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LOST! DECEMBER 25th. CHRISTMAS IN
THE NAVY.

WRITTEN FOR THS MORNING CALL BY OCTAVE THANET.
There's No Place Like Home,

After AU, on Christmas Day.

The Morning Wa'ch— A Bailor's Breakf.st.
Chur *h Service at Sea— The Routine of a

Man-of-war— A Christmas Sinner.

in its personnel than did the wooden
frigates aud liveof battle ships thirty years
ago. The men of our "white squadron"
are young iv years, but they are vastly su-
perior in knowledge to the "grim sea dogs"
who pulled a rope or stopped a ball in tho
days when ships fought yard arm to yard
arm. Jack has learned to-day that tue
steel projectile is superior to the boarding
pike. He has beeu taught to use bis head
as well as his bands, and be understands
tbat. io war efficiency in handling a Hotch-
kiss gun would be more valuable than skill
with tbe cutlass. Apprentice boys on any
of our cruisers can give a surprisingly accu-
rate description of the armament. Ivthe
engine and furnace rooms there is the same
familiarity with the dyuamo, distilling ap-
paratus, forced draught and other improve-
ments in steam navigation that the sailor
on the gun deck shows in explaining the
hydraulic recoil buffer of the gravity gun
carriage.

But this is Christmas morning, and at
"quarters" the officers may substitute for

gas-light— the beautiful blue velvet front of
him is besmeared withcream only partially
removed by the dish-cloth.

"He's tipped the ice-cream over on him-
self from greediness, ma'am." says Teena
severely, while CTra wretched Regjy hangs
his head ;"yes, Reggy, you know it. This
here's the fourth time you've come in for
things to eat. A whole plate of grapes, and
the ginger aud prunes and three saucers of
ice-cream, 1saw with my own eyes, Jand
turkey and salad, and two of them paper
cases with oysters! IfMrs. Feretzle wants
to give a party when she knows the family's
in affliction she ought toget her own victuals
with iier own money, Isay! Yes ma'am;
he pulled the ice-cream over him, he did!"

"They weren't for Mrs. Feretzle," sobs
Beggy.

"Who is Itfor, then?" says Miss Celia.
Reggy hangs bis head in her gown; the

answer come* in sobs
—

"It—lt's—for—mv
—

little 'dopted sister!"
Four women at once cried or screamed or

groaned at him, Mrs. Rollins, Lizzie, Teena
and Maddox (by this time all in the hall),
aud the one man said : "Boy!w hat do you
mean?" Bnt one woman caught the little
fellow in her arms, a woman white as the
spilled cream, saving very gently: "Reggy,
never mind, dear, where is your little
adopted sister ?"\u25a0

"She's over to Mrs. Feretzle's now," said
Reggy,

"
'cause she got tr. crying for her

mamma. But she's been all the morning in
the stable with me ami the donkey, and then
1looked her to Mrs. Feretzle's— and— and
itwas her dinner 1was getting ready. But
she feels bad and says she wants to go
home; but maybe IfIget hor the type-
writer she'll stay."

"And what is your sister's name, Reggy ?"
said Miss Celia.

"Why, Gracie Brace, of course." said theyoung pirate. "Santa Claus wouldn't give
me any 'dopted sister, so Itooked her."

Not then, but afterward, they learned all
about it—how Gracie had seen B-ggy and
ruu around the house to htm, and been lured
away to be his little sister and see his don-

JPTEB
I.

\u25a0s celia wilder
d uot stop at the public
brary, as her custom
as, on her way up the
ill; yet she had in-
•jided to stop. Though

was the day before j
hristmas and Miss Celia
idles she stillhad ennujih :

her pncket to pay her ,
tie car that creaked at d
past her— a r.d bhirr in

the winter dusk— rraiumcil like a beehive.
Ilowever, she would not ride, sh.* would
walk and go into th*>library for the

"
Crime

Ot Sylvestre lionard," to be finished aim left
there fr.r her to-day by Mrs. BoUias.

Indeed, sbe did walk as tar as the li-
brary and paused outside the door. The
library is a thin, high brick building, with
an unhappy accident of a tower inone fide,
bnt Miss Celia admired it because ber father
had given it to the town. .She loiked now
with a sentiment approaching to fondness
on the great oaken doors and the little shops

which IIired in frout. Clue shop was a milli-
ner's ami tbe other a confectioner*-, and in
tne lalior window was a glitter of Iced
cakes and sugar forms, ali under the eye of
a Santa Claus uprt aring a Christmas-tree.

Had there not been this window Miss
Celia would have gin» in for her book; be- RS'G-DOSG

I
ong 1 Four
Six o'clock

liter's in'orii-
d Christmas
s fairly lie-
r Jack, far
ea.

•ju tue unuge me quartermaster at the
wheel lias no thought apparently beyond
the comuass in the lighted binnacle before
him;the officer of the deck, in rubber coat
and boots, stands beside him on the bridge,
looking olf through the gloom across the
waste of heaving water, or giving a glance
aloft now and then at the bellying sails, and
again ahead at the lookouts by the bowsprit.
The green and red lights in the starboard

the arm or fire drills tlie simple seivice of
the church. The men are mustered aft on
the gun deck, and the chaplain, standing a
little apart from the officers, at the foot of
the companion hatch, reads the impressive
ritual. Then he prays for the safety of the
good ship and her crew and for tbe dear
ones ashore. The sermon is a short one, but
it goes home to every one before hiiu ; for
he tells the simple story of the cross, of the
Christ-child, borne earthward on that won-

A Little Christmas Mending.

again, until the order, following qulcklv:
"Lay down from aloft!" Then down the
shrouds and backstays to the deck. Then
the yards are trimmed and down tlio watchgo again to make all snug below.

The windisrisine fast now. Ithas shifted
a point more to the eastward and will soon
blow a gale. Hatches are covered, ports
closed, and every gun fastening in-pectedto
see that the battery can by no chance get
adrift during tlie storm. For tbere is no
doubt now that, as Jack would say, "itis
coining on tv blow," and every precaution istaken to make the ship secure. The day-
light of this wintry day has goue; the elec-
tric current is turned on again ;in the smok-
ingcorner of the gun deck the i.fficers aregathered, making themselves as comfortableas the violent rollingof the ship willpermit*
while forward the men were keeping as nearthe galley fires as possible.
Ifthis Christmas story seems to neglect

the ward-room and officers' mess, it is not
from lack of appreciation. There is no bet-
ter type of the Aineiican gentleman than a
naval officer; but itis upon the brawny arm
and loyal heart of Jack that the efficiency ofthe navy depends, and this holiday yarn
shall be of him and his surroundings.

