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ATALE OF THE ATLANTIC COANT,

BY GEORGE 2. KAULES,

We are sitting te-night by the fire,
My le‘ and me, all slone,
A watchin' the blaze as it fickers
In its play on e okl bearthistove,
A watchin®, & thinkin' an’ talkin’,
Abtwut days thit have long since gone,
Before we were [ wble and childles;
Al we! how the seasons iy on.

As the light of the buarnin’ driftwonsd
Flares out on the sober brown wall,

It shiines on o sallor’s sou' wester,
Heug ;;nl where the gray shadows fall,

"Tis the hat of our brown haired Willle,
Avdd winters and winters

The waves washed it up on the sea-beach
In the rush of their hungry flow,

These thoughts make my bosom feol heavy,
They "'ve silversd an® whitened my halr,
And, thus, as § sit in my corner
Amusin’ amnd nursin' my care,
'm drommin’ 1 s our boy Willle,
I have dremnsd it often before,
A floatin® out there "mongst the seaweed
ULt fiinges the rock-girded shore,

There are thmes, when, sleepin’ or wakin®,
His fuce beamin' Joyous an' gay,
Steals upon me from out the corpers
An' pooks where he nestled in play ;
And it looks s lovin® an' chearful,
So fond in s innocent joy,
That my heart seems almost a breakin'
Wiih goief for our sunny balred boy.

Yet, now, when it's late for repentance,
{ kuow 1 was hasty an® mad,
I might aspoke tender an’ sofuike,
I ought to been kind 1o the lad,
I told him to leave me, forever,
Yes, nuver to darken my door,
And L can't forget how he anawered,
Nor the look that his brown eyes wore.

* Ah, [ather," soz he, * lor some reason
You've kinder gt tirnd o' me,
Fiut | o' pose it's thne that we parted,
An' now 1'magoin’ to sea.
I've tried 1o be upright an’ truthfal,
Sull, sonmehow, there's somethin' 1 lack,
Laot's part theo in peace an' in (riendship,
For mebbe 'l never come back.

“1 know, as yousay, I'm soft-hearted,
The tears sometiines cone in w tide,
Uut 'l try w sct my part maot
1 nm young an' the world is wide.
Think well as you can of me, futher,
know 1I've not abways done ght,"
Toen ©iurued, hut only the shadows
Were there I‘t; the summer moon's light,

I went to the door and 1 ealled him;
The echows went soundin’ along,
No answer came in through the twilight,
Exeeptin' the whippoorwill's nmﬁ.
The sweet singin’ bird seemed a mockin®
My call na it rang through the glen,
Andl 1 thought its melod y whispored,
“ You'll never see \‘\-\Iil» ngain.'"

Bo, the days and woeks kep' a passin',
And, still we thought, mebbe he'll come;
We looked, an' we longed, an’ we waited,
With Hps that were whitened ac’ dumb,
The months becamo yeurs, an' the seasons
Weot slowly adriftin' away,
An' Mary an' me wegrew weary,
As the hair on our bheads got gray.

Yes, many a night when the breczes
Cuwme sighin' in over the sea,

We would think of our boy who wandered
Away on its bosom so free |

And, whenever the storm was *risin’
And the breakers were white with fonm.

We'd light up the window for Willie,
Fur we thought that be might come home,

1 remember, well 1 retaember,
' Pwoas the close of & wintry day,
The waves on the rocks were n dashin’
An' hurlin' their silvery ntn¥.
That Mary an' we sot a thinkio
As we would when the night grew wild,
A breathin' out prayers for the safety
Au' peace of our wanderiog child.

The darknoess fell ‘round, an® the moanin'
Of the wind, sx it swept along,

Girew sad-like an drear In our seemin’,
As It murmured its cheerloss song.

It rang ‘round the weather-worn gables,
And It sighed through the leafless trees,

Then swept to the snows on the hillsides,
And the cots by the Inland leas.

o, wo set there, thinkin' an' listenin®,
A watchin' the firelight run,
When sharp through the breakers deop roarin®
Came the sound of asignal gun,
Quick I knew some ship was in danger
With them big, I:Iari rocks on her les,
And Mary, she whispered, ** God bless themn
Poor qn{]'m‘n that's out on the sea!"

I culled tn.olnt Lion, the house dog,

A thinkin', perhaps, we might save
Some tired out wreteh in his strugglin’
From the cbill of a wintry grave;

And away for the sands we started,
The guns of distress hooming strong,

A rockets sent out a red glarin’
Through the sky as we hurried along.

Them reafs had wrocked many a stranger,
I'd peen many a brave ship strand,
Heard many u cry cowe a wallin'
Far help to the rock girded land ;
But T neve It the strarn
"Round my beart with es
That | did that night while # waorkin',
To save them poor fellows from death.

Etrong arms and hrave hearis faced the danger
To bring them oft safe from the wreck

Yet the waves quonched many a hoart-throb
As they swept o'er the quiv'rin® deck;

Till tho fight of the newday dawning
Broke in over hijllside and sea,

A floodin' the waters with glory
That danced in thelr murdorous glee,

But, somehow, it seemod as though somethin'
Was chainin’ me theti to the spot ;
H kinder appeared ax i1 Willle,
The boy rlm-l waltied an' sought,
Was somewhere asleop in the ooean,
‘Mid the shells an’ the rly stones,
With sen-moss 8 twinin' m:gntllml.
At the coral around his bones,

An I stood, and with achin' visdon
Gnenod out,'mid the breaker's roar,
A buxly came borne by the billows
Along to the wreek-littered shore.
Nearer, and pearer it foated,
The face 1 had seen in my dreams,
An' lay at my feet on Lhe shiingling,
In the lightof the sun's I’rigrll beama,

All stiffened and pallld and death-liks,
Life's tronhles an’ cares were past,
Aflter seven long ra of waitin'
Onr Willie ca v s At last,
We buried him ler the poplars
Whore in summer the harebells wave
Whero soft sighin’ winds from the woodland
Murtur gently sround his grave.

