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THE CHRISTMAS TREE.

N e e e
n |
And the twilight and the firetight

she was most too stingy
rself alive. She'cut her own
and carried her own
and there was nothing to
as she would live there all alone,
from neighbors, mother thought
ht fall sick, or ge
& aod nobody find it out till
she suffered. So we
once in » whilsl
turn was hard words and sneers.
Mother often went herself, in pleasant
weather. I guess she was rather pleas-
anter to her.
didn’t seem to think her a bad sortof a
woman. Bat, then,
thinks better of folks than they

Creepeth on apace, there towems
a troe whose flowers
born in elfin bowers

At any rate,

mother always

I broke a path up to the door, and
there she was. An old black hood
| pulled down over her eyes, and'a night-
cap ruffle, and some
gray bair sticking out upder th
of it, round her red, bony face, r
and bonier than ever. Her short striped

came down just below the to,
of = pair of men's boots.
like a Jezebel, or a Witch of Endor,
more than like & woman. Buat I went
up to her, and took off m
said ** Good-morning," as polite as
please. 1 like to berather politer t
common to her; it makes her so scorn-

ind of vellow-
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“Well! what do yvou want o' me?
S;lpos‘n you air all out o' breadstuff?
.| she

do't say we were all out,
ma’am!™ I interrnpted her, though that

lite, I know. I had to speak
oud and fast, or she wouldn't

ave stopped to listen to me.
because mother was afraid you might
need somebody to cut wood or some-
» now that the snow is so deep.
She looked sharp at me while I said so

T. MeCLAREX, M. D.. Physician and Burgeon
Calls from vitlage and ¥ whil {ve prompt at-

much; bat then she turned back to the
wood pile and

that made the
suppose that was to show me how easy

chop in & wa

L P. HOLBROOK. Surgeon Dentist. Office In
Block,

|

she could cut her wood herself. After
she had worked that way awhile she
turned round and put down her ax and
said: ** Come in, will ye?"

in and sat down by the fire.

Flour, Food. Ete.
H. B HAMLIN, Dealsr In Floar, Feed, Graln

Sreds, Ealt, Etc. Warchouse, West side Rallroad
Street, Wellington, O.

nold's Block, Wellington, O.

1f you wunt & firet-cisss Shave, Halr Cut, or Sham-
P00, eall st Robinsca's 0. K, Shaving Saloon, Liberty
Strest. A full assortment of Halr Olls, Pomades and
Halr Restoratives. We also keep the best brand of
Basors, sad warran: them.  lasors hosed or grouad
W0 grder. E. T. BOBINSON.

Pologes and Pork Bam age. Highest market prios
peid for Beeves, Sheap, Hogs, Hldes, Etc. Markoet,
soulh slde Lidborty Btieet

W. D, MINER. M. MINER

WM. CUSHION & BON, Livery and Bale Stable.
Cholce turnowts furnished snd charges reasonable.
South side Mechanic Birect, cne door cast of Amaeri-
can House.

@. D. FOOTR. EENT WARNER

yer mar th
hands like hern, that's just fit for knit-
' socks. and wanted a
man to do such dreadful hard work as
h to keep my own
;Foin . Bo she sent you along,

cuttin’ wood en

1's no use to remember and repeat
all the hard words Mother Cripsey said
; | to me that day. She was more insult-
ng than ever, accusin
kind of a mean motive
quire for her.
tell her just what 1 thought of her; and
1 would but for the thoug
mother would feel if I got downright
gray-headed old
e deserved.
and just de-

coming to in-

snowy weather, unless you have
s good, roaring fire, I think i

It was all on account of the grasshop-
pers that we had to spend our second
winter in the dug-out. We had been
ent—father said so—the

But when the grasshop-

and sauced a
woman a8, I do think,
But I held in my te
nied all her shameful
lowed all the hard words I could well
stand, and then took rather a hasty
leave and started for home,

On the way, as 1 climbed over a|b
fence, I saw something like feathers
ing out of the snow.
lled out a quail, that had been
d frozen stiff.

“That's for Bob's dinner!" I said,
¥y, and I thrust my hand down
€ snow to hunt for more. *‘Here's
for Lizzie!” 1 said as 1 pulled out
And down I dived
« Here's for mother! And here's for
Tom and Johnny!"
came to the surface in
“And here's for me!"
* | screamed, as & rather anxious search
brought up another. I still d:
in the snow, and pretty soon

e year, we almost wished
and lastly, as the min-

pumpkin: And
it's very nice !orﬁ when you have
eggs. pretty good (at
least better than nothing) for sauce,
when you haven'

there is nothing 1

any better, and
5 butm:uy-

't so very good
u:me:',un’llov.ryde
and if that should fail before
father came——

R

As three more
quick soccession.

d.

