»llirror—to shiver.
‘snd ‘undersized; he hzs a consumptive

lcormm. 1894.1

DRAMATIS anxm— Henry Holt (.- :

‘blind veteran of the civil war.)
, Maria Holt (bia wife).

Molly (their daughter; a child).

A Lady (name unknown).

People in the street.

* Tme—The afternoon of a blcak De-
oam\nr day.

ScENE—The main shopping thorough-
fare of an American city. A crowd
block: the sidewalk in front of a large

store in whose windows glit-
ters a splendid holiday display. A wax
dummy enveloped In brocode and er-
mine confronts another In cvening

‘dress of white satin and rose chiffon.

Gorgeous fabrics of silk and velvet
drape the sides of the window. These
are all akin in tint; the colors of the
window resemble a cluster of roses,
shading from bride to blush and jacue-
minot. In the rear is seen the interior
of a luxuriously appointed little room;
it is labeled: “A boudoir,” and is ar-
ranged to advertise the prevalling
fashions in furnituro and:upholstery.

The room is furnished in rose and.

silver. Its dressing-table is covered
with the elegant convenicnces of a
lady’s toilet, costly in value and dainty
fn design. Tall candles of pink wax
burn in silver sconces at the sides of
the long mirror. The draperies of rich
Jace are carefully looped back from the
glass, to avoldcontact with the flaming
- candles. The mirror reflects the street.
A lady, plainly dressed in black,is
g to push her way through the
crawd, but is blockaded by the women
who are studying the show window.

STUART PHELPS WARD:
=

o

+ Wite—We always have, dear—most
always.

Hnubsnd—'rhnt' most always.
Bat wé can't afford to talk. Time to
talk is for rich folks. You've warmed
my fingers up nicely in your shawl,
girl. T'll goat again.

The street musiclan plays.

“How can I bear to leave thee?
Oné parting kiss I'll give thee,
And thon what e'er befalls me
I'll go where duty calls me."

Lady blockaded in front of the shop-
window starts and stirs.

The musician, reflected in the mirror,
plays on:

*Farcwell, farewell, my own true love.
Farewell—Farc—well"

Lady turns her back on the show
window and urges her way through
the crowd towards the man and- the
woman. [n the mirror her figure re-
places for the moment those of the
street-players. The light of the pink
candles is obscured. The dummy in
crmine and the dummy in rose chiffon
exchange haughty glances over her
head.

\WWoxan in the Crowd—Now, there's
an-air about.that brocade.

Sccond Woman—Give me the chiffon!
It's the fashionable shade.

First Woman—1I'll tell my husband he
shan't have any peace till he fits me
up a room like that yonder. He's goin’
to begin with the silver hairbrush
come Christmas.

Second Woman (sighing)—But then
the children clutter and muss so! Do
you think it would pay for the botheg?
I'd rathier have that real erminc opera
cloak. It's marked four hundred dol-
lars.

Henry Holt plays:
“In the beauty of the lllles
Christ was born acrosy the sea

With a glory in His bosom
That transtizures you and me."

(Lady with sighs of emotion stops in
front of the street musician, and silent-
ly observes him). :

She. mtlsqnsek mutweenthe R
AR iR &

crplho Mﬁo'

are seen-—in the
“The man Is pale

there 18 no more. Oh, I‘ﬁs&rryfor
youl”

The lady hurries away. “Maria Holt

looks after her wistfully, as she deftly

‘‘oir, I'M 80 BORRY FOR rou"'

look; his hands are cold and blue; he turns the: silver from the cap lnto
rgises a flute to his lips. then puts It Henry's pocket.-

“down, and trics to warm his fingers.
The woman has a delicate face; she
holds out a cap, somewhat timidly or
proudly, as if she shrank  from the act.
Now and then a passer drops o nickel Never mind my. train.

Her eyes fill. Henry plays and sings:

“Let us die to make men free!
For God is marching on.*’

Lady, (unexpectedly returning) —
I've given it

or & penny into the cap. The woman TP I can't bear this! [ must know
removes her other hand from the man's something nbout you—why, what's tho

arm, and wraps his fingers in her shawl

to warm them.
The Man—Cold, Maria? .
- Wife—Not so very, Henry.
. Husband—Tired, girl.
Wife—Standing hurts me a

. But I don’t mind.