His Bible, 8 Birthday offerin’
From .“‘lll'_\'. we found on his breast,
And though It's her heart's denrest treasure,
Yet 1love hissld hat the best
For alook at my hay's sou' woster,
An it hangs on the old brown wall,
Bri rw masy & mem'ry of Willie
When the shadows of eve uing fall.

NORAW'S NEW VEAR.

It was New Year's eve. The streets
were thronged with pedestrians, the jin
le of sleigh-bells was ever and anon
Illf'urrl. apd all the world seemed to have

forgotten eare, and taken a holiday.
But not so. There were sad faces
among the merry onex; the poor and

wretched jostlod against the gay and
happy: and this life picture, like all
others, had its dark back ground,
Looking in at the brilliantly lighted
window of a confectioner, stood a ltttle
Izil'l, her [ace blue with eold and hunger
wer eyer wistful and pathetic. Bhe hac
on a light calico dress, shoes that were
too large for her, and a strange kind of
garment—hall shawl, half eloth—so
worn and patched that one sould not
tell ite original shape or color. Her age

was not over nine orten, yet she seemed |
woman than a |

more like a little old
child. There was an sir of wisdom in
the way she turned her herd, and
wrinkled up her forehead, and pressed
her lips together, as she gazed at the
confectioner's candies and cakes, as if
she thought them all very pretty, but
at the samo time very unsubstantial.
Onece or twice the ehifd-nsmn thowed

itself in her eyes, but was quickly fol-
lowed by an expression of gravity and
sorrow, touchiog in one so young.

Finally she turned away with u sigh,
and at that instant the confectioner's
door apened, and a lady, richly dressed,
came out. Something in the child's
face or looks attracted her attention.
She stopped, drew the shivering little
figure toward the light, and scanned it
curiously,

“What is
asked, kindly,

“Norab,” was the answer, given in a
low veice, and with a look of wonder at
the gquestioner.

““ Norah!" echoed the lady, turning
pale. ** Norah what?"

** Norah Brady, ma'am.”

“Oh!" and an expression, partly of re-
lief, partly of disappointment, swept
over the listener's face. Then she slip-
ped some money into the child's hand,
and whispered: “Spend it as you
please, dear. It is a New Year's gift.”

Norah's cheeks flushed and she drew
back a little proudly,

“I can not take it, ma'am.” she an-
swered, in even, steady tones. “ Papa
would be angry if 1did.”

“Angry that you accept a gift?

o

your name, dear?’ she

Why
S0

ple give us things, he says it's out of
charity.”

“ But is that any reason for refusing
them ¥’

“Yes, for papa and 1 are independ-
ent, and had rather earn our own money,”
The litsle figure straightened itself with
and air of dignity almost womanly,

“You are a strange child,” was the
reply, and the lady looked interested and
amused. “ Tell me where you live?”

The street and number were named,
and then Norah raised her honest blue
eyes, and said softly: * Please don't
think me ungrateful, ma'am. You are
very kind indeed.

“Ah, ves!
before. "But I cannot understand, Kate,
why she never answered your letters.
You were but seventeen when you
cloped with that villain - a mere chiid—
mul surely she might have given you
some words of help and comfort when

| your heart was almost broken by his

Only that papa has |

scen better days, and it hurts him now |
to be poor, I might, perhaps, keop.it.” |

And she handed back the money with a
wistful little glance that spoke vol
nmes,

“Have you a mother, dear?’ ques- |

tioned the other.

The blue eyes filled with tears, “ No,
ma'am,” she answered, in a quivering
voice. ““Mamma died three vears ago.”

Why was it that a throb of pain stir-
red the listener’s heart at these words?
What was Norah's mother to her? She
felt drawn toward the child, she hardly
knew why; drawn, too, toward the dead
mother, and the strange, proud father.
Norah’s eyes, Norah's name, were like
those of a little sister she had lost—by a
soparation almost worse than death.
She had never forgotten it, and to-night
the memory of that olden time softened
her heart, and made her pitiful toward
the griets of others. But all this while
her carriage stood waiting, with a white-
haired old gentleman inside, and the
coachman impatiently stamping his feet,

“I must leave you,” she whispered to
Norah at last, longing to clasp the little
figure to her breast.  “ I shall come and
see you soon, may Inot?" Then, secing

“Are you afreid papa will object? Tell
him charity has nothing to do with it,
but it ie for my own sake, and because
you remind me of some one 1 loved
years ago, that I wish to come,"

Norah was a hospitable little soul, and

mseness,  True, he was vour wedded
husbund, and held you by a bond
stronger than that ol parents; but their
silence was cruel and 1 cannot forgive
the T | M

“You do not know how 1 have tried
their love. My father warned me against
the man, my mother told
falsehood and wickedness, and 1
ceived, betraved them both.