Then I could find no more, and sat
down to rub my achi
e
board
bank all over thoroughly, and found

¢t A dinner fit for a

looked at th
poskets, and ted them all

ts, and tied them all toge
slung them over my shoulder,
Didn't mother's eyes shine, when I
came into the house with those quails!
That was “‘a dinner as was a dinner,”
Of course, we had "to go
in again next day.
e change was delight-
ful and made the week a good deal less

Christmas Day was Saturday, you

Thursday morning mother said: ** It
looks like more snow.
will get here before it storms again.”
) el s e R s i
poor m — e
cheerful as ever. <3
knew the pumpkin wouldn't last till
Christmas Eve. But nobody talked

ump beauties lying be-

as Bob said.
back to pum&
Nevertheless,

grumbled some, to old Bess, the cow, I hope father

ou know, when I was

y for her. I suppose
as brave as -the rest of "em. At any

cut up the last stick
up inside the firep!
had = stove in front of the fireplace,
and the pipe ran into the rude stone

It snowed all night, I suppose. When
we waked in the morn .
in at the little square window.
it was morning, because the clock | Tom.
eight just after I waked. We

in the way of sleeping very late
to save the fire. I could just
see where the window was. [called to

In the day-time there was but one
room in the dug-out; but at night acur-
tain was drawn wscross one end, that
divided off a corner that we called

* Yes, William, 'm

wood, and it

no light came
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She answered:

* We'resnowed in, I guess
“It looks like it,” she said.
the fire and I will come out directly.”

and dressed myself. Bob
¢ e I was dressi
me w was gettlng up in the night
for. I told him it was mnprnin‘. hull.swe
So he got up, too.
lwio:l. :ol.ha :;w. to see if I could
open t opened easy enough; but a
bank of snow was allthomu'gtutoha
seen. I believe I turned white. I know
le do with the e.
wood tor fuel, one h
candle for light, and about pumpkin
enough for two meals.
resources; and we were snowed in.
Mother came out. She was paler than
ay, but calm and brave as ever.
**Let's have afire, boys, quickly,and
we will have breakfast soon.
sure father will come to-day."
She lighted our one piece of eandle.
1 couldn't speak. gre
lump in my throat. My shaking hands
would hardly lay the sticks for the fire.
ut the pumpkin on to warm.
| cooked now. We had only
to warm it up.
ul of cloves, that she said
she had found hidden away in one of
her trunks. She put them on the table
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" said Bob, without were snowed in.

king at me. Bob couldn’t
¥ because he was

't like to have us take

go. The nnly than

would be to These were our

have hi:sboot. and [ started. It was
about half a mile and off the

had to make my own path, an
Snow was p

shone bright

There was a

retty deep. Bat the sun
un!lntfﬂ-llhdﬂwtnn
a track. 1 saw a smoke in
psey's chim
near; so | knew she was
see it wasn't as if she had been poor,

for she was the richest one for miles

, a3 | came
1 right. You

in a salt-dish. *May be somebody
will like them for a relish," said she,
smiling. I wished she wouldn't smile.
After breakfast she read the Bible
rather longer than usual. Those

ms—**The Lord is my Shepherd,™
and **I will lift up mine eyes unto the
hills from whence cometh my help" —
and something eilse, I believe; but 1
can't remember what. After prayers
Tom and I washed the dishes, as we
often did, while she put the room in or-
der. When all was done, she put out
the llght. “I can knit as well in the
dark,” she said; “*and I am going to
tell you a story, so you will not care.”
She told us a great many stories that
day.

1 didn't see why I couldn’t be as
brave as Tom. He told jokes and rid-
dles, and helped ever so much to keep
the little ones amused. But my heart

was like & lump of lead, and I coaldu™t4

seem to do or say a thing to keep the
rest brigll_ﬂ.aued up or cheer moth-
er. Yet Tom knew how bad things were,

ust as well as Idid. Bob kept his face

idden a good deal of the time when
there was a light; but when he did
show it he looked as if the last day was
come. But then Bob was sick and I
wasn't. Poor Bess lowed for her food
and water. We were sorry for her; but
couldn’t help her. Woe lighted the can-
dle again at dimmr.Th e didn’t Iur:
very ﬁod petites. ere was enoug'
pumpkin le‘ﬂ. so Lizzie had her supper.
She went to sleep early, in my lap; it
was se still. The stillness was most as
bad as thedarkness.