Supper is eaten at 5 o'clock. Then thegun-deck is swept down aud everything is
made snug for the night. The men off
watch light their pines again and many a
reminisence is exchanged ofChristmas days
inother seas and ports. There were holi-
days in the navy-yard, when the sailor had
"shore leave" and Improved every minute ofit; days in the tropics, where a blazing sun
shone down upon green palms, long stretches
of white sand and a curling line of rollers
breaking over coral reefs. Oilier days are
remembered spent on board water-fogged
merchant shins and storm-swept pilot boats,
and, rarest of all, a Christmas day at home
with wife and little ones.
tit is a wild night. The tramp of the

watch across the deck anu the rattle ofblocks and tackle can be heard above thehowling wind and tiie crash of waves that
smite the cruiser's side with a force that
sends the water inspurts through the closedgun port3. The ship rides tlie gale well, but
she still carries tiro much sail; and tlie
boatswain's whistle is heard again with the
order: "A-all hands shorten sail!" On
deck again ;a piillat lines and braces ;and
up into the blackness go the topmen. Every
stitch of canvass is taken in this time, aud
ina darkness so intense that the men can-
not see each other on the yard. Itis bitterly
cold, too, and when the Lieutenant's trum-
pet sounds the welcome order, "Lav in!"
they do Itwith a will. On such a night as
thia many a topman has losiountrol of his
lingers and tumbled into the sea beyond
help.

The cruiser, under bare pole.*, rides easier
now. Nine o'clock comes. And at the
stroke of two bells tbe bugle sounds tattoo;
taps follow; hammocks are slung on the
guv deck; and Jack can sleep again. Chris-
uias for liiiu has cume and gone; and ten toone every sailor-man in those long rows of
swinging hammocks takes a trio home be-
fore he goes to sleep. Tliere is no place likehome at Christmas! c hills wabke.v.
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MY AIOI.NINU STAtt AX CHRISTMAS.

Writteu for Tarn Morning Call.

mUKHK
isa star In vault uf heaven

Tbat shines aud smiles o'er land aud sea,
So clear and tranquil, ever beaming.

And wellIknow lt shines fnr me,
Tho* all tbe worldmay see its brightness,

Tbo' Ube sel among tbe spheres
To ever slug in endless rhythm

'll.e harmonies af countless years. •*-\u25a0\u25a0 *\u25a0*<
Wheu this our glube but spun lvalums

Around the central burning sou,
I- -.1. well 1 know my star was lending

Its rays to light the course begun;
Su v ht iiirum Chaos forth came Nature,

And Nature's fairest child, the Butt,
Mi star -tillshone thru' thousand ages

And wat bed the generations' birth.
Tho' other srheresbave shut from heaven.

With fires extinct., to depths of night.
And newer worlds have crew hile risen.

And wand'rlng p auets come to light.
Mystar, uuchanged, still sends its gleaming.

And shines and smiles as wheu at lirst
With hosts supernal beamed Its welcome

When this young Ear th, au orb, outburst.
Tho' myriad cycles have swept o'er it,

Tho' old the song Creation snog.
From uutIts path, unchanged, unchanging,
ltshines and smiles as ever young.

O, Star of Morning! now down-looking
On one so lowly 'ueath thyray.

Two thousand years a^o th__Dearning

As worship fell o'er htm w-W lay
Within the manger, newly breathing

This mortal air of earthly chill.
The ISabe whose a^n had uo beginning.

Who was when thou wert uothiug -jtilL
Now soon again the day iscoining.

The blessed day when Ife was born,
And thou wilt still be shining, smiling.

My Star of Peace, my Star of Mora r
And now Isee thee in the heavens.

And know thee set beneath HisTeet,
Yet stiil Ilove to deem, while musing.

Thou art my star, my guardian sw©c\
O, give me strength from thy strong .V ire.

O. giveme calm Trom thy calm ray, \
Audthus, sereue, O, lead me upward,

'
M> star that shines ror me aiway.

I/tCCtUbCr, ISM. J L'LIACLINTUN "uNKi.

BEFORE THE WAR.
Christ mas Celebrations on the

Old Plantations.

Before the war Christmas was one day of
all days, or rather a pastoral Saturnalia that
set dull care at defiance. From Christmas
day to Twelfth night—popularly known
as "Old Christmas"- the only work done
was that of charily or necessity. December
was taken up with getting ready for the
holidays. Axes rang merrily at every wood-
side; wagons piled high with oak and hick-
ory logs cut deep ruts iv the soft plantation
roi.ds, and at last made them quagmires
Sometimes the wood-pile covered half an
acre. Children white and black took peril-

ous rides on the long pliant saplings project-
ing from each end. When itcame to be cut
iuto fire lengths tliere was fun indeed. The

choppers raced oue with another. On the
big hickory back-logs tl.ey showed dark,
perspiring silhouettes in half-rims of gleaui-
iugsteel. So rapid were their motions that
the eye quite lost the outline of an ax and
arm. That, of course, only thrcugh tim
race ;but "all day long the big logs melted
into lire-wood that was stacked and piled
at the back and front doors. Wood-
sheds are unknown there, but the saddle-
house was half tilled with clean, new.
s-weet-sniu'.ling chip? to kindle rires with
if there came rain ur suuw. Fiekiug

"*"
them up was the children's part. When tiie
saddle-luiu-e batik got higiror than their
small h. ad-, the;, began to pile them in the
kitchen, where black mammy was baking
Christmas cake. Each basketful was worth
a lump of spgar, not the tasteless white
sugar of tliis era, but a generous bit as big
as your list from the heart uf the hogshead
of live, coarse-grained, brown sweetness
that was uot a month away from its native
Louisiana plantation. UIcourse there was
white sugar for frosting, and so on.

All houses were open houses. Tlie younj.
folk went nightly from one to another to
dance or play the old fashioned ring games.
Wheu New Year's came, tlie Best pious peo-
ple watch. d it in with hvinusund prayers.
Those mt so pious danced the old year out,
aud slept deeply into tlie morningnt the new
one. So time, flew velvet-winged tillTwelfth
night came. There was little dancing .-t play
upon it, partly because of weariness, more
because everybody wasted to be fre-.li for
the SUiof January balls. "Jackson's Day

"
ranked with the Fourth of July. Whoso
did not honor it was poor spirited indeed.
So cards and question games engaged tlie
merry-makers until midnight struck. Then
everybody scrambled after a lantern-bearer
to the tow-pen to lind out whether or nut
cattle really did kneel upon Old Christmas.
Derision lay usually in the mind of tlio in-
vestigator. Believers in the tradition found
the attitudes of the restiug ruminants won-
derfully devout, lnlideis declared llieie
could uot be much worshipinkneeling upon
hams. The dispute was lively enough to
keep all hands awake till they got homo. .

I'he darkies never drrjibted. Indeed, their
faithin cow prayers was only equaled by
their faith in tlie devil's mark ou a hog. In-
side the foreleg there are* live small curious
indentations that the negroes say show
where the devils went in possess them. If
the holes get li.led wiih foreign substance*
the animal pines and dies. At least planta-
tion swine-herds would tell you so to a man.
The race is, in fact, born to believe. Free-
dom and free schools have sadly put down
tlieir Christmas, hut faith iv the miracle of
the manger remains.— Harper's Bazar.

Count yen Moltke attributes his attain-
ment of old age to

"
God's mercy and mode-

ration in all things." He specially advises
that no one shall ever spend a whole day in-
doors. not even ifthe day be rainy.

word on the subject. But when he camo
to his prayers at nipht (such a quiet, good
little boy as be was all through dinner and
the evening!) he added an original post-
script: "Please God give Reguy a little
'dopted sister, that can ride on a donkey I"

Miss Celia made no comment. Itwas one
of the times when she lelt how hard it was
to d< cide on the right course for a boy.

