OUR HOLIDAY SUPPLEMENT,

A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year— God

Bless us, every one.

~Tiny Tim.

' RING OUT, WILD BELLS.

—

Bing ount, wild bells, to the wild sky,
'The Bying clouds, the frosty light;
. _ The year ig dyirg in the night;
Ring out, wild bells, and let him die.

Ring ont the old, ring in the new,
Ring, happy bells, across the snow;
The year is going, let him go;

Ring out the false, ring in the true.

Ring ont the grief that saps the mind,
- For thoge that here we see no more;

Ring out the feud of rich and poor,
Ring in redress to all mankind.

Ring out a slowly dying cause

" And ancient forms of party strife,
‘Ring in the nobler modes of life

With gweeter manners, purer laws.

Ring out the want, the care, the sin,
The faithless coldness of the times;
Ring out, ring out, my mounrnful rhymes,
Bat ring the fuller minstrel in,

. Ring out false pride in place and blood,
. The civic slander and the spite;
. Ring in the love of truth and right,
Ring in the common love of good.

Ring out old shapes of foul disease,
Ring out the narrowing st of gold;
Ring out the thousand wars of old,

Ring in the thousand yeaxs of peace.

Ring in the valiant man and fres,
The larger heart, the kindlier hand;
Ring ont the darkness of the land,

Ring in the Christ that is to be,

TENNTSON.

AN UNEASY CHRISTMAS.

BY FANNY FOSTER CLARK.

My name ig Gerard Van Boosen. I am fall,

glonder, pot ill-looking, decently educated, and -

a8 yot out of jail; but in the eye of the law Tam

a thief, T've not been arrested, tried and sen- |
tenced, simply beoause the only person who can.

prosecute e is— Well, never mind, I'm com-~
ing to that,
istmes, a season of joy to all honest peo-

‘ple, has been to me for years only the dreaded

- anniversary that remindsxe of 2 ghameful and
Yong-conoealed crime. : )

. I came to New York at the ageof twonty, and
was placed by Mr. Black, my guardian, in s
commercial house on & salary of eight hundred
dollars a year. Left withoub parents, and hav-
ing no relations who cared to claim me exeept’
an old great-snnt, My, Black had kept me at an
inexpensive college (so called) in a rural place
to make ready for & profession. Suddenly he
geemed to change his mind about the profes-

. gional career, and ordered me into business, al
though there was still threo thousand dollars of

- . my small patrimony in his hands. This amount
. would be due, of course; on my majority early
in tho next J s,nna-?. .

T lived vory modestly, but being a talkative

~ gor} of boy, able to tell a story, and generally of
rather mannish prefensions, some older and
richer follows quite ook me up. They showed
me the city, and, what was more memorablo,
$ook me to Long Branch, where, having bor-
rowed some money of Jos Cliff, one of our set,
I made up my mind to spend & whole woek.
The temptation to this oxiravagance was &
bright, black-eyed, high-spirited girl of eighi-
 een—DBossie Clapp. I1felt that Bessie was up to
1y standaxd, yes felt too that Bessie was lucky
in satisfying such a fastidious faste a#s mine.

Though Marrisge was something of a sacrifice

for a fellow, I meant in 8 year or so (haviog, of

courge; meanwhile puf that small fortune’into

Wall strect and realized .envrmously) to fake

Bessie for my wife. 1t was Sunday, I remem-

. ber, and before breakfast. 1wasto leave the
.next day, but there was the shady atternoon
_before me, and the beach, and an umbrella, and

“Bessie, too—all favorable to & formal declara-

tion of my love. As we walked the piazza I

© gaid, “Take my arm.”-
obeyed. r
gie.. Then I maid, with much emotion, though

_in bad taste rhetorically, “Bessie, I think you're
‘just splendid.”

" «Nonscnse I she answered, but clung to me
the closer. And then Bessie’s mother calied
her to breakfast, and I went to eat my eggs in
bachelor golitude in the big dining-room.  The
meal was mearly over when, chancing to look

. up, I saw, ﬂoatinidown the length of polished
* floor, & vision, She (the visions of young men

are always “she”) was dressed in pale helio-

4rope, she had & mass of golden hair; she was

hot very tall, but elonder and stately. The head:

waiter, an_ebony statue of dignity, forgot his

" ‘high position, snd came down the 'room after

her with the alaority of a menial, There was
an unused space at my table. Would he pounce
uponit? Hedid, Hefirst seated a stout old
lady, with: a flabby face, and very short of
breath, who had come ambling in alongside the
‘vigion, and then, opposite to me, there looked

up ont of a pair of eyes, blue, like Alpine gen- |

tians—there looked at me, I say, l’l:y fute.