lil"

you have told me of ll(‘l’J

me of his |

Oh, T was |

guilty of such base subterfuge, it seemed |

as if a demon had entered into me, and
| was no longer my real self. Whatever
they said only increased my obstinacy
and made me more infatuated with the
object of their censure, Besides, vou
must remember, my father had reason
to think I robbed him the night of my
departure, though the theft was com-
mitted withomt my knowledge, and by
the wretch into whose hands 1 had
trusted my honor and happiness. That 1
could have been so hlim‘ml to his real

: ; | character seems impossible now ; but he
“ Beeause we're poor, and when peo- |

had a winning, plausible manner, and 1
was vain and foolish, fond of flattery
and admiration.”
“ You fled to Americaat onee, did you
not, and wrote home from there?"”
“Yes. My husband’'s villainy was
first revealed to me on board of the ship
that took us over. 1 accidently came
aeross the money he had stolen from my
futher, and recognized the puree that
held it as one I had knitted myself.
asked for an explanation, and he gave
it boldly, gloating over the idea of what
he ealled a just and righteous vengeance,
instead of the hateful erime it seemed
to me. It was there I found out there
had been a feud of long standing be-
tween him and my father, and that it
was for this he had married me, and
thus struck his enemy to the heart.”
“Though the villain is dead, it makes
my blood boil to think of him, Kate.
Jut did you not mention all this in your
lettera—the vile plot, the stolen money 1"
“Yes, and more too, 1 told of my
desolate condition in New York, alone
and friendless, for as soon as we landed
[ fled from the wretch whom the law had
made my husband. He followed me,
persccuted me, prevented my obtaining
any respectable employment; and oh!
the terrible life that [ led those two
vears that he lived. 1t is dreadful to

say it, but his death was actually a re-
lief.”

* And they never answered your let-
ters!” said her husband indignantly.

“1 cannot understand such vindictive-
ness,"

“The first one was returned un-
opened,” she gnswered ; ““ of the others 1
never had any tidings. But [ am sure
they would have forgiven me had they
known it all. It may be the letters were
intercepted, The suspicion has occurred
to me lately that they fell into my hus-

- 3§ ; band's hands, and that he re-mailed and
the child hesitated to reply, she added : | stamped that first one to deceive me and

| prevent my writing others,”

the beautiful lady had completely won |
her heart. , “ Papa will be glad to ‘ee |

you,"” she said, simply, “and, I too.”

“Thank you, dear.”” 1hen moved by
a sudden impulse, the lndy stooped down
and kissed her. The coachman, looking
on, rubbed his eyes, and thought that
werhaps Norah was some little princess
in disguise. And so she wag, and by a
right more royal than that of blood or
money.

“ Don't eall that man your hushand,

Kate. It makes me shiver, He was
capable of anything, and I have no
doubt your suspicion was correct, But

g

surely vou wrote after his death ?

“ 1 did not,"” she replied. “1 was so
utterly heart-broken, Ly all that had oc-
curred, as to believe myself an euteast
from love and kindness forever more.
You know what I suffered, and how 1
went from place to place, vainly sceking
employment. The stage wns the only

| means of livelihood that offered itself.

“What child was that?' questioned |

the white-haired old gentleman, as the
indy took her seat in the earringe and
bade the coachman drive on.

' Bome
beggar with a tale of distress that
touched your sympathy ' He looked |

at her fondly, and in & manner that |

showed she was the “one woman of the
world ” to him,

“ Not a beggar,” and the lady smiled
and told how Norah had refused the
money. ““ But the child interested me
strangely. Bhe has eyes like those of
the little Norah 1 left in Ireland, and
for a minute I had a faint hope that my
search was at last ended. 1
er's name is Brady.”

“Anid yours was O'Connell,” said the |

gentleman. “And it was not here, but
to France, that he migrated.”

“Iknow;"” and a touch of impationce
came into her voice. It was but for
minute, as I said. Afterward |
stood how impossible it was,” Ehe
sighed bitterly, and went on: 1 won-
der if this is to be the punishment for
my sin and folly—that 1 am nover to
know the fate of those I deserted.”

“That girlish sin and folly, as you
call it, dear wife, has been expinted long
since,” was the answer. “ Let the pust
bury its dead. Do not make yourself
miserable by raking up its ashes.”

" I am not unhappy,” she said, softly,
“Why should I be? "Every wish is grut
ified save one—that of |
with my parents, and perhaps it is right
this should be denied me,”

“ Han it ever occurred to you that they
may be dead?’ asked the gentleman,
looking at her compnasionately

“Many times,” she answered But
I cannot make myself believe it. Some
thing seems to tell me they are living
and in want.”

“Oh, that is because the agent we
sent over to Ireland told us your father
had lost his property.  You would nat
urally think of him as poor after that.'

“Yes, and when pride is joined to
wverty, the struggle the harder,
‘ather was a strange man; stern, snd
haughty and obstinate, but under the
harsh exterior hid one of the wargoest
hearts that ever beat. I ean m*rr
stand why he left Ireland so suddenly
and covered up all traces of his flight
lest those who had known him in pros
serity should witness his humilation,

e could not have borne that: it would
have been the added llrllll of bitterness
that wonld have choked him. But
mother was different: s0 meek and gen-

n
under

reconcilintion

tle, and was the only living person who |

him,

knew how to mana
f: worst side of his

else was sure to see t
natare.”