Downstairs she took out Reggv's note to
Santa Claus. On a very smu.lgy and crum-
pled sheet of paper was written :

Dear Sonta Clmis: Iwant a 111 tie sinter and
a doukey ami a little cart, and a type-wilier like
Maddox'** niece plays on at the \u25a0 nice. Mysunly
wants a good 111Lie boy, may oe 1 willdo. Henry
Feretzle wants a fur cave to keep him ..ami
when lie dilves aunty. Teena wants an easier
place wheie they have dinner in the middle of
Ihe day, but Iguess she wns mad when she said
that so you don't need lo mind, bin she truly
wauls a photograph album. Mrs. Feretzle wauls
a tea-keitle, the cover has come off of hers and
she don't know aoy Jbingltsti so she caul buy one
do.niiov.il,hut you eau talk Swedish, can't you?
Ana 1 waula little sister most of all. Maddux
wauls a good little boy, 100, like aunty. Lizzie,
our second gill. Una never saw Saiita Claus,
warns a new can and an umbrella, and idease
don't fniti-i 1 wain a little slsier. Maddox
write* this, but Iwrite my name myself. (Be-
luw in Keisgy'-r ci\u0084lijirumile hand was: 1 hive
you Sauly Cms.) BEQGT.

"Poor little pet iamb!" said Miss Wilder
tenderly, "1hope ho will forget about the
sister aud be content with the donkey aud
the typewriter his uncle has sent him. Now
the other tilings—lbelieveIhave everything
except the teapot. How like Maddox lo
nevei say a word for herself. 1hope she'll
iike her dress." Thus thiuking, she called
Maddux to consult with her about the tea-
kettle.

Generally. Maddox (from long and careful
"knowing her piace") looked uo more ex-
pressive ihan the wooden woman who comes
out to announce pleasant weather in some
toy barometers, but to-nigh: there was a dab
of red on each cheek and a queer, tlickeiing
brightness ivher pale eyps.

"Miss Celia, 1 was e-.nnitig to tell you,"
she began in her ordinary voice, but her
hands were plucking at ncr apron, "there
is some— news!"

"News!" repeated Miss Celia. while her
heart wentseeking timorously for possible
los*. or sorrow ;for this is the cruel ghost of
ifllictiou that we shall ever afterward be
aIrani.
"1 have been doing what 'tis like you

wont approve, Miss Celia," Maddox con-tinued, stolidly. "I know Mrs. Brace's
nurse-girl. Iknew her before sue went to
Mr-. Brace, she bring Mrs. Feretzle's sister,
and so she suiuetimes conies here of an
evening. And she was here this evening.
And 1let her talk about her mistress."

"That was Wrong, Maddox," said Miss
Celia, witlidry lips."Yes, nia'am, but tha subject came up
unbeknownst to me. She says Mrs. Brace
is a very kind lady."

Miss Celts only lilted her hand.
"That aiu'l it.Miss Celia. Mrs. Brace is

in mourning now ami
—

it's for her mother,
Miss Celia."

Dead! A wicked woman Celia believed
her; hut her sins were gone to that solemn
audit where the cleanest of souls must need
mercy.

"God forgive her!" said Celia.
"Yes, ma'am," said Maddox, inall sincer-

ity, "bho died very so-denly, in Taris, a
month ago come to-morrow*. You know* she
was married again. Miss Celia, to a French
gentleman- so they buried her there, and
scut all her papers aud things tn Mrs. Brace,
ami Elna says there is something in thesepapers about yon, uid she thinks Mrs. Brace
wants to make friends—"

The red. rept into Celia's cheek; she drew
up her slim tigure haughtily. You see itU
an easy thing to torgive the dead— the living
are another matter.
"Iwish Mrs. Brace no harm," said Celia,

in a clear t >ne, "but our paths lie apart
She chose it when she would not come to
our father on his death-bed But that is not
why1sent for you, Maddox."

Maddox told I'eeua she felt herself "fair
snapped in two."

CHRISTMAS AZS9KBB OiV Tlie DECK.

drous Chrisimastide, that lias ebbed and
flowed through MOi years. The church
service never seems more solemn than at
sea. Jack may l>e roi-gh aud ready— aye,
and reckless, to-.; he deliberately breaks a
rule of the ship aud is punished by a week
mi irons in tlie "bri^"—but his heart is sim-
ple as a child's, and the chaplain's voice is
to him only au echo ofthe message he hears
in every wind that blows, the love and
power of the God of sun and storm. Thereare traces of tears on many a bronzed cheek
when the chaplain >ays "Amen."

A "mess" on shipboard consists of eigh-
teen or twenty iflen wbo, for convenience,
dine together. They hay*» a cook and his
assistant or "Strieker." The "gear," con-
sisting of plates, knives, forks, spoons, etc,
are kept in wire-faced lockers on the lowerdeck; and at the order, "mess "ear!" the
cooks and strikers swing up the tables.

and port rigging shine bravely, and the
masthead light sends a glimmer down tothedeck, where the men on watch lie about in
sheltered nooks and the sergeant of the
guard walks to aud fro with n semi-military
swing that accommodates itself wonderfullj-
well to the motion ot ihe ship.
Itis a cold gray morning; a sky dark with

hurrying clouds, and the wind blowing in
sharp gusts from the northeast, with a
wicked promise of more before long, driving
sleet and frozen spray full inyour face and
coating the sStnch cruiser with ice from
stem to stern.

The sound of the bell has scarcely died
away when the clear notes of the bugleeome
swelling after, sounding the reveille. Then
tho gruff voices of the boatswain's mates
call:

"
A-all ha-a-ands! Dp allhammocks!"

Everybody turns out—marines, apprentice
boys, firemen, cooks, sailors— each man

On the Bridge.

not say; but Iknow that she fixed her mini
sternly nn certain worldly subjects (tor in-
stance, Peggy's Kindergarten) and heard as
littleas Dr. Rollins' melodious and mag-
netic voice would let her about "the greatest
of ttiese."

Tlie Rnllinses were late in joining her in
the vestibule; the reason for which instantly
appeared, iv spite of Mrs. Rollins' warning
elbow.

"You must excuse us, Miss Wilder," said
the rector, "the fact is Mrs. Dubarry was
just telling us Mrs. Brace's little girl has
been kidnaped

—"
Here, aware of the el-bow, lie turned his mild, inquiring counte-nance on his wife.

She certainly was not so conscientious ashe, for she asked him ifhe was not on her
skirt, which he was nowhere near, and then
took the kidnaping business outof his hands."

Ifshe has any heartat all," thought Mrs.
Rollins, "she'll want to hear about a kid-
naped child! "Yes, Miss Wilder (aloud),
isn't itawful! It is the most mysterious
thine, too. Her father was walking up and
down the hillwith her—just to, let her try
her new tricycle— and almost opposite theirown drive, youknow how the hills slope up
ou that side tlio street, and lmw far back the
house is, so you can see It from the sidewalk—

well, do you know? the little thing wanted
to run home, a minute, to get something or
other to show a playmate that she saw; my
dear, she ran up that asphalt drive, withher
father watching her, aud into the shadow of
the >t"iie porch—you know how dark lt is
with those heavy pillars and the arch andall; she ran tliere— aud that was the last
seen ofher!"