Husband—It Is pretty cold. It comes
L ol heard me cry before—have you, Henry?

‘come: by mysel{! 'Oh, Lord, if I could b

‘hard—draggin’ you out.

get about alone!
. Wife—Now, Henryl '
Why you know I don't mind it—mu.
1 like to come alongof  you.
does me good t6 get- uunlr.

14 up this winter, I'm , thinkin',
snd—1"l take Molly ni 't!rm
out, Maria. .
‘in ‘tow like = little-

‘mansge;
mlwﬁ That {at customer X

;on. her

manage. ;..:? Wi

Dear H 1

X Only. the
. stormy dsys—and you sin't fit- to .play'

when it storms, yonrself. Youwiil have
5 “ 1

’Don’tyouiool
her side .

‘Hus (non chmhn)—-Yu;
mv-ommngm about it. !ionhm;-;:
WRYS S6W W ou can-get the jo Lady—You don't look asif you ought
Molly can mdfomo- 1 #ove tobogoingthia. Youlo.‘o.klbm beg-

matter? Why, you poor wwoman! What
ails you?

Maria ‘Holt (bursting into tcars)—
) It's the .

i words you said! Nobody else—for so
little. long—and we have had such a.hard
pull!—Oh, don’t mind me! Oh, Iam
ashamed—Henry, Henry, I'm ashamed

Oh, it's the words you said!

of myself! Idon't know wlenever he's
‘But it's the words you sa

Lady (much movedy)~The words I

Such a little com-
mon human-—ch, you poor woman!

& shuale Holt puts down his flute. His'

face works pathetically.. He

sald? Oh—that!

rolh‘hia eyes helplessly towards Maria,

Then, with the most exgunisite motion
by which knight or gentleman could
express reverence or tendernéss’ for
s for
. the cheek of his. wife, and strokes it

. women, the stréet musieisn
wlth the palm of his blue hand.

A crowd has begun to-thickenaround
Benry. erh and the lady; but neither

9;)”:1- twsre of it.
('mily uu lho snd
o! the presence of ‘observers: .

;- Lady—Tell me all about it! . Tell.
mdmthu ‘how: it happens. . Why are you n‘ﬁ:
i this? You sre Americans—:

Henry (interrupting)—New Enmd,

born and bred.

' ging on the street.

e

-y

: mttar.

wife ud(;ﬁim-

the worid. He show- 10 consciousness

Maria—There, thers, dml She don't

knotv.  She don't understand. Madaml
my h\ubnndhsmudoun. He isnota
beggar. . He works hard fors l!ﬂng
Try it and see—all woathers.

Maria Holt raises herself wlth dig-
nity and with a trembling im'eﬁnger
points at her husband's eyes.

Lady—Blind? - :

Maria nods silently. 4

Lady (overcome)—Oh, T beg your par-.
don! Oh, you poor peoplel I beg your
pardon with all my heart.

The Street Musician (bowing' with a
m;q grace)—Madam, you hne it from -
mine.

Lady—Tell me how it came nbont—
this: great misfortune. Do i
telling me? I will try not to uﬂ.yom-
feelings so'stupidly again. * - *

Henry Holt (drawing himself creot)—
Yes, ma'am, I will tell you. It hap-

pened  thirty yéars ago, but it don’t

need thirty words to tell it. Seems:to
me, ma'am (smiling) if you'll excusé

me.yoll'rethnonethutdon'tuool us

two!

The street musiclan 1ifts his purple
fingers to his sightless eyes and then,
with a superb gesture, points in silence
to a.faded decoration pinned upon his
shrunken breast. It is the badge of
the Grand Army of the Republic. .

The crowd about the group has slow-
ly increased. &ilver begins to fall into
the street-player's cap. There is a gap
among the womenat the show window.

Maria Holt looks through this gap.
Her wan eyes raise themselves to the
ermine opera cloak with instinctive
feminine attention; she glances at the
pink and silver room. The blind man's
pule face turns blankly in the same di-
rection. To him -alone of all the péo~
ple before the window its.luxurious
display appeals without arousing in-
terest. The dummy in ermine and the
dummy in chiffon regard him scorn-
fully.