-~ ¢iMamma,” she said to the stout old persbn,‘

s$twhat shall wo order?”
Her voice wae delicious, and by the time she
had put the last lump of sugar in her oaﬁ'ee_ I

was mad.l{):n love.

. Before long & man—an old man X congidersd
him (about forti, and gettmib&ld)—game‘and
spoke to her, 1 knew the fellow by sight-—one
Reynolds, a heavy importer, and very rich. I
way jealoms, and_ left the fablein disgust; but

“glipping two dollars into the head waiter's
hand, 1 agked, quite casually: .

" tWho is the lady that just came in ?”

«That, ssh? Oh, that's Miss Duarcy—Miss
Constance Darcy atid Ker ma. She come here
o’'most ebery seagon—yeth, seh.”

- Constanee Darcy!  The name was chivalry.
Constance Darcy ! I ran to look up some of
my set of fellows on the chance that they might
Enow her, : )

siJoe,” gaid I, inding Joe and Ted and Smith
and all the boys {ogether, ‘‘do you know Misy
Darey ?”

“Miss Darcy? Constance Darcy?” was the

and chorus, “Of course. Where is she?

ome along and be introduced.”

We waited a good while on the piazza, bub at
Iast somebody ‘pronounced, ‘“Miss Darcy--Mr.
Van Boosen."

She smiled on me divinely, and Joe punched
me in the back and whispered, ‘“Lucky dog !”
1 stood by for an hour, and then came my

- chance; and I talked with her, sctually talked
‘with her! 'When she rose to leave me, I cried
out in a pitiful way that I'm. afraid was

yish
&QOh, don's go 1" . .
“Nover mind. I'll 8ae you again,” she paid.

' tobe here soveral weeka. Are you?”

She blushed but.
She was a dear, frank girl, was Bos- |

' her lip.
| me such a shy, sweet glance, as if she under-

““¥es, oh yes,” I anmswered, eagerly, and at
once borrowed more money from Joe, and en-
gaged my room for a fortnight,

Twounld surmt up my experience during that
fortnight, in the one word, Bliss, with a very
Iurge capital, There was Constance in morning
sunshine and muslin, Constance in afternoon
breezes and short coquettish costumes, Con-
stance in moonlight and queenly draperies,
Constance in air, earth and water. No, not in
the water, except metaphorically, for she didn’t
like the sea-bathing. I was Bessie who romped
in the breakers and bligtered her nice nose,
Oh, sfeakjng of Bessie, when we chanced to
meet, L treated her in a pleasant old-friend
fashion, She gave me some reproachful
glances, some scornful ones, and when she

1 went away ¥ forgof the train time, and was sit-

ting on the beach with Constance, under her
rose-lined paragol.

Ot course there were other men about Con-
stance; or, to be more correct, ¢very man
wag about her. She used tosay, witha little
grimace:

“0Oh, I know everybody, for I've been coming
to Long Branch evory year for ages and ages.”

“If you've besn here many years, you must
have come as a very small child,” said I,

A woman is just as old as she looks,” the

| wise French people have it,” Constance an-
gwered,’

 #Then you are aboub twenty-one?” I yen-
turcd, intorrogatively.

“¢4Qh, you bad boy I" oried Constance, laugh-
ifig; **I never allow anybody to put me at more
than twenty.”

My hardest trial was to see my adored Con-
stance driving out with Reynolds, orsome other
opulent rascal, in his own trap. To be sure, 1
had sent to Joe for more money, and showered

' her with rose-buds and bonbons, bat for driv-

ing I had to use a team of hired horscs,
Once I told her, with the most dolicate cir-
cumlocution, that I was quite poor, but she

trested me with_just the same confiding sweet-

ness, and immediately aftor accepted a basket
of flowers with the goodness and grace of an
angel.

At last, of courge, there came an end to Joe’s
money, and I had to go. But at parting Mrs,
Darcy said, “Come and see us in the city,” and
Constance had given me a long, sorrowful,
tender look. .

When, in a savage humor, I reached m
boarding-house, therg was awaiting me a sma.
parcel and a lether. It was one of those absurd
lotbers I was quito used to receiving from my
great-aunt Annetie Van Boosen, who lived down
on Long Islund in an ancient tumble-down
homestead. As a boy, I had seen her, and xe~
merabered her as a hard-featursd, snufty, high-

‘tempered old woman, given to long yarnsabout
deccased Van Booseus of remote periods, of

whom one Jan Van Boosen was the chief orna-
ment and glovy.  From time to time Annt An-
netic would send me musty papers, old Dutch
books, decaying scraps of lace, once an old
shoe, and other gueerrelics, all, as she declared,

of immense valte, and to be ke}gt. until ghe’

called for them, ¢I am afraid,” she would
write, “of being robbed in this lonely place;
but some time I shall come up to the city and
arrange for the proper bestowal of these valu-
ables,”

This last letter ran :

<T gend yousix military buttons and a rin
for safe-kecping. See that they are locke
away in vaults at once. They are relics of Jun
Van Boosen. I ghall come %o the city soon and
gee them proeperly put away.”