"1don't understand." said Miss Celia;
".-.han't we walk on?"

They walked on, Br. Rollins, in his turn
explaining,

"Mr.Brace, of course, thought the childwas safe, lv the liouse they supposed she
was with him. Ue met—well. Miss Wilder
itwas 1whom he met, and we chatted to-
gether pleasantly. Be is a very cultivated,
noble young fellow, Mr. Brace," (Dr. Rol-
lins could not resist the opportunity), "and
not a bit spoil, dby his money ;Ilike to talk
to him. After he leftme he returned to the
bouse, aud then, lor the first time, dis-
coveici that the child was missing. No one
had st-en her since she left with her father.
Tliere was instant search and inquiry.
Nothing was found. Only as nearly a-i they
could calculate at the time of Graci. 's dis-
appearance, a veiled woman iva loug cloak
was hanging about tlie yard."
"Idon't believe .she took the child," said

Mrs. Boilius; "people dr.n't rig themselves
up iv striking clothes when they are goiug
to kidnap babies."

Miss Celia usked no questions, but in-
wardly she was in a flame. Had itbeen any
Other. woman in tlie lowu she woui.i have
sent Feretzle with proffers of sympathy and
aid; now she was silent; she let thu talk
How over her as a rock does not resist high
tide.

At dinner the very servants were agi-
tated. She could catch whispers in the
butler's pantry. Elua, the Swedish nurse-
maid, had stopped at the kitchen ivpassing,
to tell her story of griei nnd irantic search.
Tlie |olice were sciruriirg tin* town and the
two towns across the river. Every house in
the neiglihorhuod had be-m visited, every
loot of the Braces' huuse and stable searched.
\\ hile they sat at table, with the ii< went
anil light, tln-y could hear the crier sliouliug
a description of the losl child, and presently
they saw a boy run by over the suow, with
his arms heaped with posters.

Dr.Rollins said: "That is the boy from
the printing-office with the otter of tiie re-
waid. Five hundred dollars offered. They
willbe pasted all over the city before night-
fall." lie had jiir-treturned liom searching,
having parted from the ladies at Misi
Celia's gale. He was agitated and could
talk of nothing else. Both the Rollins boys

had remained to help, though what they
could do was vague enough.

Even Henry Feretzle had gone; having
presented himself to his mistress aud asked
to g" withEtna "tolook."

Allthe time they could sec people pass-
im:, women as well as men, talkiug eagerly.
Tlie suspicious woman had been arrested,
protesting that she was only a member of
the Sulviitiun Army, and showing some
lurid tracts ivevidence; but she had been
taken to jail, where ut lust accounts she
was exhorting the prisoners.

Miss Celia wished that Dr. Rollins would
not describe the tearless anguish of the
mother, "Who yet thinks of every' one," he
\u25a0•uid, witb moist eyes, "rau after the nurse-
girl with a nhawl, im.de her husband Wke a
cup of coffee

—
and all the time keeps her

senses in the midst of the confusion."
Celia lelt her heart contract. She re-

membered luT father in emergencies— so he
u»ed to art— tliis was his true daughter.

Insensibly she lelt her stony cuutrol giv-
ing way uuder the ude ot sympathy, She
asked questions: "Who was the playmate
that Grace thought she saw?" "Couldn't
Uity discover something from him?"

"1believe tliere is a chance there," cried
Mrs. Rollins. "Wouldn't Reggy know?
Where is he?"

Now Reggy had behaved very queerly.
ne had bt.cn keeu to sit at the table with
his aunty up to that very day;yet immedi-
ately belore diuiier he had sidled up to
whisper that he didn't want to go to the
table; he wanted to stay out with his don-
key. He so carelully avoided giving his
aunt a rear view of his small prison that
she suspected some grievous mishap to his
best clothes— suspicions that grazed cer-
tainty during dinner when she heard
Teena's voice uplifted wraihfully through
the slide.

"1.shouldn't wonder if he has sat down in
tlie pudding," thought Miss Celia.

Never was such a tumultuous dinner
known iv that well-ordered household; the
immaculate Maddox forgetting her cap;
Lizzie trying to pour champagne oul of a
corked bottle, sounds of wreck and crash
twice emerging from the kitchen.

Ordinarily Miss Celia's decorous soul
would have writhed at such service; now
she hardly noticed it. Her whole being was
shaken by distracting emotions

—
pit., anxi-

ety,clinging resentment, long-silent instincts
ol kinship, aud strong and stronger all the
time a frightened tenderness for the Utile
helpless iunoceut child, her very own liitle
niece. Perhaps this minute she was shiver-
ing in some ghastly hovel!

Something rose iv her throat to choke her;
she could not cat ;the wine that she drauk
feverishly might have been wiiter.

Wheu Mrs. Rollins proposed questioning
RcKgy itwas as is the strained cords snap-
ped; neither pride nor anger could hold her
heart iv their leash any longer." Yes, Mrs. Rollins," she said, lifting her
head with a look ou her faded and delicate

jumps into his trousers and shoes, then foldshis hammock and carries it up through thehatches to the nettings in the bulwarks.
Fifteen minutes are allowed for this duty

and fifteen more for coffee and a smokeThen all hands turn to and work until
breakfast time, for a ship's routine never
varies for n holiday. There are decks toscrub as usual, ami before it is light enough
even to turn otf the electric circuit on thespar deck the pumps are working and Jackwith bucket and broom, is making his shin"tidy for the day. r

But it is a healthful exercise after all and
when the bis'n's pipe whistles "mess "ear"
at7:."*oin the morning, the sailor man hasan appetite for breakfast. The meal
which is eaten nt 8 o'clock, consists ordinar-ilyof bacon, beans ur mush, hard tack andblack coffee. For Christmas fare the men
have probably set apart some of their wanesbefore leaving the last port, and if they
have not been long out the mess may pro-
vide bacon and eggs this morning," con-
densed miik for the coffee and canned fruitofsome kind.

Christmas in the Sick Bay.

which consist of a single board, to hooksoverhead, spread oil cloths over them a*idbring on the food. Tbe men of each messsit ou benches ranged on either side of tbetable Ihe dinner on Christmas, like thebreakfast, willdepend entirely on the fore-
thought of tlie men and ihe time that haselapsed since the ship leftport. There may
be fresh meat and vegetables, but the
chances are all in faver of canned goods.
1lain food and plenty of healthful exercise
has made the sailor less exacting in the
choice or a bill of fare than a landsmanwould be; and if this Christmas dinner in-cludes plum duff, with wine sauce and or-anges or apples, he is content.