The First Woman in the Crowd—It's
o hand organ, I guess. Isn't there a
monkey? I dote on monkeys.

Second Woman—It isn’t a monkey.
i:z only a little man. with a flute,

he army :
Henry ‘Holt fch ily phylng Y

Doodle. Finishes the strain oonsdn‘
- zionly before ho speaks)—Excuse B

ma'am, it secms to be silver that's 1::%

ing in. I know it by the note it strikes,

I want to earn what I take. I don't
beg. Iama musician. ‘T used to play

in bands. I've always been fond of 2

music. Yes, ma'am. [ lost my eyea in
the war; onec of ‘em.

Maria " Holt—The other followed;
come {lve years; That was when wo
was first married, so I. know. I was
young then, a slip of a girl. " It came
dreadful hard on us.

Lady-Is he quite blind?

llenry—I am quite blind. One cye-
don't look it, they say. Some folks
think I'm shamming, but they're folks
that .don’t know anything. I got a
piece of a sholl at Antictam.

Lady—But the United States doesnot

leave its blind soldiers to be—play on
the streets—on public sympathy—fcr a
living. \What Is'your pension?

Henry (smiling)—I don’t get the pen~
sion for serious disability. What I get
just about pays our rent. It don't
clothe nor feed us. T don’t get a blind
man's pension.  But we get along
sometimes quite well. It . dcpends
some on whether my wife can geta job,
and thenthere's the weather. I ain'tso
strong as I was before the war. Idon’t
stand bad weather. I have the pnen-
monia—and that's ‘expensive. There's
a hitch about my - pension, you see. I
used” to think it would come round.
But we've given up bothering, haven’t
we, Maria?

Maoria(apathetically)—Yes,itonlyriles

“you up and disappoints you. Nothing

comes of it.

Lady — Weren‘t you honcrably dis-
charged?

Veteran (proudly)—Madam?

Lady—Well—of course—but I mean—

Wife—It's something about a_sur-
geon. He died.

Henry (recoverlng himself :nd smil-
ing)—8o0 he doesn’t ‘find it convenient
to testify.  His testimony is lacking.

Lady—Ah! A flaw in your pénsion
papers?

Veteran—That's about tho size ol it

Lady (gently)—Hard! = -

Veteran—Well, yes. But !!e’rq ldnd
oif;sed to It. lt h hard, thongh—lome-
titmes. -

.Lady—How many children haye.yon? g

Henry; (eamrly)—-’l‘hm s Molly!

Maria—And the two little ones. Wo
had two older boys. ‘They dlod. o
droinage waa'bad ivhere we lived. | We
tried to save on rent those duyn Wo
don't—since. -

Lady—Do' you mske a Hwing? Do
you suffer? Buvgyauclotheu’? A fire?
Food enough? How ma k‘t"ﬂeﬂ did
you serve in? Now vé
and puniber” I must look “into’ thh
How many bnttlel. did yon'

Vet.erun‘ (pnttlnb hﬁ fiute down from -

. his ‘mouthand conbting on;th

‘with his cold fingers)-—Fair Osh.'&.
Ledy~This s pitlf
Veteran=Oh; foliés are kind ouough.
fixings.

“vern Hill, Ball Run, An«ewn. x{\m

at Antlétiim Tigot the she ¥

f 1l I il not h&
"The country—patri people ong’h

do something!

1 get a turkey most every Christmas.

Last year we had cranberry sauce uul

Lady (uotto voce) — He ﬂm his
R = %

lhn,!mm the Crowd—How do you
know that he ain't one.of the fraudu-
lent:¢laima? There's been o good sight,
- more thln thirty-ﬁve thousand of
them. - * -

Lady—1- don't know, but I don’t be-

leve {t; and I can look him up.
. Gentleman from the -Crowd—DPIll
spare-you the “trouble.. I' know" the
man,  T'm g neighbor of his, in away.
-J teack in his ward.  His children come
touymhool I know ahout the fam-
ily.: {Theymhonut people. It is «ll
-Justas hosays, -

Lady—1 will see you .again. Youn
shal] hiear from me. I will remember
—and‘'the children!. The bol!dayn are
coming along.