.%:&l nowdil. was ChrisbotmuhEve. Bat
no said anything about hangingup
noeki.:gl. Thz litl.l§ ones had ngol:lbeen
reminded that to-night was the time for
that; and the older ones were thinking
too much about fire, and food, and to-
morrow, even to speak of it.

*Christmas wilfebrlng father, 1 am
sure,” said mother, after Lizzie was
laid in bed. ** And now hadn’t my lit-
tle Johnnie better be undressed? Morn-
ing will seem to come sooner if he shuts
his eyes early."

“ Me wants my supper first,” said
Johnnie.

** The Enmpkin is all gone. But, if
Johnnie is brave and patient, I think
God will send him some breakfast.”

“Does He know the pumpkin is all
Fona?" said Johnnie, with a quivering

ip.

“Yes. I told Him. He will take
care that we have some breskfast. I
asked Him to,'" said mother, cheerfully
and confidently. I wondered if she
really felt so sure. 1 didn’t.

“But the snow is all up over the
door, so nobody can't get in,”” Johnnie
said.

* God can find a man who can shovel
away the snow. I guess He will send
papa home to do it,” mother said.

“I'm awful hungry!" said Johnnie,
mournfully. And then, in a quick,

lad tone: ** O! I shouldn’t wonder if

e sent some bread! Ma, did you ask
for %’m kin or for bread?’

*« For bread, dear. 1 think it will be

read.”

*+ 0! then I'll go to bed quick."

He submitted to be undressed, and
when his head was on the pillow he
squeezed his eyelids close together, de-
termined to sleep, that morning might
come sooner. He had to speak once
more. *‘‘Butteron it! Did you ask for
butter on it, ma?"’

“I asked for some meat. A piece of
meat would be good with bread.
Wouldn't it, Johnnie?"

* Yes; but I'd ha' asked for butter,
$00,"" raid Johnnie, and subsided

“We had better go to bed before
the room gets cold,” mother said, as
we sat crouching around the few glow-
: coals that the last stick of w had
eft.

“* Mother, how can you be so brave
and quiet?" said Bob, bicerly, with a
sound that was almost like a sob.

‘*“Hush, dear! Be brave and quiet
vourself a little longer. God hasn't
forg‘ttm: us. Are you so very hun-

“* It isn’t that. I've often been hun-
grier when I've been off in the woods
ona tramp. Idon'tseem to feel any
appetite; but to-morrow——""

“ *Take no thought for the morrow.’
Let us,at least, try to obey that pre-
cept for this one night. ink! It is
the t when the blessed Christ-child
came down from Heaven. He gave us
Himself. *How shall He not also free-
!Lng:e us all th P Let us not

Him on His birthnight. Go to
your bed with a quiet heart, as I shall
fo to mine. There is a glad Christmas

n store for us yet." So we went to

bed—if not with quiet hearts, at least | £e

with a glimmer of hope, awakened by
mother's strong faith. But we did nol

eap.
TEo clock struck eight. There wasa
sound on the roof. We started up to
listen. Yes, surely there was some one
::Epius above our heads. ‘It's
er!” was our glad ery. We were
out of bed in an instant, and beside the
old chimney, which was the only outlet
for our voices.
¢ Father! Father! Are you there?
we called. But no voice answered.
Instead, there was a queer sound, as of
something rubbing and shufing down
the chimney.
*Santa Clans, for certain!’ said

Well, it seemed as if it was. First
there came a long, narrow bag,covered
with soot and ashes. [t fell at our feet;
but before we could pick it up a plam
round pack followed it and boun
into the middle of the floor. A second,
like it, rolled along after, undoing it~
self and showing s loaf of brown bread.
Then came a shapeless package, with a
bone sticking out, which Blo? caught

at, ex , joyfully: ** Dried beef.
oh Sxstaiming: Joriully

We kept calling, ** Father! Why
don't you speak, father?’ at intervals;
but got no answer. But we were sure
it was he, and with joyous laughter wel-
comed the bundles as they-came down
the chimney. A few pogatoes, a few
turnips, a little soft clean package of
tea, and then the shower of good things
Was over.

But there was no voice yet, and the
sound of retiring footsteps left us look-
ing in each other’s faces in amazement.

“It isn't father, after all' said
mother, with a good deal of disa
pointment in her tones. * He would
never have gone oft so, without speak-

lnfvs word.
@ fell to eating, with a keen relish.
Slices of ::l’“ pimdl ll.l’d h:rled beet
d].n:.r ra . ohnnie was
aw E::d to have hsi-s share; and we
wonld have waked Lizzie, too, but
mother said ** No.™

*““Too bad. The last spark of fire is
out, or you should have a cup of tea,
Mamma," I said.