But her fath- |

Ah! can I ever forget from what a life
you rescued me, the humble ballet-
girl 7"
“ But remember you said it was from
love, not gratitude, that you became my
wife. For I am oid enough to be your
father, Kate, and had you refused me
what I eraved, would have adopted you
as my daunghter.”

“Old in years but young in heart,”
she answered. “If my first marringe
was . wretched mistake, my second is
indeed blest, " and crowned with such
happiness as I never hoped to enjoy.”

".llﬂ' l'.'lrl'iilw'l‘ hna] rl-:u‘]n"l‘] l]u- !Illlllfhﬂ

of the city by this time, and now
r-!u[r|-i-'i befere a large house with an old-
fashioned, hospitable aspect very in-

viting

“ Home at last!"” said the gentleman,
umping out as nimbly as if he had
wod younger.,  “ Come, Kate,"”

Hhe followed, and leaning on his arm

i

{ went up the steps and into the house,

| to the '\'llhjl'l"

Every one | would have beught a chicken and

No further allusion was made by either
of their conversation
during the drive. But the thoughts of
one kept continually recurring to the
child she had seen in front of the
confectioner’s; and when Kate Hillard
closed her eyes in sleep that night, it was
with the firm resolve to see Norah's
father early the next day, and find out
who he was and whence he came, for
Noral's words, Norah's looks, seemed
like an echo from the past, and had in
them romething of the spirit she remem-
bered

Norah '..‘."-'.’;'?:'
hers of Norah Such a lovely lady !
mused the child, as she htl”‘l"tl home,

[ don’t think paps would have minded
my taking the n if he could have
heard and seen exactly how

were as fullof her as

17

ney

Wre

lonked.
what if she not a real lady, but
just some fairy going about doing gond,
I nice old gentleman inside her
carriage, though, and a live

shi

HAW A

New Year's 1,“ and |

coachman |

on top. I guess she's flesh and blood
like the rest, only kinder and more |
thoughtful,”

It was townrd a wretehed fuarter of

the ¢ ity that Norah bent her Ateps, and
the tenement where she Murln-rl wae old
and dilapidated and crowded with
human beings, Hhe ascended the stairs
and [dund her way to a room dimly
lighted |\_\' a tallow candle The door
tood open and she entered softly. Then
shading her eyes with her hand, she
looked around, There was a bed in one
corner, and upon that lay a man asleep.

“Poor papa,’” she thought,  he is tired
out, The doctor says he ought not to
work, but he will, and I ean’t help it,
almaost wish I had taken the money,

It
1
could have made him some broth to-
morrow, But he wouldn’t have eaten it

if he knew how I got it. Oh, dear! it is
80 hard to be poor and have a sick
father.”

She bustled about a little, setting the
room to rights, and tried to look cheer-
ful, though she was down-hearted. But
the tears came in spite of her when she
went to the cupboard and looked in to
sce what there was for breakfast. Only
a few dry crusts and a small piece of
bacon. It it had not been New Year's
eve their poverty would not have seemed
%0 bitter. She had gone hungry before
and never complained, but now, looking
at her pale, worn father, and remember-
ing the sad Christmas they had zpent,
heart rebelled, and she almost doubted
the goodness of God, who let poor
people suffer thus. Then her mother's
sweet face rose up before her as if in re-
proach, and she folded her hands
together and breathed a prayer for help
and comfort. Poor Norah! a child in
years, but weighed down with a woman's

cares, old in trouble and the wisdom !

born of it. It was well that she had
early learned where to look for guidance
when sore and distressed and bufloted hy
the world.

Her father did not awake, and she
finally took up the bit of candle and
retired to an inner room hardly larger
than a closet. Itsonly furniture was a
little cot-bed. Into that she crept after
undressing herself, and soon fell aslecp,
She dreamed of an angel with the face
of the beautiful lady who, in some
magical way had been changed into a
fairy, all spangles and lace.

The sun was neariy an hour high when

she awoke the next morning, though |

her room was still dark, for it had but
one little window high up that opened on
a brick wall. But she rubbed her eyes
and looked around as if bewildered, for
surely some one bent over hier, and whis-
pered, softly, * Little sister! Little sis-
ter!” Bhe rat up in bed, and she felt
two arms clasp her close, and warm
kisses rain down on brow and lips and
cheeks., Bhe was not afeaid, only won-
dered what it all meant, and whether
she was really in her own little room, or
in fairyland, or in heaven.

“Dress quickly, dear,” said the voice
she had heard first.  “There is a gentle-
man waiting for you."

The voice was that of the beautiful
lady and so was the form that ghe recog-
nized by the dim light. Half believing
it a dream still Norah slipped on her
clothes, and with her lmnrll clasped in
that of her companion, opened the door
of the other room. There she saw the
white-haired old gentleman she remem-
bered so well, and her father talking
nn‘ilf together; and if she had been
puzzled and bewildered before, she was
CVEN MOre BONow,

“Come here, daughter,”” said Mr.
O'Grady, or O'Connell, as he was called
thereafter. ““ The New Year has brought
you a sister,”

“ What do you mean, papa?’ Norah
stammercd,

“Tell her, Kate,” whirpered the white-
haired gentleman,

Mr. O'Connell had heard the story be-
fore, but he listened again as the sweet
voice trembled in its parration, and
once wiped a tear furtively from her
oyes.

“My wsister! My own, own sister!”
eriecd Norah, joyfully, clasping Kate
close, Then in a low voice ghe added,
“The last word mamma sgpoke was your
name."”