iria—Yes.» We do mind it when
can't make ‘Christmas for the chil-
dreti. “That's the hardest. Now,” he
. about ‘Molly. I don't see how I
;that child go on the street with
m. Her little. winter sack’s worn to
. “it's” past mending, ‘and T've cut

ove the ﬂ;nneh I've got.  It's no
‘pla fgi‘ Moll tnyhow, but I ain’t
very'st AN -—(shewhhpemd).
W 5, ly—Oh! wrlnga thewomn's

ry (mechnnienl)y oouﬂng on thc

Bull Run, Antjetam—

the jtreet player gropes)—8a, good-by;
‘1 shan't forget you. .. Your:coun-
try nsn 't {orgotten yon. eit'her. I
don’} belicve it! =~ - 3

Vi ran (smillng nllghﬁy) D-m‘t

lookfng that wayt' ;-
Mdria—Ma'am, " he dng;. t00. You
ouglft to hear him_ _sing before you go.
My husband is s born musiclan. He
his ‘money's: worth. oughb

Row. about that. 23
(ﬂattereﬂ)——’Now. ;

wifetis so foolish about-me. W
are, you know.: (Playsand
{ ¥ xymm ‘tis of thee,

 of the flute)—Fair Oaks, unlvorn-

(extending her ba <
y ng her hand, for whlch hat, and bends his uncovered head be-
: fm the window.

“crowd seeing the action of the blind

—Well, ldon- “blcmo }'ou for :

.-rather get 'em myself.

Molly—S8bo it's oneof your own poems,
father?

aenry—-u (pzoel:l it's one of mine.

olly udly)—It is a pretty !

Sing it again, father. Fove

Henry (sings)—

“Oh, the wife, and the homo and the bables!

T love them from morning till night.”

Molly (in an undertone)—Mother sald |

1t was just as well that new baby died.
Bnt. she crled when she said so. -

o!suoh

“Molly—But'it's been so munh easler,
since we had the lady, father.
Henry—God bless her! :
Molly (quaintly)—Yes, I should think
He'd enjoy that.
Henry plays:
God rest ye merry gentlemen,
Let nothing you dismay. 3
For Jesus Christ our Saviour=— -
Molly (interrupting so!t.ly)—-!‘l.thu'
the people at the window aroc. tnrnln(
this way, They're looking atus. I
see through the crowd of ’em.” Oh; b-

‘therl TherelsbsbyChrianthowln-

dow!

The Street - Player (wiltfnlly)—h
there. Molly?

Molly. (plalntively)—l wish you coild
see him, father! i

Henry (slowly turning his ‘blank
eyes toward the window)—It seems as
if.I did, Molly. (He remaves his faded

Severa.l men in the

pl.yer, do the same.) /.

;Molly—It's such a pretty little
Jesuh. father] And there's presents
hung round over His head. I wonder
if He'll get any. Do you s'pose the lady
iwill send us any more come this Chrhb-
mas?

Father (beginning to play restless-
ly)—I guess likely, Molly. But I'd
(He plays
eagerly:)

. .For Jesus Christ our Saviour—

~Molly—Father! Father! Lool, look!
- Henry—Molly, be stilll - I shan’t

wuﬂm of nbo-tyl

3 earuyou a supper if you .go on like

(Sternly) I shall lose my reputa-

a musician, Mollyl- (To hinnlt) o

: uy-.look look! Ix I eould-

FOR FREEDOM’S8 SAKE AND THOSBE BLIND EYES HE GAVE FOR IT.

and children's wear, all of white, ex-
quisitely trimmed ‘with costly lace.
Holiday gifts for very young children
are scattered amoug the baby clothes.

.The rear and floor of .the window are

given up to a solemn spectacular ef-
- fect. There is a grotto; and a manger
rudely carved in rock.  Oxcn are chew-
ing their hay on oue side. On the other
kneel the three Magi in gorgeous tur-
bans and draperies; they present
myrrh, - frankincense  and gold. Hum-
“‘ble, Jewish - flgures—a ' man and .a
,woman—lean over the manger. THE
woman is young and fair.’ 1n the man-
ger. lies o 8leeping ‘babe.: A powerful
electric jet,. concealed below, throwsa
lory upon the face and head of 'the
child: © ‘All: the' light' in the' window
comes from this jot. A crowd is col.
lectsd before the window. The people
talk'softly. ' Bude'men and delicate 1a-
dies stand side by side.: Not.an oath is
heard nora peevish exclamation. Many
people look silently into the window.