“Never mind! This is an earnest of
better thi We shall have wood to-

morrow. Father will come. Yoa will |

see. How thankful I am for this su
g]y. And who could have brought it?"’
he said these last words over agsin

and again, as did we all. I do think I,
for one, was really thaukful to Ged

to bed again—sooner
than we should, I suppose; but the cold
drove us there.

awake. Was therereallya
then? I, a boy fourteen years old, could
belp believing it. We had not a
r, that 1 eould think of, who
was rich enough to give us such a
bountiful Christmas present.

Father came early next day, bringing
money that he had earned, and more—
dma, enclosing s
dollars. She said

present, and an-

did not come

a8 letter from
check for a hun
it was her Christmas
other like it should come in the spring,
to help build that house. She had had
a windfall, and we should enjoy our
share of it at once. It wasa joyful
—Chmgi& l&rhar was right, ss she
generally orops
ear, and our Christmas of the follow-
did not find us in a d t.

ther found out afterw
was really Mother Cripsey herself, and
ose things down
our chimney Christmas Eve. She never
would have done such a thing for any-
body but mother, th
She thinks there is
ess I think so, too.

—Joy Allison, in N. Y. Independent.
How Familles End:ra in Verment.

o years ago a physician in
ed to visit a patient livin
age. He drove out, an
as he was hitching his horse the door
opened and a young woman with a
child in her arms came out. The
greeted each other, and she said, “ O,
you are the doctor come to see
She's pretty sick. Y
house.” He went in and
found a woman sbout forty, who said,
** You will find grandm
In the room to which he was
directed he found an aged, white-haired
on the bed. She was quite
deaf, and did not notice his approach
until he sat down and
pulse. She turned and said, ** O, you
are the doctor. 1 aum not sick.
mother you want to see. You will find
bher in the next reom.
next room he passed, and at last was
inthe presence of his patient whose
danghter,grand-danghter, great-grand-
daughter and great-great-
er he had encountered.
so reduced by disease and old age—she
was ninety-seven yearsold—that he saw
no chance of her livi
week. He told the family so, but at
their request he left medicines and di-
rections. Some three weeks after he
was driving by and saw an old1 ady
icking up chips. He pulled up his
orse, intending to ask when his pa-
tient had died, when she looked up and
said: ** O, you are the doctor who came
gmmwhnl&u 80 ﬂck.]‘:i oo
living as ¢ pper’ an o ¥
of ninety-nine as you will often see.”’—
Windsor (Vi,) Argus.

Londen Living.

England is one vast show town. Ev-
erything is on exhibition at from a six-
pence to a shilling. If one desires to
visit the shrines, either of royalt
literature, he must weep tears, s
tears, in every instance. Shakespeare's

out of the vill

So into the

Emdd ht-
e found her

more than a

a shilling; dend Kings and Queens, one
a live eme, two
shillings, and soon. Yourcorrespond-
ent has been swe sixpences

shillings ever since landing on the soil,
and is likely to till he leaves it; but,
after all, there is nothing like what is
to be seen here in all the world, and if
the charges could onl

total the tra

shilling; jewels

be put into one
er would think it
1t is the petty annoyance of
drawing the purse atevery turn, and
the constant demand for & fee that, like
a nail inthe shoe, keeps one in irrita-
tion. For instance, at the theater, the
American, accustomed to pay for his
seat and have the whole
over, is put quite out o
the performance
noyances to which he is subjected.
pays 10s., $2.50, for his seat in advance,
say on the morning of the perfo
and must pay an extra for ** .
When he arrives at the theater he finds
his ladies must remove their bonnets.
These are to be stored in the cloak-
room, 6d. each; then a p 5
each; and a fee for the commissaire who
cloees his eab door as he drives away.
As o pix-pence is twelve cents, all this
smounts to a very p
h his amusement (F),
cially if his party is of any consi
size; but then it has always been the
custom, and it is p
will be. What was enoug
t-grandfathers is gquite good

e present generation.”’—
: Travetler.

B business
oﬂi:gait before
by thelittle an-

sum before he

robable it alwa
h for

Married With Rifie in Hand.