At1o'clock the men on watch tumble upon dec* and busy themselves about theship, just as on other days. On the gun
deck the men who have four hours "off"can employ their time as they please
Some do a little mending, for Jack is hisown tailor; others read, look over theirditty-boxes, spin yarns or play cards. Nearly
all are sin. king. Banjos and a guitar arebrought out, aud to the rhythmic music of

"Dunno as Iblame her," said Teena.
"It's seven years since ihe old General
died. Iwas second girl then, and Iknow
for a fact how Miss Celia persuaded bim to
alter bis will and leave money to Miss
Grace— that's what she was then. Well, I
dou't guess she could a' been more'u 17
then. AndIremember how, after they had
sent the telegrams, they waited aud waited;
and the General made Miss Olla get out the
papers and find out about trains. Itwas
only from Chicago, fur they were there
then. And he'd keep asking the time, say-
ing, 'Do you think she'll come this time,
daughter?' He did it till the hour before
he died, for Miss Celia never showed him
the telegram she girt.""

Yes, 1 remjhrber," said Maddox, who
had heard the stfcy *plenty «V times before.
But it was the fifetime, forXizzie, the other
auditor, who was curious.

"
Didn't Miss

Celia ever show the telegram?" said she."No, but Iknow. Iknew the telegraph
man, and he told me. It -a*!, T cannot
come,' and not another word."

"So he died," said Lizzie innn awe-struck
voice, "and without seeing her? Good-
ness me !"

"Yes; but the last words he said before
he fell asleep, and he never rightly did
wake up from that sleep, was to give little
Gracie his love. He was suiter wandering
then, and kept thinkiug she was just a l.ttle
thing."

"And did Miss Celia give her his love?"
"lou better b'lieve she didn't," said

Teena energetically ;"nor me neither ifI'd
been inher place. AndIdon't blame her
if she never speaks a mortal word to her."

"But she was so young," urged the more
mercifulMaddox; "and you and Iknow,
Teena, that young girls is awful fools."

So tlie philosophers in the kitchen dis-
cussed her tragedy, while alone, over tlie
gtay ashes of the fire, Miss Celia watched
all night through wilh her memories.

She went back step hy step through thequarrels. Did they look so unpardonable
now that the slight creature that had caused
them was past all mischief-making in ber
grave?

Vain, selfish, ignorant, playing with a
grave man's honor as if it were tinsel, tak-
ing to hysterics and her bed whenever her
husband refused her anything, flying into
tropical rages and equally tropical remorses,
frantically jealous of little Grace's affection
for her sister, and utterly reckless ivher
wiles to win tlie child, yet generous, de-
voted to Grace, a creature without con-science, surely, but not without a heart.
"Inever liked her—lcould not like her any-
where," said Celia honestly, "but Imight
have been kinder to her."

And even tlie end did not seem so incon-
ceivably black as before. What could this
brilliant little Creole, who never could keep
the principles of the two parties distinct,
know about public honesty or public honor?
She took the tremendous bribe offered her
quite complacently until she perceived her
husband's horror. Ami he— he extricated
his wife at the expense of bis own stainless
reputation. He saved her— and never for-
gave her.

Neither had Celia forgiven her until now.
ButGrace— Gra c was different. Ifshe was
her mother's daughter, so, too, was she her
father's, with his very eyes and smile, his
very courage Celia knew well (for do you
suppose she hud nut listened eagerly to thetalk about her sister?— listened, looking tlio
other way and not seeming to hear), his
honor and his pride.

The chimes were ringing again :
Mar of wonder, star of uili-ht.

M;irof Elirlous beauty brlsbt,
Westward 1•

\u25a0.. \u25a0 1:11_•. still i>ri.ce=dlng,
Guide us totbc perrect light.

Miss Celia knelt down, sobbing: "
Ican't

feel it is light to forgive her. lcan'i! 1
can't! .

CHAPTER IL
Peggy's donkey and cart were waiting for

him in the morniug ;so was his miniature
type-writer, as well ns a gaudy com panV ofbooks and toys; and, in the first rapture of
his riches, he seemed to have lorgutten any
other desire.
It is true tliere was one dampening

moment when he stood searching every
corner of the room, in a single, blank,
solemn glance. But it was only a moment;
be said not a word ;and then he was off lorhis donkey, howling and skipping with joy.

Miss Celia (who looked pale, though
smiling), went away to church, quite re-
lieved about him. Privately, Ithink Miss
Celia would have given a pretty penny to
the poor box could she thus have purchased
cave to stay at home. She dreaded the

letsure to thiuk, the music with its mem-ories, the softening Influences of the season.Miss Celia did not want to be softened, she
wanted to be hardened. But there wouldbe tho talk if such a regular atlendaut
stayed away, und there were tbo Roliinsesinvited to dinner. Miss Celia donned herblack velvet gowu and fastened her laces
with her diamond brooch aud put a large
white silk handkerchief over them under
her pelisse, and Maddox tied her bonnet-
strings apd gave her a new pair of gloves
out of tbe sachet ;and she went tochurch.How much or how little the service and
the sermon did forMiss Celia's soul, Ican-

features strangely like tne expression of the
painted General above her, "let U3 have
Reggy in. I'lease call him, Maddox. And
then—lknirw our lriends will excuse it-
willyou put on your things and be ready togo to Mrs. Urate's V" The Rollinses would
nntexch.inge glances, hut Mrs. Rollins felt
t ali' with excitement, aud the rector clearedhis throat.

The pause (while they waited for Reggy's
appearance) was something painful.

Miss Celia kept her composure like asehlier.
"
1suppose Baggy is out wilh his

dinkey," said slie, in precisely her usualvoice, only it wns Hitched a key lower and
had the effect in its' distinct enunciation ofbeing heard; "he is bewitctied witli tliebeast; 1 can't keep hiin away from the
stable."

"But isn't it cold tliere?" said Mrs.Rollins, furtively glancing at the darkeuing
street and thinking how cold it was for a
little child.

She hunlly heard Miss Celia's answer that
tliestable was heated. Mi.-s Celia, herselfMumbled, stopped—

"
Maddox, where IsMaster Reggy?"

Maiidox had entered alone. "Ifyou
please, Miss Celia," answered 9he with berEnglish solemnity,

"
Master Reggy aint lit

to come in here, he is that messed up from
spilling the ice-cream on him."

"Never mind, fetch him in—you willkindly excuse accidents"; with her inex-
tinguishable politeness,

"
tell Teena

—"
A clamor outside, beginning with a plain

bellow of rage from Muster Reggy nnddwindling into furious whispers, caught tbewords off her lips."
1thins," suid Dr. Rollins, mildly, "that

Teeua is bringing Inthe little boy by force
"

"Excuse me," said Miss Celia. She roseand went to tliedoor; no farther, because intiie hall Teena was dimly visible pullingI.egi;y by the arm, Reggy, meanwhile mak-ingsplendid play with his leas, whimpering
and defying in a breath: "1haven't got tomind you! 1wont mind you! Inover willrun aud tell the butcher man to stop for youagain ifyoudon't let me go ! i'lease let mego—please— please ! I'llbe good—l'llbe—"

"Ifyou don't quit crying aud kicking,"
says the relentless Teena, '"they'll hear you
in tbe dining-room and know you're a.
naughty boy."