'l‘llo street player comes to his stand

pod the cnrb-ntone. Bin wﬂo is 'not
beside him.

‘A {little: girl leads hﬁn by the hnnd.
Bhoh decently .dressed and of 8 mod-
est 8 ce.’ Thé player twears'a
“woolen jackef of ‘the kind ‘called cardi-

ho:‘uth his; thh;lqoo‘:. ‘111:3 lc;oka

tbqn formerly; but ace

MW sflroh of deep mxle’by,
He l'pukmr o

enry. ‘Holt~—Moll y, dld you
at? er seemed quife bright, w'henyoh
er’you ‘left 'me “on’ that
eohlrtawﬂhfor you? She's been so
% ”.lngu 1. It worries me.
tight as’ silver, fatherl
Shob mtoull you. She said she

_ wraa sure she'd be out again by Uhrist-

mas. Play something jolly, father!

crowd parts before her. She speaksa
word here and there to right and left,
as she comes through. She looks agi-
tated and happy. Her delicato face
has a beautiful expréssion. She ¢omes
up to the street player and lays her
hand upon-his arm. - She speaks:

“Mr. Holt, don’t be too much disap-
pointed—’ '

Henry (patiently)—I've lived too long
to be disappointed. That's for young
folks.

Lady—If it shouldn't come out as I
hope—but I do hope. And the senator
says I may hope. In fact he writes—
here is the letter—that he is justas
good as sure.

The Veteran (flushing pitifully)—Oh,
you don’t mean the pension.

Lady —Yes. I mean the pension~the
full pension. All'that belongs to you

~—that part of what the country owes

to you. -That part of the big, deep,
terrible debt. = The letter says he
hopes it 1sn't too late to set a great
wrong right.' He hépes before long
—perhaps by New Year's—sooner than
we expected—

The Veteran—Oh, my God!

The soldier ‘'weaps upon the street,
before all, the people. They crowd
u-oundhhn, At a sign ﬁomthehdy
money nhu into the cap in Mouy’l
hand. g

Molly — Father! It's growing so
heavy I can't hold it! And there'’s
bills— Ohﬁthasill blow away!

A Voic§ (fromi the crowd)—That's
for Christmas’ sake!

Another Voice—That's for his own
sakel

The Lady—For honor's sake.

A Voice—For freedom's sake, and
them blind cyes he gave for it

before '.he lady.

- plar th, and wag
‘sowellnﬂsﬂodwltb ‘Gods country,” -
‘ulwwuplundtotennit, that he-

; mum.—N Y.

- S e "

Henry—Ma'am? = ° e ' Eenry playlluddngl: The V.
o mataal D et S m&.m... T i Yoyl iy
(0 ? ond The Crowd—For their sakes! {
v dldn:tmuuh. Bhe ain't that kind of wﬁn& cranberry sauce on Christ- - vm“%fzguw :E;:.““- Molly—Fatherl I camnot hld the
Madam— 48 of"‘ 'am, thmwuthlrty-ﬁn trom morning to night. “rf-'h, m;°_com“ve mt w:“ '3.':“ ;nal";

His face n\uhu “from whlntopu- busan uthoha&tim!lnqulm}. Moy~ ttn_ptanewmz,hthm them a song. ry

le. His flute to the pavement. IO A Que of the delayed list. Don't (ea. Ecomposed it last week,  Tho Crowd—Give us a tune! Give ué

e b Sy et W it el o ey, o
::;;h.w speaks in ‘a crooning %o it 1t depends s much on tg :,::ﬁ_;" I néver can write  The Veteran (trying to compose hims

self)—Ma'am? Yes. ' try. Molly?
Here, little girl. Molly? [ wish y.
mother was here. Ma'am? Yes. [wi
try again. (Sings)
My country, 'tis of thee,
Sweet land of liberty— >
.wakeu. and begins once more, trem-
nlonslr
My Saviour, 'tis of Thee—
ﬁv‘fops. and removes his hat ngdn.