The news of the curious
love affair has just reached us from
Port Townsend. A certain young man
fell in love with a beautiful young lady
residing near Port Townsend. His pas-

mi& iage
but the young lady’s parents
would have noneof it. The
a belligerent uncle threatened to do the

“‘Romeo' serious personal in-

case his attentions were contin-
and forbade him ever again enter-
ing the premises, and the young lady
is represented as havi

rsecuted on account of her refusal to
iscountenance the discarded suitor.
The young man becoming aware of this
fact, determined to marry
cordingly, proouring a license and the
services of the necessarily constituted
authority, and withal a Winches-
ter rifle, he repaired to

at once. Ac-

e abode of the
nts. Encounter-
the irate uncle in the
yard, he bade them ‘‘hands off,” de-
claring that they had threatened to do
him personal injury, and that in the
e would be justified in
doing serious execution with his rifle
in case they attempted to execute it,
and right there, before the
two astonished bellige
eye fixed on them, the other on the fair
one by his side, and with one hand
clutching his rifle, and the other grasp-
ing that of his affianced, the nuptial
knot was tied, and the happy couple
departed.—Portland (Oregon) Bee.

eyes of the law

rents, with one

Youxa SEwARD placed a pistol at his
resence of the

his suit at
Minn., and said he was going to com-
mit suicide. He counted ** One, two''—
and she covered her eyes with her
“Look at me,” he said; she
obeyed—*‘three!” and into his brain
went the fatal bullet.

Tae amount of mo:ey a man leaves
is the kind of a funeral pile his relatives
take the most inlerest in.— Keokak Gate

@uy Poung Holks.

CHRISTMAS.

deuid:? bis birthday then,

I'be Little n.ihl'!ari. so long 7

O many there were to boina'l‘:ndiﬂ.
And there was no place ia the inn, they said,
Bo into the manger the Chrnist must go,

To lodge with the cattle and not with men.

He shines glorious,
A bt u:upm]:ﬁm i erie 3 e
—&Susan Coolidge, in tan Union.,

CHRISTMAS AT NUMBER OXNE
CRAWLIN PLACE.

Most certainly, Number One,Crawlin
Place, was a dingy abode at any time,
but as Carol came in sight of it, one
bright afternoon a few da befors
Christmas, with his mind full of much
pleasanter places, he gave a little sigh
of disapproval, and muttered, not
gloomily, but honestly, as if he had
been called upon suddenly to compare
it eandidly with brighter places he had
seen:
t¢ It looks meaner than ever!"

A ray from the sun as he looked at
No. 1, seemed to contradict him, for it
fell brightly u(l)on a window in the
fourth story an l{ﬁhwd it up wonder-
fully; or was it the bright, deep-set
eyes of old Aunt Kizzy, as she looked
down and nodded cheerfully? How-
ever that may be, little Carol fo
that Crawlin Place was dingy as he
dnrta:‘ :p the oldhsuin. k afada:}
face unt Kizzy, erbrlﬁt es an
worn wig, were a partof h hoe!{a;snd
when Christmas is near, home is dearer
than any other place in the world, if it
s dingy. Besides, Carol—but let him
tell his own secrets.

“Darn up the old stocking I saw
dangling on the line, Aunt Kizzy,” he
cneﬁ. as he came breathlessly up to the
window where the old lady sat.

“I'll make it stroi enough to hold
up two cents’ worth of snuff,”” she said,

“T foe

3 1 sure this will be a lucky
Christmas,” said Carol. ‘I saw three
stars shoot last night—a star apiece for
us, Aunt Kizzy. Now quick—before
mother comes—eount that, please!”

£ ! massy! Where did you get
it, child?" as the coppers and bits of

** All right, Aunt y. Good, hon-
eSt money. For mother’s present. You
go buy it, for I must get more or there
can't be any snuff.”

She caught him by his worn jacket
as he was gying‘ past the door, and sat
him down in the old rocking-chair.

¢+ 8it there, sir, and tell me where
you got this money! A Christmas
present ought to be bought with money
that don't need washing."

“ 1 won't tell."” . ]

Aunt 's back became very stift
and she handed him back the money.

¢ It's all right,” he said, impatient-
ly, waving away her exten hand.
“ Bat if you must know," dropping his
voice to a mysterious whisper, ** I sang
for it

** Whers, child?"

“In the street.”

“Like & ”

* No, not quite. I did not ask for

; they gave it to me.”
st did you sing, you scamp,
you?” said Aunt Kizzy, forgetting her
point in her curiosity.

“1 sang every song 1 knew—even the
one you sang to me the other night."

" \ghmr Anywhere about here?"’

“ No; away up-town where the big
!omm]:j ey doi a2

“Don't you do it n.

1 hnvg prombe:lgs.inu Clans two
cents' worth of snuff for an old lady
who hangs up black >

*“She can't have it.””

Aunt Kizzy dropped the money sl

unt Kizzy drop money slow-
ly, piece by piece, m her lap.

* Seventy cents, Carel!”