"Teeua. what is the matter?" says Miss•Celia. "ReegT, what bave you beeu doingto yourself ?*'
*

She may well ask—no wonder Reggy
\u25a0brinks from society and tbe dining-room

key. The cart was in waiting, and he hid
her under the robes and drove home unob-
served.

Home they played in the stable, whero
there was uo one but the horses to see them,
and finallyhe carried her to Mrs. Feretzle,
who was ha pily ignorant of all the com-
motion, having been out in the street, when
Elna and her husband started. She ac-
cepted her without question as a little visi-
tor of Peggy's.

It was Peggy's simple theory that alter a
long time (and it seemed to him ages since
they first visited the donkey) he might dts-
pla, his captive aud coax his aunt to keep
her. Allthis story came later. Then, tliere
was only one impulse among the women
which caught them up like a cyclone and
swept then through the hall, over the lawn
to the little cottage back of the stable.

Oh the sweet small face at the lighted
window; with the homesick tears on the
roseleaf cheeks; and oh, the sweet, small
voice exclaiming "Mamma will turn pretty
soou ! l'apa will turn pretty soon!"
Ithink half the witnesses wero crying.

They fell back and let Miss Celia take her.
Thus Miss Celia met her niece again, but
tliis time she lifted her in ber arms and
kissed her and sobbed inarticulate teuder-
uesses in her ear.
"isuppose some one ought to telephone to

her mother," suggested Dr. Rollins, in a
meek voice.

"Yes," said Miss Celia. And still hold-
ing the child in her arms, she walked across
the dark lawn hack to the house and through
the hall.

No one ventured to speak to her or to
offer to help her with her burden.

She rang tlie bell and heiself called Mrs.
Brace. Then they heard her answer to au
inaudible voice:

"Itis I,Celia Wilder; Gracie is here."
With the word she lifted the little head to

the trumpet mouth.
"Call, Gracie. call loud!" she whispered.

"Callmamma!"
The sweet, high, little voice echoed

through the hall, "Mamma, mamma, come
and get Gracie !"

"\u25a0lhe lamb!" cried Lizzie, weeping on ono
of tlie dinner napkins.

"Oh. Tnd, thiuk of her poor mother,"
Mrs. Bollins whispered in her husband's
ear, "when she hears that!"

"And think of you being such a wicked
boy, Reggy, as to kidnap her!" cried Teena,
who always felt herself a sort of policeman

of virtue.
Attl is Reggv, dazed before, by tbe rush

of events and the inexplicable excitement of
"grown people," recovered his power of
defense.

"She's my little 'dopted sister," he pro-
claimed, "and Ididn't kidnap her. She
gived herself lo me. Ditn't you, Gracie?"

"Es," said Gracie, "but Iwaut to do
home to niy mamma. My mamma will be
lonesome. She won't have no littlegirl."

Giacie's mother was not long without her
little girl. Inau incredibly short time tiie
door-bell rang and Maddex ushered in a
rather short, stoutish young man, with an
ugly, clever, attractive face aud a tall, beau-
tiful young woman, both of wnom, for a
little while, saw nothiug in tne hall but one
tiny shape.

lt was the father who spoke first "And
it is you whom we huve to thank?" he said,
holding out his hand to Miss Celia.

Mrs. Rollins caught her breath and
gripped a fold of the doctor's loug, clerical
coat very hard: but, after all, tliere was
nothiftg of a scene. Miss Celia took tlie
proffered hand, saying: "No,it is Iwhom
you must forgive, for the little lad is the

kidnaper."
Tlie real scene, if tliere was auy scene,

happened after the Roltlnses were gone— and
you may lie sure Mrs. Rollins had the tact
not to stay long.

The sisters, Gracie, Brace and the erring
l.oginald whom they treated rather as ifhe
had conferred a favor on them— so shame-
lessly. I'eeiia thinks, does justice slip some-times!) were all in the dining-room.

Miss Celia had insisted on tlie young
people, who had eaten nothing all thatfrightful day. having an impromptu meal.
Afterward Brace had tried lo help the in-
evitable coustraiut by a few common-
places.

"And these portraits?" said he. "Irecog-
nize General Wilder."

nis wife's face made him pause; she had
risen and gone up to the canvas and wasstandiug before It. The tears slowly
gathered in her eyes.

"Celia," said Brace, ina different tone,
"tliere is ouo thing itis better to say. You
do not understand that your sister has
learned to love her father. Why, the poor
child has hunted up every scrap about him*
she has read all his speeches. Ever since

Celia pushed her chair back, standing he-
fore his, white aud trembling, taller than he."No, Clarence," said his wife.

"Yes, lam going to tell, Grace," said hefirmly,"Celia, Grace kuew nothing about
her lather's sickness when she sent that tele-
gram. Mme. de Ravillac persuaded her
that her father wanted to get her into his
power and had sent an invitation (she did
not show the telegram) to hor to come.
They were to leave Chicago for New York
and Europe the next day. At that time
Grace believed all she was told about Gen-
eral Wilder."

"But my letter to iier giving her my
father's last message?" said Miss Celia. She
put both hands on the chair to steady her-
self. Mrs. Brace hid her lace and sobbed.

My wife found that letter among her
mother's papers," said Clarence Brace,
gravely.

There was silence. The children lookedon witliawed, wondering eyes.
Then, "She it dead," said Celia. "God

forgive her!" and iv a bitter-sweet, strange
moment she felt her sister's tears and kisses
ou her cheek.

Through walls and wiudows came the
sharp clang of a bell and a hoarse shout,
"Lost, December twenty-fiftn—

"
"Why. if they aren't crying. Grade, still!"exclaimed Mrs. Brace, to whom it seemed

quite miraculous tbat since her baby wassafely found the whoie town should not
know it. "Do stop them, Clare."

"Yes," said Miss Celia, smiling through
her tears, "lou could have them cry, in-stead, 'Lost, December twenty-fifth, a fam-
ilyfeud!'"
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"The Unbreakable HoiIBaby; or Flrra
Pujol'* Luck." A Mew l'uc'i (tor* br
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Arabi Pasha ts slowly dying In Ceylon,
the place of bis lifelong exile. Ithas been
suggested that an appeal be made to the
British Government asking that some more
fitting place be selected where the unhappy
Arab chief can serve out his exile.

cause but for this window a little girlof 3, I
in the daintiest furred long coat, witha mop j
of spun-gold rings tumbled over the gray
fur and blue cloth, would not have stopped j
to admire its splendors, and the patient j
"swede girl with her would not have coaxed •
Jier in vain.

Miss Celia looked at the child with a \
friendly smile. Spin-t-r as she is, who has j
passed more than one birthday in the forties, |

there is no living woman witha warmer [

heart for children. Besides had she not her
own little boy waiting for her at home?,!
Poor Eliza's child left to her with Eliza's I
diamonds aud a pretty legacy. Eve years ago. I

Eliza was the beauty of the Wilder family, |
Celia's own sister. She had been married
in Washington— when General Wilder was
in Congress— to a rich New Yoiker with
weak lungs, who could not live at
home. There Eliza held court for
more than ten years, not forgetful of
her sister, who visited her regularly every
winter. Then came a last sad winter.
Eiiza iriid ber husband died within four
months of eacii other, and the poor
little rich boy was left to his
aunt. It was six years ago. Rex was
only a baby; and the wrench and I
s hock had somehow been outlived, for "the I
strong years conquer us," but Celia's faith-
ful heart often ached yet. She had taken the
pretty, delicate little "creature ai.d reared
him with much love and some tears lest s!.
should miss the best course for a boy. If
only her father had lived! Cella believed
ber lather the noblest of r.ien and a great
statesman. She liaiTbeen his friend, hisconfidant, hj_ private Secretary, and his i
neve**^saltering worshiper. For his sake,—

<*rrf6 who had beeu a handsome girl and was I
adistinguished looking' woman, had never
uiarried, in spite of many lovers.

