal practi-
tioners of high repute. It §s likeaise s

forgetting my years and expecting him,
just as I used to; and when I come to
my senses presently, all the day seems
vacant and dark, and I go about with
weights at my heels, and the spring
sun is behind a cloud. I don’t suppose
you can understand mny nonsense.”

“You don't know me," said her
listener, turning his back upon her to
suuff the candles.

selves; and once or twice he began to
speak, and broke off with a kiss, and
finally he told me that [ should not see
him for a few days, as he was going out
of town on bauk business.”™ Mrs. Dunn
paused, and sighed profoundly; Mr.

Roybarne walked to the window, and |

shivered as he looked out on the wild
night.

sovereign eurative of dyvipepeia, constipa-
tion, liver complaint, uritary teoubles and
general debility, as well as t e st popn-
¢ lar and successful antidote to maturia e stant,

with me.
“ Well, it was ten years later before |

married Mr. Dunn—not for love, of P m———
| course ; that was all over with me. But | Come Now amd Let Us Reasom To-
gether.

| he was going to the bad, and needed a = e

2 x W do people s frequentiv sav ta Dr,
helping hand, und vowed it would be | p,. " 7| suppose your Golden Meicsd
the same thing as giving him over to | Discovery curcs everything®™ Beeanse it
Samnation) &2 f . But I was las beem the practive of knavisi charlslans

= o manufa-ture worthicss nostrnmes and ge-
l‘lghll}‘ served. He led me a hard life tempt to dupe the 1gmurnl:1‘ anad .l-r.-:ligl‘.:l,.

“1t was only a few days later when
Langton, the assistant ecashier, who
boarded with me, came into my private
parlorand said he wanted to spesk with

““He wasn't one of my boarders,
you know," she continued, * but he
was intimate with some of them, and
as familiar in the house as need be, | me confidentislly abount Jules.
coming to dine and lunch when it |can’t tell whata chill it gave me. I
pleased him, till he knew the lay of the | thought nothing but he had dropped
land as well asif it belonged to him. |dead -and I'd rather it had been so!
That was long before I kuew that he | It seems Jules had been using the bank's
eared or thought of me, for though my | money to speculate.
glass told me 1 wasn't ill-looking—it | course, and Langton had been the first
has given over telling Eaitering tales |to discover it, and he came to me, he
nowadays—yet I'd never thought much | said, in order that I might warn Jules

Yon |

He had lost, of

and spent my money, and here I am a
widow, not so well off as | was at twen-
ty-five, with the world before me where
| to choose, and a belief in happiness this
| side heaven. Ah, we've let the fire get
low. I'mall of & shiver. How garru-
lous I've been! Save us, it's twelve

| o'¢lock!™

*¢ It is Christmas-day,"" said Mr. Roy-

by revommending them o cure every form
of disease. To sucl anextent has this bern
practiced that it is no wonder that many
bave acquired prejudices srainst all adyer
tised reinedivs. But D, Ploree does not ad-
vertise his standard preparations as * enne.
all<"" does not elaim that they will perform
miracles, byt simply putelishies the fuct that
they have heen developed us specifies for
eortain forms of discase for which he Iy -
| mends them, after havine testod 1, ir efli-
Peacy in many hundred cuses with fhe pmyost

gratifying suecss. It is o fact huown to
Pevery well informed phyvsician that mans

ty-five. Do you know, I've got to kind | a practical body, and too busy to med- | of directors, as they’d already got wind

of dread Christmas-eve as much as I
used to love it; it's a sert of landmark
now that shows how far we've wander-
ed from the hopes and promises of

youth. As you say, it's a night when | =
one needs 3 fireside, in its true sense, | matter of convenience, [ naturally sup- | raising tne money somekow, too much | f?

 dle with things [ wasn't called on t | of something wrong, unless he eould do that very thing.
worry about. He got in the way, when replace the money immediately by beg- | 3gdinst it all yesterday," she answered.
his friends were out, of knocking st | ging or borrowing. You may guess my | 5 |
the door of my private parlor, and |feelings! i made noquestion but Jules thatit may not have been the money—
dropping in till they came home, us 1 had gone out of town with a view of the stocking—that he meant to rob you | two pr.