“Get anyihing you feel sure she'll
like,”” he whispered in her ear, and
darted away.

‘*Seventy cents! Well, well, well!
may be you'renot ashamed of your want
o' faith, old Kizzy Hopkins! No good
comes o' twitting, so I'll only say,
faith’s a good thing always. Now step
along, and see what you can buy. Sev-
enty cents! And ten away down in
your pocket for Aém, that he counldn’t
see. No, you can't get much for ten
cents, but start out and do your best.
Straighten your wig. old Kizzy; count
up your change and don’t go out with
envious feelings in your heart because
other old woingd curryhhe_tvlilut; pur;u!
Seventy cents ten 5
cents t{in't to be unaeudmﬁt. ;’)iﬁnt‘yt
you expect to have to start out with
only ten? You know you did! Then
why not look s little cheerful®"’

This remark was evidently addressed
to the faded, patient face that looked
out at her from the smslllooking-glass.
But Carol's mother heard.

“Don't dare find fault with that
woman in the glass!'’ said she, I
in and sm g the rusty black rib-
boun on the worn-out bonnet.

«“She's orful ungrateful, Car'line.
Instead of bein' thankful for a bonnet
to cover her old wig, she’s wishing for
a vell to hide her old bonnet.”

*“The more people have the more
they want, Aunt Kizzy. But whereare
you going?’

« After Christinas presents," said
Aunt Kizzy, proudly. **Good-bye!"

**There is a dear, strong heart under
that old shawl,” said Caroline, as Aunt
Kizzy turned the dismal corner.

“Only ten cents for both of ’em,”
muttered the old woman, as she left the
narrow street.  ** That boy is off trying
to get something for me. Aint you
ashamed of yourself, H?'she con-
tinued, falling into her favorite mode
of addressing herself, which she called

a dose to her pride. **Think of
times you might have earned a lit-
tle, if you hadn't so proud!”

] would do any thing now,” she
forced her pride to say.

** No doubt you would,” she returned
severely. * Come in at the 'leventh
hour and take what you could find.”

*1 would do anything in the world
that I could that was honest,” said her
pride, humbled now te the very dust of
self-reproach.

** Would you 'i':f for money "'

Aunt Kizzy said this sbr::tly. al-
most triumphantly, as ifshe had proved

but a vain boaster.

What a contrast to Crawlin I'lace!
get envious, back you'll go,
without a chance for present

This was probably addressed to an-
other weak sput in poor Aunt Kizzy's

She went on without an idea
to stop. A house with the curtains up
attracted her attention.

“ Massy!"" she exclaimed, as she
looked in the window.
be made of gold and silver in there!™
be?l.h‘ walked np fhe

* If you please, miss,” she began, as
the door opened.

“Back gate for beggars,” said the
servant shortly.

With a choki
Aunt Kizzy s

* They must

feeling in her throat
staring at the closed

“ You can't stare money enough ont
of a shut door to fill a stocking, unless
& miracle takes place, Kizzy H,” she
said cheerfully, as she went down the

House after house was passed before
another struck her fancy.

““Don't look quite se
t'other,”’ she said, as she looked in ata
icter o' Christ
t makes me feel

** There's a
little children.
orful old. Dear liglt;, creer.ti;rs! 2

rass images an
flumjacks hnvgar;ﬁshed everything good
out of this place.”

And she went up the high ste,
her hand touched the bell, a lig
was heard behind her, ard a pleasant
“Whom did you wish to

* [ came,'’—Aunt Kizzy's voice was
a little unsteady,—**1—I came to ask
ies here would—would
!i.ke‘!'o hear a little old-fashioned sing-

“ I certainly should,”” said the
lady, pleasantly; ** and I'm sure
mamma would."
eyes and take in all the
to tell Car'line,”’
the old woman to herself, as they
walked up the broad handsome stairs,
but when she found herself actually
standing before a sofa, where lay a
proud-looking
** Car'line,” and almost

“¢ She is going to sin
fashioned music,"” exp
lady, as her grandmother stared at

if any of the 1

us some old-
ed the young

Aunt Kizzy closed her old hands nery-

pressed them very hard, no song came
to her mind. What would they think
of her! H::d breath t:amh egn liteltlle gugs.

ightened in her
silver fell into herlap. ** You aint——"" xud hum spots brig

* 8it down and rest yourself a little
while,”* said the young lady, kindly.
t you ap too many stairs for
you to sing right away.”