T threw $he buttons in & drawer, snd thrust
the clumsy old silyer ring, set with whatseemed
a small diamond, into my pocket, to rattle
about with my keys and penlknife, and ssid o
myself, “Bah’l the old womau is crazy.”

The rooms on Fifth avenue oceupied by Mrs.
Darcy and her daughter were spacious and lux-
urfous, and the parlor was besicged every even-
ing by adorers and admirers,  Of course X wag
ﬁi the. very forefront of the forlorn-hope.

" Sometimes I was allowed to drop in out of call-

ing hours, and by an especial grace tosit on
the sawie sofa with Constance while she lazily

 embroidered, and the mother came in and out ;-

of the room. It was on such a bappy occagion,
one day in late Decembor, when I spoke of an
exc!uisnte ‘bracelet that Constance wore;

1t was & Chrisimas gift last year,” she said,
handing it to me to examine.

“From your mother?” I asked.

“Qh, no! From Mr, Smith,”

Smith was one of our sct of fellows.

“Why,” I stammered, ‘I didn’t know you
cared for Smith.”

“*Care for Smith! Why should I? My, 8mith

| gent me a present at Christmas, that’s all. 8o

good of him | Do you sce the beautiful sifver
casket on the table ¥ Mr, White sent mo that.,”

0h,” exclaimed Mrs, Darcy, coming in at
the moment, *all 0y danghter's friends are 8o
kind to her at Christmas! Mr. Herrmen sent
her a great pile of gloves in such a pretty box,
and Mr. Frost a necklasce, and Mr. Carter a
dressing-case; and there were a dozen fans, of
course, aud jewel-boxes and satchels and vases,
and a porfect shower of fruit and flowoers,
Then the butterfly | Constance, did_you never
show Mr. Van Boosen the jeweled butterfly
from Mr. Reynolds? If was very elegant, Mr,

| Van Boosen, very elegant—diamonds and

rubies.” :

By this time Mrs. Darcy was puffing out of
the Toom again,

T had been foeling unessy, for Reynolds was

‘| at the house a great deal, and I fancied he
. treated Mrs, Darcy with a resigned patience, a8

if he intended $o get used toher. He was old,
to be laum—fortil seemed 10 me well on toward
the grave—and he was plain, and he was bald,
In fact, I had grown morbidly jealous and anx-
jous. Love had mastered discretion, and I felf
T raust spealk; so, with all my wors iging sonl
in my eyes, I began, passionately: ‘Dear Miss
Darcy—dsrling Constance I

sOh, hush " said she, Jaying her finger on
siifamma’s coming,” Then ghe gave

stood everything, and the mamma came, for
good this time, and sat down with her knitting.
The chance had disappeared for that day, and
I yose to go. Constance took one step into the
hall with e, familiarly yet discreetly. T felt
g6 warmly toward her, and 80 happy—I was so

! goung, and I had been so slecpless thinking of

er, that T was near to crying like a woman.
There were toars in my eyes when I pressed her
hand, Mrs, Darcy was close by, yet I starved
for still more assurance of favor; go Isaid:

“You don’t admire bald heads, do you?”

Constance laughed. “Why, what an absurd
idea! I hate bald heads.”

That wasall. I was content. A last look
from those gentian blue eyos, one more hand
pressure, and I went home ha¥py.

"Two days before Christmas (fatal Christmas f)
I went into Tiffany's to buy a suifable present
for Constance, Afschool and at college in
country places I had known nothing of the pe-
culiar cnstoms that obtain in some circles of
faghionable society, but I was learning them
willingly and unquestioningllx{, and I felt the
most expensive article I could find would be

only a propor offering. ©f course if such gifts |

" what that calamity might be.
she went on, “becausé from the first we have |

did not represent the very highest Propriety
2.1111& delicacy, my Constance wouldn't receive

em.

A dapper gentlemanl{l clerk eams forward.
T want a_present, a ric
ent, for a lady,” I auid.

{Yes, sir, A fan, sir?”

“No; not & fan.” I remembered Mrs, Darcy
had said ‘“s dozen fang,”

A toilet case, 8 satchel, an ivery comb, glove
box, napkin ring ?”

‘No; something better.”

%Pardon; is it for a young lady ?”