and love and friends, and all they ex- { posed, because public parlorsare drea- | ashamed to ask me for it and tell me his

pected to have when life was young;" | ry places to wait in at the best, and he | fault; but he had left no address, and | He knew the money was there; he had |
and Mrs. Dunn's voice trembled and | was one of those men, 1'd noticed, who | all I conld do was to wait his return ina |

it was |
| Christmas-week, too, when every body’s

broke, and Mr. Royburne drew out a
chord that sounded like sn “amen.”
“ You may ltugh if yon will at an old
woman like me," she said, when she

| love luxury and prettiness desperately.
| But one night when the moon was up,
| and the band was playing out on the
| Mall ¢ The girl I left behind me,’ and 1

had recovered herself; “but I had a was leaning out the window, after cast-
blow in my young days that I've never | ing up my sccounts for the day and

got the better of—a love affair—"

“Yes? Let those laugh who win. | the love-sick people stroling sbout by
1l.wos and stopping to kiss each other in

We all keep a corner of our hearts
where no one enters.”

| giving orders for breakfast, watching

{the shadow of the elms—somebody

fever of impaticnce; and
expected to be cheerful, and there's
no end of work to bedome. Some of
my boarders had gone to keep the sea- |
son among their friends, but there were |
a few left, who, like you and me, Mr. |

| Royburne, had nowhere to go; and

while we were sitting at tea on Christ-
mas-eve it suddenly seemed to me as if

““And every Christmas-time the pain  tossed a handful of cinnamon roses up ' I heard some body going over the front |
bites deeper, till it seems as if [ could at my window. Ofall the roses that stairs,
not bear it, just as an old wound issaid ' June blows that

and the thought passed through |

litie oid-fash- | my wind, *Whoean it be!? and then I ' his head before his sweetheart—enough

burne. *“ You leave your story unfin- | siucie remedics prossoss several | dillerent
 ished unless you read the letter of Jules. | P7iertics. Quiniue, for irstanes, bus
' Why not celebrate the day thus, if I | scs of deniiter o hati S50 1 e in
¥ nol celebrate ¥ thus, 1 L ruscs ol debility: an anti-periodic, bw whieh
P s efficacions in seue:; and 3 feliriluwe

property, ki . S T w1 itan
“ Do you know, ['ve been tempiedto |, i.' .J‘- .‘.'r I.'flr-rr_m'n:.- r.t-.urs'. ,::

I've been fighting | sdmiuistration will also vary win the
Gruantiiy given and the oir umstances under

wiich itis vmplovol. $h, likewi-e, 1) tanild-
*It never occurred to you, perhaps, | cu Medical ecovery possesse oo« 1ral
and alterative Slosmlcleansine Papuert g

of the ) 3 ) ¢ ll" reasan of theosw
Incnt propetics itenr s two ol el
of discisvs, First, those of 1% Fesplruta
. - orzans, a5 Wiroat, bronelilal sng ltane stfoe-
* What eise conld it have been, pray? | tims, chrnic coushs and 4.1, TS, Bl .
= 1'-! d, disease=uf the biood apd glandular sys.
: s v, in which atfe tion, Sh il pbvsi-
urgent need of it. He did mof know | cian- crploy .JIh-.'uli:':f: as lil.,"':.,,.. < ,f(
that I leved him well enough to over- | MIothes, cruptions. ulcers, swe lings tumors,

. 2 7 ahscesges and inte il “i
look his oflense, and give him all | had | Jcanes " 02 O 1 IWeror L1
for the asking. I would have followed | 'r‘.-“’;il";zr";-'r{_'!‘u;; rtics. sugze Ul in ezses of

i 5 tons=umplion, vet vou el ni
to the ends of the e?nh but for u”“" for ! take it expeciing it will cure -I‘:'I.I n;[ !\-::“t.
better or worse. Not that I cared a fig | lunzs are Iltulf eonsumed, Dor beeause it |8

] 2 1 | vecommendesd 15 a blood medic 14 i
for the mo_ney I counld wish it had all | proprictor advise you m‘; a;;e;uu ‘:i:u
been sank in the Red Sea before it fell | it to cure cancer. It will not p‘-‘f:tlrm'wl:]i::
to me. If it was not M 'h’. should : eles, but it wiii cure many grave furms of

he have blushed and hung his head, and |
left me without a word in extenunation?" |

EvERYTimice shout Ssxporn’s Ranicagn

ke ok s e s R :;I::I,Lr-'-l':‘::- }P'Il E.h.‘ E;f . :.-n'.u_.l:;-.l. mt-.-.' Ilt l‘f
l.ul gll ; Peenipinn of one of our ables iy

enough to make & man blush and hang | * lati=, itls propared u¥ otc of belargest fnd

| mest rediabie drug houses in the United

Siiics, and s vrescribed Ly physiciats,

ey b

e
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