At this tears came into the eyes of
both, and Mr. Hillard, secing them, rose
hastily and said, *“ Come, come, Kate, it
is time we were going, Yonr father is
ready, and 8o is Norah, You can
all you want to afterward,”

Mr. O’ Connell'sreluctance to'nceept his
daughter’s hospitality was finally over-
come and he consented that Norah and
himself should make part of her house-
hold. His pride was great, and had led
him to assume a false name, and almost
make a martyrof Norah, but he had be-
gun to have faint perception that a great
deal of error and selfishness were
mingled with it, and was ready to make
amends,

He soon afterward recovered his
health, and through Mr. Hillard's in-
strumentality obtained employment at

onee luerative and honorable, so that he !

wias enabled to support both himself and
Norah independently,

Norah grew more fikr n child, and less
like a woman, under the new influences
by which she wassurrounded., But she
was none the less true and honest, and
her sister rejoiced to see the signs of care
fade out of the young face that had once
been so sadly mature,

But neither Norah, nor Kate, nor Mr,
O'Connell ever forgot the day that
ushered in their new-found happiness,
and to them the New Year brings greater
joy than any other holdiday.

Where Is Smith!

Mr. Bmith has arrived in town, and ix
well.— Detroit  Free  Press. No,  wir,
Smith i in Burlington, blind drunk.
Heawk-Eye. What a Tr:w‘ slander! Smith
here, as msober as usunl. f‘!lnﬂnry
News, Al you fellows are mistaken
We saw SBmith at the colored church
with his Tamily of black-Smiths,— fifts
tirg (faszelte, ! Bmith

(L]

That's another ! is
here suspected of horse stemling,— St
Lintia Times Woree, and worse!  FEvery

man in Toledo knows that Bmith is here, |

and just going to be married,— Blade
Btill blundering. Bmith is here, already
married, and wishing he wasn't.— Mor
ristown Free Press, ‘esympathize with
Smith, but he is not in Morristown ; he
is in Hartford, and in jail.— Courant
That's a piece of eurrent news that we
know to L- false, We saw Smith, (it
war before our, dinner, too,) and he was
anxiously inquiring where to direct a
letter that wounld reach any member of
theold whig party, He wasnd vised tosend
it o Alm-g Stephens,— Baltimore Sun.
Cientlemen, yon are all wrong or dream
ing. Bmithisin New York. If you don't
helieve us, look in the directory.-
York Mail, Bmith? 8mith? You mean
Smith's widow, don't you ?— Worcester
FPress, You're another, Smith is not
in thedirectory. He'sin the third ward

New

—on the police force.—Camden  Post,
Why, didn't SBmith go to Europe? He
in police commissioner, isn't he %— Now

York Herald, What, Bmith? Why, he
is in Yonkers; we saw him earrying a
baby up Warburton Avenue yesterday
afternoon,— Yonkers Gasett

.,

talk |

Early Morning Sights in a City.

Breakfast Table

[Clucinuatl
It is interesting occasionally to arise
early in the morning and see the city
get up and shake itwh into'wakefulness
| Searcely a sound is heard as vou walk
out, but presently the street-lamp m
comes dodging along on a rapid walk,
stopping at cvery post to turn out the
[ gas.  Heo digappears around the corner,
! ﬁ‘:\\'illp a track of semi-darkness behind
him, and then comes the paper carrier,
with a great, heavy sack dangling at his
side, which hegradually lightens by pull-
ing out the damp sheets, one by one,
sticking them under doors, tossing over
transoms, and throwing through upper
windows with an unerring precision of
alm quite remarkable.  Hedodges about
from one =side of the street to lru' other,
aiming for this house, missing that, and
{ then darting over again to the opposite
| side to repeat the same mancuver, Aftor
[ him  comes the grimy laboring man
with a tin dinner-bucket, hastening to
his work on the other side of town,
hurrying by and paying no heed to the
[ inebriated loafer embracing a lamp-
post, and aceosting him with
| *“Uh-uh-ick! Myfrenwat — uh-ich's
| your hurry 7"

.
Then comes a belated milk-eart

an |

Christmas in Norway, |

The great festival of the vear in Nor
way, as among all Germanie nations, is
Christmas,  Whether it owes all its |
sanctity to its association with the birth |
of the Saviour is, however, an open
question; for many customs still bept
alive in the remoter valleys seem to |

{ point bevond the beginning of the
Christinn era to the time when the
Norsemen ate horso flosh in honor of
Odin, and Thor, and Frey., The festi

val, as the retaining of the old name in
dicates, is as yet strongly tinctured with
reminiseences of the old pagan Yule, |
Tracing the character of Christ and his |
apostles as they an- v in many popular |
marchen and logends, the conclusion lies

| near that the people have, consciously

rattling over the cobble-stones with a
| noise nothing else under heaven can |
| make, turning the corner on one wheel |
{ und  disappearing like an  ill-founded
[ hope. The noise dies away in the dis-
il;\lu-v, and then comes nn omnibus
[on its way to the depot, regardless or
| dreams and visions,

| busy during the last three weeks pre

In the all-night saloon two or three
ill-looking men, with breath like pes
tilence, are standing at the counter with
half empty glasses, condemning the con-
duct of some absent one who had done
something seandalous, and *“ went back
lon his pards, who allus treated him

white, an’ would a' dicd todo him a good
[ turn.”  The barkeeper rubs his sleopy
| eyes, looks uneasily at the clock quite
| frequently, pours himself out something