After his death she lived alone in the old
'

honse that her father had left her, and i
d ued with the family portraits until Rex
came.

Remembering Rex now, she smiled again
on the littie girl, saying in her geutle, high-
bred voice:"

Do you want something inhere, dearie?""
Iwant to do in and talk toSanta Claus,"

said the little lady very composedly. "My
mamma did talk to Santa Claus one day in a
store.""

Sic must go home," the maid interposed,"
we must take car, Mrs. Brace, Sic not like

it."
Miss Wilder's face changed at the. name ;

aud her baud dropped off the little shoulder.
She said coldly that a car was coming and
without making any further remark, turned
aud went up the hill, too absorbed in some
sudden thought to remember her book, or
eveu to notice Mrs. Rollins, who had come
up puffing a littie with "The Crime of Syl-
vestre Bonnard."
-Mrs. Rollins was a little, plump, white
woman, with pretty toilets and a lisp. She
appeared a soft, timid, and possibly silly
dove; but she was sufficiently acute. The
Rev. Thaddeus Graves Rollins, her husband,
was rector of the parish to which Miss
Wilder liherally subscribed. She went every
Suuday, twice a day to church, she attended
the week day services iv Lent; but she did
not belong to the church. Why? That was
what Mrs. Rollins was telling Mrs. Dubarry,
the librarian, while Miss Celia tramped
more and more swiftly up the bill.

"She hurried off so quick that- 1couldn't
make ber hear," said Mrs. RolUns between
pants, loosening her seal-skin."

Why, Isaw her talking to Mrs. Brace's
little girl only a minute ago," said Mrs.
Dubarry, a stranger in the place; a reserved
dark woman who had known enough hard-
ship and turmoil to be thankful for tliis quiet j
harbor.

"Alt, that was it, Betty
"

(Mrs. Dubarry
was an old friend of the rectors wife). Ido
believe she didn't know and then somebody
told tier.""

Know what, Janet?""
Know her owu niece. That child is Miss

Wilder's niece.""
Why shouldn't she know her?"

"Well, itis alongish story, and the placard
says,

'
Do not talk,' you kuow."

"Oh, certainly; perhaps we would better
not," said Mrs. Dubarry timidly, with a
thought lor the Board of Trustees and the
mites at home, aud how much the salary
meant to her.

•There's nobody here," said Mrs. Rollins,
who stood in less awe of the Trustees,
knowing them better. "I think here is
about ths only place that isn't crowded.
Well, you might as well know, Betty, be-
cause otherwise. Miss Celia being here so
much and all, you might put your foot in it
with a stray question, lt is this way. You
know Miss Celia's father was GeneralW .Ider. He had a regiment in tlie war and |
was breveted General, and was our member
of Congress until he died ;would have beeu
oar Senator if he had lived. Miss Celia
thought him tlie greatest man ou earth.Well, Geneial Wilder had two wives. It is
to he (apposed that he got along comfortably
With the lirst one (Celia's mother). She died
when Celia was fifteen, and he married
again, which, Ihave beeu told, Celia took I
very hard. Whether Itwas her stepmother's I
fault or her's they were not happy. The I
stepmother was a haudsome creature, very
gay and loud of admiration. Tbe husbandwas absorbed iv politics; he was used to
ids daughter's sympathy and to being
considered a demigod. His wife didn't
how down and worship bim as lie
was accustomed to be treated; she was
waiting to be worshiped herself. The re-
sult was they quarreled. There was one
child, a girl, she was 10 years old and
Celia about *^S when the crash came, and the
Dab separated

—
exactly whynobody knows,

but there was plenty of gossip. The little
girlwent with her mother, and from that
day to this Celio has never had a word tosay to her sister."

"But don't you thiuk that hard?" said
Mrs. Dubatiy. "You know the child nat-
urally would cling to its mother."

"Oh. that wasn't the whole story. As
the girlgrew up her father wanted 'to seeher, and she sided with her mother and
wouldn't see him, nnd it was very horrid
indeed. They do say that he sent for her
when he was dying and she wouldn't come.
Idon't know."

"Didlie leave her any property?" said
Mrs. Dubarry, who, poor soul, was so poor
that she could not help considering money
auy more than she could help breathing."Yes, that was the odd part of it. He
left her almost as much as be left Cella."

"Andshe is rich?"
Why, Isuppose Celia must have two

hundred thousand.""
What became of the mother?"

"She weut to Europe."
"Andthe daughter?"
"She married, too, and has come here to

live. You know her; itIs Mr.Brace."
"And that was her daughter?"
"Yes. her only child. It does seem a

Wicked thing for two sisters to be living

within a stone's throw oi each other and
never speaking.""

Andifthey meet, what do they do?"
"Nothing; pass each other like strangers.

Once they were together at a church socia-
ble, and smiie one tried to introduce them.""Mercy! What did they do ?""

Miss Celia drew herself up and said:'
1must decline to know Mrs. Brace'— like

that, and turned on her heel, while Mrs.
lirree weut all sorts of colors. 1was told
that she was willing to be introduced, but
Celia is obstinate, iou've heard about her
wanting to join the church

—no, of course
you haven't. Well, she did, and came to
Tad about it, and he told her that she must
lirst become reconciled to her sister.""

Was she willing?"
"No; she wouldn't join the church. I

was airaid she would go to the cathedral,
or cvrii to some other denomination. I
wanted Tad to be a little kind to her; but
you know what he is about

—
what be calls

matters of principle. No; he wouldn't
yield a Jot—quoted things out of the Bible.Well, he was right; but*Ican't look at
things quite so independently. And she
gives $300 ayear. But she made no differ-
ence at all: went to church aud subscribed
just the same. Why, Betty it is half-past 5—

time for us both to go."
Long before they went Mis 9Celia had

climbed the little space between the library
building ami her house. The house was a
large square house, the rooi oi which lor nn
apex had a cupr la. In lrniit of the
house was a wide veranda, and it
>.ns -et far back in a deep lawn and old-
fashiiriied garden, where tne chiysanthe-
muins were only a littl? done blooming.
By now* the lone bill before her, the short
hillbehind her, straightened iuto business
streets, were pricked out inyellowand white
.parka of light. The great electric lower
lad a white blaze with radiating bristles,
like a weird porcupine. The snow was crisp
under her tread. Just as she came opposite
tbe church the chimes broke forth.