*‘ There wasn’t so many stairs, miss,
as there's been years since I sung afore
folks,” said Aunt Kizzy, then addi
mentsally, * Don't act like a fool if
you’ve got common sense, Kizzy H.!"
tfully before them,
and in a voice, not by any mea®s to be
despised, sang a simple ballad of * ye
elden time.”

you sng another?”
the young lady, as the last note died

f' don’t wish another yet,” said
her -r&ndmother. ““ Il want the same

Aunt Kizzy's heart beat joyfully. She
n money; there was
pness in the thought:©of bein
give pleasure. She/sang un
voice sounded weary, snd they declared
she should sing no more. The young
ve her a dollar.

**Too much;” said Aunt Kizzy,firmly.
I sang ten'songs, and two cents apiece
enough te reckon "em."’
dollar for a good concert is cheap
enough, and I have not enjoyed one so
much in many a day, madam.”

*If you insist on it, I can't help it,”
said Aunt Kizzy, with shining eyes, as
she thought of Carol's stoc!

* I do not consider that
for my_pleasure,’ said the you

she glaeed five dollars in Aunt
hac

I couldn’t sleep to-night if I took
“Don’t make me
think I'm dreaming now, and 'll wake
up without a cent for Carol's stockin’."”

She held out the money to the young
lady, who took it, sa; :

*+ You shall not be overpaid, but let
ve you a muff; your hands will be
g home. This is an old one,
but it is warm, and here are some
pieces of silk for a new lining.”

“ Tell me all about it!"h ol,
orning as he stood wi
lace in the

ourth story

on Christmas m:
a full stocking by the fire-
little sitting room on the

of Number One, Crawlin Place.

*8it right there Aunt Kizzy, till yon
tell me where you got so much mon
‘A Christmas present

ht with money that

“ Well,” in & whisper, *“if you must
know, boy, I sang for i.."
Carol's surprise was
ne as Aunt Kizzy's had been,
but he recovered himself and said:
“Like a beg,
Aunt Kizzy demurely.
« ] didn’t ask for money; they gave it

, don’tyou call this
said Carol, as he
pulled on new boots, while Aunt Kizzy,
with a new bonnet on, took snuff ex-
tly, and his mother stood with |

““Nothin® to do with luck,” said | ease,
Aunt Kizzy. * We worked for some-
thing and 't aint sense to ex
you work for something that you'll get
With a merry jerk
pulled out a pair of warm gloves from
the long blac
“bread upon the waters, old Kizzy H.
Give Car’line an old muff. and get new
gloves from Santa Claus!”

“] shall not allow
this muff,”” said Car'line.
what you have wanted for so long; and
a new lining will make it just as good

5 Clr‘glne! thu! siilk for it is
pocket. enty of it

As d{o unrolled it, she gas

hand me the cam

to me without.”
*¢ Dear Aunt
a lucky Chris

“Cast your

ou to give me

fire bottle!
e little bundle of
pieces, Iay the rejected five-dollar bill.

« It must be a mistake,”” said Carol's

<« Of course I shall take it back, Car'-
I it makes you feel so sick Aunt

Kizzy H., I will take it, and
never see it again,”” said Carol, kindly.

pride now, and found it notbing] «Tt wasn't 2 mistake, though, Car’-
A little red spot | li

in each faded cheek.
She had left Crawlin Place far be-
The houses she now“ssw
were beginning to wear a v well-to-
do look. Ongsba wnlkoder{:nt.ﬂ the
streets grew wide and the houses very

ne_ll

* What makes you think sof’

“ Well, I tell you how it was; I did
something for—for two ladies away up
town, and they offered me thatbill, and
I wouldn’t lay & finger to it, and that
pretty creeter put it in the silk; but I'll
take it back, I'll takeit{ k! ]

“ Come now, Aunt - aizzy,” said
Carol, laughing, *‘ bet you can’t tell
what street it was.”

<~ Hey?" said the old woman with a
blank expression on her pale face.
““ Massy, if [ know any more than a old
woman led by a dog!™

Carol's mother touched Aunt Kizzy's
arm.
< Tell me, Aunt, how you earned the
money.""

“I did what Carol did."”

*«What did he do?

“There's your stockin' just burstin’
to see you, Car'line, y don’t you
go 'tend to itP"

*“You care more for the stocking
than for me, Aunt Kizzy, forI am in
almost as sad a state.”

** Would you tell, Carol?"’

He grinned und said:

““Make her tell first how she got
hers.”

“JI'd just as soon tell,” ssid his
mother. * I wish I had a chance every
day. [ sang for i.”

For a full minute, Aunt Kizzy and
Carol stared at each other, and then
exclaimed ss if they had but one mind
between them: * Like a oy

**0O no,” said Caroline, laughing.
¢ didn't ask for anything, but they
5:?3 me something. I sang last Sun-

y in church.”