very red, gulps it down with watery eyes,
| takes n walk to the door, looks im
patiently out, slams it with a disap-
pointed bang, returnsand kays: * Brandy
| Bill is at his old tricks agin.” The
lothers drain their glasses, atter muny
{ hand-shakings all round, and when a
| man with a shocky head and a nose like
| n gift-book cover nlur_gi'rh in, and swenrs

he never drinks alone il there's a
| stranger  of  white principles in the

room,” and wants to know * what pizen |
suits 'em best,” he at once takes the |

weition of honor, and enhales more
,Iulll breath in the shape of friendly
| protestation than a mule would put up

with. without kicking: the roof off,

At the hotels theserubbing brigade has |
commenced its daily battle with dirt,
and the clerk yawns on his stool
{and twirls his mustache with the air of a
task.

A little later and the newsboys are out,
with noses red with cold, shouting their
journals in quavering tones, and impor-
tuning every ntrnuglinﬁ mﬂwr-hf with a
persistence encountered in no other call
1|ng’: Then come the street-cars  with
yawning drivers, and now and then a
passenger, who rubs his eyes, and thinks |
regretfully of the recently vacated |
couch, The footlalls on the sidewalk
become more frequent and less rever-
berating. In the market the scenc ix
lively and animated, The torches flare
and splutter in the wind, and at slight
distance give to the vi A weird,

view
fantastic look, but on closer approach
hie abrupt outlines mellow down and
| fade away. The potatoes and eabbages
jostle the poetic element out of sight,
and the mateer-of-fact plodding faces of
the venders remind you that life is
sordid and stern.
The pray dawn rolls away, and the
| first straggling sunbeams chase each
other over housetops. Shop-boys are
busy unbarring and opening up, sweep-
L ing out and getting things in trim forthe
day'sbattle with profit and loss. Thicker
| come the passing feet; men and boys,
{ girle and women, hurrying forth to take
g the _\-tlkl" of toil for bread,
and bustle soon take the places of quiet
and rest; the streets are noisy with the
'rn‘r” of vehicles and the sound of busi-
ness,  The great city has thrown off her
| slumber and the cares and duties of an-

Sstir |

| around the sheaf, while the father will
| perhia

| which are sure to drop in to taste the

| nny special Kind of disguise is preferred.

other day are ushered in.

Cataracts of the Congo.

Stanley, the African explorer, thus
describes the catarancts in the New York
Herald :  Nearly fourteen hundred miles
hindd been ||:|-~1i{ The Congo became
{ strnitened by close meoting, aspiring
| banks of naked clifls, or steep slopes of
| mountaine shagey with tall woods

L in .-'a-r‘wntim'rnrw'-. heaving upward in
| long lines of brown billows, sgometimes
ns though ruffled by a tempest, or with
asteep glasay fall, or thundering down
uit-c-]-:‘ff--r steep, tossing 1ls walera up
ward in huge with their crests
dissolving in spray and mist, or boiling
round islex of howlders, which iii«}d-r[m]

WARAYOCH

it into two branches with fearful whirl
pools, with uprising whirling ealdrons,
and as It varied its wild unpect wo it

viried it« thonder, moan and plaint
At one time the rush sounded like the
swash of sen wnves AgaInst a *-l||'- L] [<r--'\

driven belor

A sSplinking breezo, at an
other time like a strong tide washing
ngninst prers and buottress ’1f.ll:!'l']_""-
at another time it overwhelmed the

sensex and filled the moasure of & rll'!'lr
grief with the roar of its fury: and far
1I|» on the ht\;'h! hf the T'IMI |.'|h-r the
timorous and superstitions Basundi,
straying near the clifly verge, stopped
hin ears against the dreadful thunder
and huarried pnway asfrom doom While
we were fighting our tragieal way over
the long series of falls along a distance
of over one hundred and eighty miles,
which o upied us five months, we lived

a8 though we were in a tunnel, sibjoct
at intervals to the thunderous erash of
passing trains

Mers., Krinpins says before she was

married she always looked at a man's
boota first, and based her opinion of him
on their appearance. She don't
away any time that way now

fonl

If

ni,

she sees a nose like a bencon light she
| don’t care whether it is carried around
1

by womden shoes or patent leathers,
| talks plain English in both cases,

i
|
|
|

|
or |

| piles above piles of naked craggy rock, |
and presently swept impetuously down |

It

or not, transferred much that was al:-atr]
to them in the old gods to the new deity, |
and thus, by a sort of compromise be-
tween the old faith and the new, have
produced a divine type which is, ot all
events, sufliciently national to appeal
strongly to their Norse hearts,  This
nationalizing of one's divinity is of
course not peculinr to Nur\\'u:‘; it would
have bhoen more singular if Norway had
shown no trace of it.

The preparations for the Yule-tide,
in the way of provisioning the house
would, to American eyes, look perfectly
enormous,  Buking, and brewing. and
butchering keep the whole househiold |

ceding the festival,  And the fact that
the process is repeated year after year
‘trlrlmhl.\' proves that it is necessary,
Svery man, woman or child who comes
within a stone’s throw of the house dur- |
ing the holidays—which last until a
week after Now Year—must be invited
inand urged to eat and drink without
regard for comfort,  Even the birds are
to have their share of the Chiristmas joy.
As soon as the church-bells have * rung
in the feast™ at five o’clock in the after-
noon of Christmas eve, the futher of the
house takes his richest sheaf of onts or
barley and attaches it to the end of a
'mh- which is nailed to the gable of the
mrng or the storchouses.  The mother
and the children stand by enjoying the
sight of the happy birds fluttering

ps quote the passage about God's
care even for the sparrow, wherefore it
is right that the sparrow teo, should re-
joice on the day when Christ was bhorn,

Among the many evening visitors

Christmas brew, some are apt to be dis-
guised by grotesque marks, and other
wise fantastically accoutered, These
are called Tule-bucks, possibly because
the most common mask may have been
that of a gait or some other horned crea-
ture. At present I do not know that
The rule seems to be, the
tesque, the better.