Sweet aud keen the notes pealed through
the air:

God blfss. you merry Kentleinen,
Let n.rtliilir*yrnirlrsm.iy,

For .lesus is'lirlst, onr Savior
\V»b born ou Ctirlstuias tlay.

Years and years ago, when the sister
whom she had taught herself to hate, was a
little, innocent i>;.i>y no bigger than her
own tittle girl,Celia had sung that carol
to her, and told her about Santa
Claus. Yes, she had taken her into a stiop
once to see a great tigure. Likely enough
it was tn tbat st. r\ tin'child alluded.

"Tn think of her coming here to live just
when Iwas getting se.tl.d and comfort-
able," tbougnt Celia bitterly, and making
no account ot Mr. Brace's business.

She recalled with a sick he rt all the mis-
erable times under her father-, roof; a
thousand petty squabbles, the venomous
fashion in which her stepmother poisoned
the chiid's heart against her, the neglect of
the house and her own pitifulefforts to keep
the surface smooth, so that her lather might
not be worried; bet lather's ghastly Face,
the agony of the end; the dragging, degrad-
ing torment of itail.

"She is her mother's own daughter, and I
never will forgive ber!" she vowed. She
vowed is ail the mora earnestly that she
felt her.-elf shaken by the sight of the little
face, su like the little lace that she ouce had
loved.
It was relief to reach her own gate, her

own dour. She went in. The fire was blaz-
ing In the open fireplace; tbe old-fashioned
red ulush and damask of the chairs; the
pretty furnishings, tbe etchi .g< on the
walls and the Detail— tbatpoor Eliza lefther, bow friendly and bright they looked
coniiug cut of the dark chill!

Beggy, aud Maddoz, his nurse, had their
heads close together over a table and a sheet
iif (rarer. Maddux folded the paper Justus
Mir-s Wilder entered.

"And it must be put up the chimney,
Maddux," says Master Beggy, very earnest-
ly. "You might address it to Sauta Claus,
care of the chimney, you know."

Maddoz, in the most matter-of-fact way,
would have thrown the note in tbe lire, but
Celia arrested h r.

"I'llput itup the chimney for you, dear,"
said she.

She was glad to get off her street dress.
She always dressed for her late dinner. Like
the dinner, the soft black silas that sh-*
wore were a relic of the old Washington
state.

When she came down she sat in the great
carved arm-chair and let Beggy crumple her
pretty dark hair and pull her little ears t.a
tunny caress of bin) at his lordship's pleas-
tire. Ilalf-dreauiiiy she enjoyed his affec-
tion and tlie music of his sin.ll, rippling
voice.

Suddenly, without warning: "Aunty.
Maddox says 1 can't never have a little
sifter." said Beggy: "caD't I?"

"Why.no, Beggy"—rather startled—
"
I

suppose not." Then she sighed and stroked
his browu curls.

"
You kuow you have two

littiesisters in heaven."
Master Beggy eqoinned and kicked thechair, as he exploded: "1don't care for

them! they ain't no company for me; I
waut a little sister that can play ball aud
'lectric cars withme, like Gracie Brace!"

"Gracio Brace!" cried his aunt, almost
pushing hiin from her, "wheu did you ever
see Gracie Brace ?"

"Why, I've seen her lots and lots of
times— anyway four times; and I've played
inher yard."

Miss Celia gasped. She did not answer
Bex. She could not This must be stopped;
but over the best way to stop it she must
needs meditate. So silent, and knitting her
long slim fingers, Celia frowned at the fire.

Bex went un with his thoughts. "Auutv.
can't Sauta Claus give me a sister for
Christmas. I'd rather have a sister than a
donkey."

"No, Rex dear; neither Santa Claus norany one can give you a sister."
Rex looked at her. He had never known

his aunt to deceive him. His little lip
twitched, the tears gathered in his wide
brown eyes. Ina childish gust of passion
like a flash he tore the crumpled littienote

At8:45 "Sick call." Men who are under
the surgeon's care report at the dispensary,
and any case of sickness that has developed
within the past twenty-four hours is accom-
modated in the sick-bay. Allhands turn to
now and work during the morning watch.
The shining of guns, the hand-rails and
brass fittings all over the ship must be
polished, ond there is many a job besides
for a seaman's hands before the drum beats•\u25a0Quarters" at 9:30. If the call were "Gen-
eral Quarters" the ship would be put intohghtiug trim. The marines, fully armed
aud equipped, would fall in; tackle wouldbe rigged over the ammunition hatches for
passing cartridges and shell up to the gun-
deck; each gun crew would cast loose its
piece, opeu the port and prepare the gun for
action. Meanwhile rifles, revolvers and cut-lasses would be seized from the racks andsquads of men would be drilling in differentparts of the deck.

The modern navy, with its scientific elec-trical and steam appliances, the breech-loadiug rifled cannon and revolving ma-
chine guns requires much mora Intelligence

that he had given his aunt and that she was
still holding, out of her fingers and ainiel it
at the lire, crying: "Then 1don't care any-
thing about Santa, nor Christmas neither,
aud 1wont give liimthis note!"

Celia captured the note— it "had only-
reached the tiles of tiie hearth— and slid it
into her pocket. Then she clasped the little
quivering, angry boy creature and whis-
pered : "Uii-h,dearie, it isn't Santa Claus'
fault. Nobody can give you a little sister."

"Can't noliooy?" said Rex solemnly.
"Nobody, dearie."
"But (,od can, can't he?"
Itwas one of those logical avalanches that

children are always pulling down on our
heads. .Miss Celia crawled out with the
usual craven evasion: "Reggy. it would be
a miracle, and tliere are no miracles nowa-
days."

••What's a miracle?"— busy withhisatint's
ear and twisting it till It hurt her— "aud
why can't they have 'em nowadays?"

More craven evasion from Miss Celia."Beggr, dear, you are 100 little lo under-
stand ;when you get older Iw illtillyou."

"Ted it to me so 1can understand, likeyou did 'hoot the 'iectric cars."
"Ican't," said Mi-s Celia, truthfully.

But be was so woeful in his disappointment
and perplexity that she did not abandon tlie
subject, like a wise woman, but parleyed
with him and tangled herself up in explana-
tions and futile consolations, to the effect
that little sisters did not come grown up and

able to play: but, at first, were unpleasant
red babies who could do nothing but cry.

Bex brought the consolation up with a
round turn, exclaiming: "No, aunty, that
isn't always so. Willy Durham has got a
little new sister; he has only had her a
mouth; his mamma got her in Chicago, atField's, Iguess, 'cause Iheard her tell you
yesterday: 'You can get everything at
Field's now,' and she's four years old, and
rides on a tricycle."

"But, my dear, she is a little adopted
sister."

"Ou!"Reggy had a way of letting out a
single, abrupt, bitten off "Oh!" when his
mind was working; it was like a puff of
steam from an engine, sure to have results,

soon. Presently he spoke again, veryslowly. "Aunty,I'spose 'dopted sisters arethe big ones. I'd rather have a 'dopted
sister, Ithink. Do you have to buy 'dopted
sisters at Field's?"

Rashly Miss Celia atiswered that you
could take any little girl that you liked
whose parents or guardians would let you
have her.

Reggy said "Oh!" and said not another
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