#‘Madam, I've lost my head. I don’t

. ‘know which is which.”

“ Henry (dully)-—Yel. that's the worss
things.

THe Lady (smiling through hertears)
~It doesn't matfer. Either willdo. -

The face of thic street player ullq
into his hands. His bowed figure be

“MADAM, I'VE LOST MY HEAD. I DON'?
now WHICH FEOM WHICH.”

Wit.h 8 _gesturé
she steps aside. The crowd parts. The
light from the head and face ‘of' the
child in the manger falls in a broad
white ray upon the veteran. The sol:
dier can be heard sobbing.

A Voice from the Crowd—Lord, I
could ery myself!

The Lady—Let us pass, good people.
if you please.

Molly—Father, fsther! What will
mother say? The lady says she’ll lead
you home. May I run on before? ‘T -
only want to stay a minute to see that
cunning little Jesus—there! Good-by,
Aittic Jrang] (Throws akiss at the child
in the window and rons an.)
. The ladyand the veteran foilow slow-
1y, smiling as they go. - ’

settled permanently in McLean county,
‘becoming' a fixture upon the farm ot
Ezra Miles, 8 well-to-do planter.

Neptune was gray-haired and h:y
when he bargained for this place, and’
time -did not improve his value asa
servant. He was good natared, faith-
ful after his fashion, and . apparently
much attached to Mr. Miles, but noth-
ing could persuade him to imitate tbe
bee in industry.

One year passed and another, and stm
Neptune remzined, while his content-
ment was a real comfort to behold.
Nothing in the world troubled him ex-
cept a delay'in serving his meals, and
as this rarcly happcned his screnitv
practically remained unbroken.

The negro was coal black when he
wrst entered Mr. Miles' home, and he
secmed to talke on deepér shades as his
hair whitened. Dut the latter was the
orly sign he gave of advancing age.
Me was thin, tall, ercet and active—
when moving towurd the house at din-
ner time. Day after day, though, he
became lazier; yet there were those
who knew him that declared he had
reached the lowest possible descending
point in the first year. Mr. Miles even,
who was one of the most forbearing
men in the world, could finally stand;
it no longer and resoived on drastric
measures, Coming up with the darky
in the barn when he should have been
out in the field, he said sternly:

‘‘See here, Nep, you are not worth
your salt. You are discharged. Get
yourself off at once.”

The old negro, who had been leaning
out of a window looking dreamily upon
the landscape, now turned about, re-
garded Mr. Miles half curiously for a
moment, and then shogk his head neg-
atively.

“Kain' do it, Marse Ezry. It tecks
two ter meck er barg’in, 'm’ I ain’ er
gwine ter fling erway er job I's hilt
nigh onter twenty -year, comin’ nex’
Jinnerwerry. I laiks de place mighty
well, 'n' reckons Pl stay ontwell L.
dies.” Here Neptune turned to go
away, having rejected what he consid-
ered an undesirable proposition.

“‘Come jback here,” cried Mr. Mﬂes.
angrily. “If you talk to me that way
I'll thrash you.” -

The negro halted, moved half nbout..
and answered, reflectively:

“Dat you kin do, Marse Ezry, bekase
it on't tecks one ter do the lammin';
but it sho'ly do tek two ter meck a bar-:
gain, 'n’ I ain’t sich er blame fool 's ter
frow up dis er pl :

And stay old Neptnno did to end ,
ot his days, %er-ulded 10 the last that. L
the right of the employe to remain was, {
as potent as that of the employerto ‘
discharge.~—Chicago Tribune. i

_Btrictly Honest.
Housekeeper—Half  the’ things yqu
wash are torn to pleces. . e
Washerwoman—Yes, mnm. bntwhen\
a thing is torn in two or more. pieces,,
mum, I count exlx‘:l’gs only one piece,

Morton—Are you sure thlt Penmn

is really reconciled with his wife? ! '
Crandall—Yes, I am sure of it, for dl?
ads what he writes and he eats wha
¢ cooks.~Truth.

- —— v - s ———