The German custom of having poor
children about on Chiristmas eve, earry-
ing a large lighted star of canvas, rep-
resenting the star of Bethlehem, pre-
vails also in Norway. No ene ean hear
their shrill, tiny voices in the snow
under his window, ¢inging the dear fa-

more gro-

[ miliar carols, and refuse them lIwir'

well-enrned penny. |
|
|

Buarial Eccentricitios, |

Some persons have had a singular taste
for providing their coffing long before-
hand, and keeping them as objects pleas-
ant to look at, or morally profitable as
reminders of the fate of all, or useful
for every-day purposes until the last
and solemn use supervenes, A slater in
Fifeshire, about f]-rr!y yvenrs ago, made
hit own cofin, decornted it with shells,
and displayed it among other fancy
shell-work in a room he ealled has grotto,
Another North Briton, n eartwright,
made his own coffin, and used it for n
long time to hold his working tools; it
was filled with slidiog ehelves, and the
lid turned upon hinges, 1t ls said that
many instances are met with in Seot-
lnnd of working men constructing the
own coffing “in leisure hours.'” Alder-
man Jones, of Gloucester, about the
close of the seventeenth eentury, had hir |
coflin: and  his monument constructed
beferchand ; not liking the shape of the
nosge earved on his effigy on the Ilatter,
he had a new one cuat ju—r in time, for
he died immediately after it was fin
ished, One John \(hl'llll‘\', of Notting-
ham, bought a coffin, and filled it with
clover cordial; but he brought himself
into bad repute by getting drunk too
frequently, for his eoflin became to him |
a sort of dram-shop. A young :
surgeon, who accompanied the Duke of
Clarence (sfterward
when he first went to sea as o royal
miﬂlll:.', rose in after-life to an i||-|rf-rl:llll
wsition at Portsmouth ; he had o favor
ite bout converted into a coflin, with
the stern-piece fixed at its head, and
kept it under his bed for many yenrs
A married r'nn!rlf- in Prussin ||[r<\|r]i'||
']H'”I"l i\' ] '-'illh L] "”l‘l' ]"'T‘F]' |J:|”'l,
}u-sul them in a stable, where they
utilized ax cupbonrde for the reception

i‘ll'l
wire

of various kinds of food; but the tinal
nppropriantion of the coffing was marks il
by n singular ronfretemp The man

died ; the widow packed the contents of

both coffing into one, while the body was
rle |----ilni in the other By some mis
hap, the coflin full of catables was low
ered into the grave Next dav the
vidow apening thi Il of the npposed )
cuphoard, was scared at inding the dead
body of her hushand, Of course the in
terment had to be done all over ngain
with an interchange of cofline I'hie
custom of being buried in an ereet posi
tion has been frequentiy irried ot

ben Jonzon was buried upright in West

minster  Abhby A circamstance which
gave occasion for the following lines in
the Ingoldshy Logends

 Eran rare Ben J oson, ol | omous wight,

| w0l d o Interreed Lhere halt uprighe
In just such a postilaon,
As Tray veed 10 st in 1o

Ty -Iu-a];:n:rlnl: gambler hurried from

the !.-.rlul- of the Kursaal, tearing his

hair and erving angrily "'-'I‘IF'" L
heaven. 1 will never touch annther eard
till T bave discovered some aystem that
lowew  infallibly  all the time,’ A
losing aystem 7 queric a friend. " Wha

could you want to discover that for?
To betag ainst it.

ProvLe learn wisdom by experience
A man never wakes up his second baby
o eee it I.n‘h.

owe it to yourself to phy it.”

| Yourdew and fire and spoce

NAvY |

King William 1V) |

| on zis

THE DEAD BEE,

——— -

BY FLETUNMER VATES.

W hore honeysuekles seent the way,
1 heard theo humming yesterday §
Thy litle life was not fn vain,

1t gathered sweets for other's gein,
Anil somew hore (n a dainty cell

1% stored doliclons bydromel.

O poct! in thy calm retreal,
Frum joy nnd grief extracting sweel,
Some day thy r:lm-.\”n wings must foid
And thou e wetionless and cold
Perhoaps thy gurnorsd boney then
May be the foud of Hvine men,
2 Noribmes 'e ' Bode=o=Rrow.

EYERY-DAY SPICERIES,

S, Lovts Jowenal : Of course you like
this windy, boisterous weather, giris; v
brings you plenty of chaps,

Camen's hair socks are shown for gen-
tlemen,—New  York Tribune, Gentle-
men  always were oo modest to show
their stockings themselves.— Cincimnati
(lazelte,

O, Crey Derriek: The streel crosa-
ings are so bad now-n-days that they
mnke n body eross, But that's what
they're for, therefore we'll say nothing
nbout it

Niw Yong Commercial: A Western
renius has patented an artifical tree that
slooms and buds,  But isn’t this an in-
fringment, we would ask, on some other
patent leaver?