“Carol,” whispered Aunt Kizzy, * is
my head on?

** Looks to be. Is mine?”
hk"You ul.:duvalaomathing ug:i;hhat’ Jooks

ike a head. Is my wig L

**Straight as usual, Miss Hopkins.
How's mine?"’

*«"Pears to have the right pitech, boy,
so let’s tane up. Here's faith for the
future forever!” and three grateful
voices out clearly with a song of

raise to Him, who, in sending His
ghriatmu blessings down, forget not
even so humble a spot as Number One,
Crawlin Place.—8argent Flint, in 5.
Nicholag for December.

Telephenes and Talking Fish.

That the telephone would eventaally
rove a source not only of great grati-
cation but of valuable instruction no-

body ever doubted. It has, however,
remained for some thoughtful scientific
gentlemen to utilize it in a way which
will commend itself to all who lovingly
observe nature. One of these, anxious
to know how far the animal world as-
similated itself toour own, lately intro-
duced a telephone into some water
which contained a fish. To his aston-
ishment he found that the creature,
alone and unable to converse with any
thing else, was actually talking to itself.
Mr. % E. Peal now comes forward, and,
in a letter to a scientific eontemporary,
confirms this assertion. He, too, has
large Aaheis: M?M »

s 3 1I'_ s
—converse with a peculiar ** eluck™ or
persuasive sound, which msay be heard
as far as forty feet from the water. He
has also discovered that a large bivalve
exists in some parts of Eastern Assam
which actually *‘sings loudly in con-
cert.” After this it would be interest-
ing to know what it is that the pike
says to the roach before swall it.
If we are expert enough to read ciphers
surely we might without great difficulty
learn the language of :hemk.-l.om
Telegraph.

Stumbling Inte a Marriage.

A comely young maiden, fresh from
the shores of Old En d, arrived in
this city on her way West to join her
brother, who lives in a small town in
Ohio. When she arrived here she con-
cluded to stop over one train and visit
her cousin, who is smpl‘?ad at the
coke ovens on Mount Was| :,
After the were e she
went to mﬁ;ﬁ: and found that she
had mrissed the train. As she was a
stranger in the city she determined to
return to her cousin’s boarding-house
and awsait the nexttrain. She i
ascended the mountain, and while on
her way she passed around the corner
of a le and stumbled against a stal-
wart puddler,who is likewise a German,
and the name of Latherbaugh,
and who was coming from the oppo-
site direction. He sapologized for the
sccident, and being struck with the
English maiden's appearance, stopped
for a moment. T & conversation
was had, which ended by Lath h
aceompanying her te her cousin’s
house. In half an hour after they had
reached the boarding-house they were
betrothed. The happy German imme-
diately started out in quest of a minis-
ter, and in a few momenats the silken
knot of matrimony was tightly tied.—
Pittsburg Gazelte.

Mad-Stones.

The superstition in regard to mad-
stones is well-rooted in the popularim-
agination, and has the rightnt: be. It
is v ancient. Pliny gives its history,
for‘i!:{tuoldovenin is day, and it
has hardly shown any diminution
since. The men recently bitten by a
dog supposed to be rabid in this eity
have been anxious to get at a mad-
stone. One of them has gone to India
for the purpose, and others would be

lad to do so if they had the means.
ﬁow. it is as capable uf demonstration
88 An can be that no stonme,
** mad"’ or otherwise, can have power
to heal in a genuine case of rabies.
Poison cannot be extracted from the
system by such sl‘:’:fle means. .But it
may well be that belief in the efficacy
of the remedy accomplishes the eure.
The imagination often plays an impor-
tant part in causing or preven dis-
as Dr. William Hammond has
lately shown; and there is no reason in
the nature of thi why an im ary
case of hydropho‘ ahou]‘: not re-
lieved by the application imaginary
remedies. It is an odd fact that stomes
taken from the stomachs of deer, are
supposed to be especially powerful in
extracting , and were so in an-
dant..tima;, tl;pugh it i‘: difficult to
conceive w is beast preference
to any othei. should be opposed to
poison.—N. ¥. Herald.

—The presence of trichin® in pork
can be readily detected with a m
scope, and le who like that article
fa1 inspoction of 1t before allowing 1 to
ful i tion of it

pear on the table. In Berlin
;rg Kkill

every

ed must be enmmlned wipu:nt.hle

microscope before it is ,OT & -
ty will be inflicted.

—A Wetzel County girl says one hug is
worth a dozen love letters. They can-
not be introduced as evidence in a
breach of promise suit, either,