RoMme Sentinel: A Roman remarked
the other day: 1 try mighty hard to be
honest, but sometimes a poor man can
not boe honest, unless he steals the money
to be honest with,"

Pomeroy's Democrat : * Oh, that mine

enemy would write a book!"” eried Job,
This was beeause he was o job printer,
und wanted to set on that enemy just
onee, und thus prove himself o profit,

Rocnester  Demoerat: “*Have you

seen the devil-fish in 1he aquariam "

inquires The (raph’'e. This is strange.
We had the impression that the gentle-
man alluded to didn’t go o fishing any-
where,

New Yonrk Commercial: * You should
pay that debt,” said a creditor, ** you
“Owe it
to'myself, do 17" said the other. “ Well,
in that case, 'm willing to let it stand a
while longer.”

NOTIING,

What I8 nothing ' says Joo to his pere,
With a smivk on Wis comlenl phie

“ e w o word, which wo constantly hear,
But yet nobody tolls what i s

Hayn the pere, with o hitoh, that was funny,
“ L in e, bt bs nothidng, confoumd it
Or mnre |'?¢llll'|}'. wrhnps, my denr sonny,
“Fis i hole, without any thing vound iy '
o A%, I, A}, in Hoston Trovelsr,

Pams Paver: Those of our com-
patriots whom one encounters outside of
their own country are divided into three
classes: Commercial drummers, mission-
aries and conviets, The Frenchman
travels only becavse of trade, religion
or force,

CoNTINENTAL dinlogue: Old lady
leaning out of a railroad carringe ami
beekoning to conductor: “Tell me, con-
ductor, if smoking is allowed in this
compartment?’  * Yes, Madame, you
may smoke if the gentlemen inside don'y
object.,”

“Tuar Toothbrush of Mine,” is the
latest novelty,— Camden Post. 1t fairly
bristles with interest.—New York Com-
mercial  Advertiser, Yl.'ll, and the lil.ll]-
ject is well handled, although some may
think it tooth thrilling in its harsh ap-
plication.— Advertiser,

M. Lewig, of the Detroit Free Press,
the most bountiful, and perhaps the
most  original, paragrapher in  the
country, ean't get used to the pilfering
of weak and ill-regulated newspapers,
There is only one apparent remedy, and
its o rough one, says the Cincinnati Com-
e dull,

HONNET,
The foolish bud would fuin become s fower

At Hount its heart out in the falr -uunh{m-,

' Blowsom, tremuloas on its vine,
ms unly of a golden fruftful kour
r and wmethyet, of roynl dower,
The perfect, purple clusters hang, and pine
To povr tonelr souls forth Into |-li-mu-¢l wine

Twpatient leaning from their sheltered hower,
O Llind oues! AN your blended stores of seent

And subitle sweels (o this poor end are spent ;

That man should Ky quall from sparkling glass
s mighing, while o'or
Al
Fow aweel they

L]

mereial

Your honey Hngom on his s

The bud, the bloam, the frult
wure !

~ Musan M. Spalding, in Beribwe

Dirrort Free Press: Boucicault says
thero isn't & dramatic eritie in the world
who can tell what a comedy s, Is it a
comedy when you go down cellar wl!.h
the hired girl to see where the leak in
the water-pipe is, and the candle blows
out and vour wife stands on the stairs
and velle for n mateh and makes pun-
yrlli'f('rllllf]\'-'\ at the kame time,

St lovis Jowrnal: “An’ zin'' re-
marked MacMalhon, extending his hand
and smifing affubly, “an’ zis is zo brave
zhoneral zat unto ze men of ze grand
United States armee have sade: ‘I vill
line it fight ont no mattaire if
it consume zo hole summaire’?"”  Gen-
eral Cirant's face wore a troubled look.
He turned to the Secretary of the lega-
tion and winked., The Becretary whis-
pered something o kim, and henhemmed
onece or twiee nervously and said: “ We,
mussecr lo presidong.”

Dernorr Free Pre An old man, hav-
ing an apple-stand on Wi ofdward Ave
:'f'l""]”'h"" 1&_\‘ n

fur Derember,

1]

nue, was yesterday
hungry-looking lad, who nsked: " Say,
£ oy
in't on goin' to gimme an apple’
' o von to the station first?” was
the grufl n-}-‘..- You declare war, do
1 ’ % " '
v ALl "L"I"- |||I\':-1-l buckshot! 1'H

stand right here for the next hour and
tell everybody that you spit on your ap
prdes and then burni i "em on your greasy

old cont gleave! We'll aee who'll come
ont shead in this mad struggle!™ I'lin
vy ddidd, He got his ”l'l'l' in five seconds

Uatarsn Inkhorn: The old gentleman

went into the |.-||l-.r the ether night, at

the witehing hour of 11:456, and found
the aom unlighted and his danghter
and a dear friond occupying a lete-p-tete
in the corner by the window. * Evan
goline,” the old man =aid -ntrTﬂ'|_\', “ thin
in scandalous Yes, papa,” ghe an

swearcd sweetly, Vit v candleless beeause
times are =0 hard and lights éost so much
that Ferdinand and 1 said we should try
and get along with the starlight.” And
papa turned about in speechless amaze
ment, and tried to walk out of the room
hrough a panel in the wall paper,

GorLp was first discovered in Califor-
| nia in 1848