I telt my ears tingle, but amswered, boldly,
“Yes, for a young lady.”

“I'would recommend, say, & brooch,”

“Let me gee some brooches. ”

“With jowels or plain, sir?”

“Jewels, of course.”

¢Here's a neat thing,” said the clerk, “in
sapphires.” '

© was 2 small pin, but the sapihires werathe |-

color of her eyes, and she might forgive the
meanness of the present for the richnees of my
affection. “How wuch?” I asked.

“That, sir, is three fifty.”

*#Thres fifty,” I repeated, deciding on it ai
once—*‘three dollars and titty—"

The geutlomanly clerk saved me from the
blunder. -“Three hundred and fitty dollars,

ir. .
“Oh," said 1, with & sickly smile, “T thought
80.” But I hadn’t thonght so, The cost of the
triflc was s great deal move than I had
dreamed. There was just twenty dollars in my
poeket, and to have that I bore my tailor's in-
solence and my landlady’s duns. Then I owed
Joe the money for the Long Branch visit, and
more borrowed gince, Besides, I was atan age
when it secros so degrading to be poor—an age
when one likes to say. “Keep the change.”

I remarked, eritically, totheclexk : #*Humph
on the whole, I don’t fancy sapphires, Show
me‘peat-ls.” Here' ¢

Certainly. Here’s a pretdy thing; only two
e tainly, pretty thing; only

After going through the whole stock of
pearls, I asked for bracclets.

“Five hundred, eight, one thousand,” said

the m#in, looking impatient, as other customers |

were walting.

“Could you show me rings?' I asked, 1
thought of rings because, being small objects,
it seemed likely they might come within my
small means.

“Diamond ¥ inquired the clerk.

“Diamond, of course.” -

He took out a cage of rings, and ran over the
prices—“Two hundred, one seventy-five, four
hundred, one hundred,” and so on. TLost in
troubled thought, I stocd rattling the keys in
my pocket in an under-bred fashion I hed, and
doing so, felt my grest-aunt’s silver ring, which
I drew forth with a happy thought.

“T want,” 8aid I, “‘to keep the silver seiting;
reset the stone, and tell me at what price you
can furnish me ifs exact counterpart, say two
weeks from now.”

#Yes, pir;” and off he went to some upper re-
gion, In s little while, coming down and giv-
ing me the bare circlet from which the stone
bad been takemn, he said:  “Ican’t tell you
at the moment for how much we can mate the
dizmond; but our cx]ﬂorﬁ hag weighed and ex-
amined i, and we will wrlle to youw.”

‘“Veory well.” . .

*4A ddress, please ?” .

I gave moy number.

“And address for the new ring ?”

«Miss Constance Darey, Fifthavenue, With-
out fail, to-morrow.”

I drew a long sigh as I stecpped into the
strect. The gift seemed so insignificant for
my besutiful Constance. As tothe diamond,
why, in two weeks I would be twenty-one, and
have the three thousand dollars from my guard~
ian. Beforo quadrupling that sum n Wall
street, I would take out enough topay Joe, and,
above sll things, I'd put a stone in Jan Van
Boosen’s ring a8 good or bewter than the old
one,

The next evening, Christmas-eve, I was made
happy. Constance wrote to me:

‘] have received your magnificent present.
I shall wear the ring al-

How good you are |
Tvean

ways, Look in to-morrow about three.
particular reason for wishing to see you.”

Oh, what was the ‘‘particular reason” for
wishing to see me ? I believed I coald guess,

Of course, sharp on the hour, I was with
Constance.

«Oh!” she cxclaimed: ‘Merry Christmas!
The ring is lovely;” and she showed it on her
finger, sparkling wonderfully.

Mrs. Darey came pufling up like a respectable
locomotive, and ejaculated:  *‘Oh, the ring is
saperb I

“Now,” said Constance, *come and have
Iuncheon quite en famile,” and she drew me
into the dining-room. “There’s nobody here
but Mr. Reynolds.”

There was old Reynolds, sure enough, at the
head of the table, smiling and beaming. But
Constance gave me comfort by tfalking all
Juneh-time about my present. And, in fact, I
was astonished 2t the size and brilliaucy of the
disraond, and almost feared that Tiffany’had
delivered the wrong one. - )

‘When wo had pushed back from the table,
Constance began, brightly: ‘[ sent for you,

_dear My, Van Boosen, because you're such &

good friend.” I felt my heart standing still, as
before a coming calamity, yet never guessed
“T sent for you,”

all liked you so much, end this besutiful ring

shows how sincere is yowr regard for”—she-

hesitated, then made the pronoun “us,”  “So

“T'm going to tokl you & secret.” . She glanced

at Reynolds inquiringly. He nodded. “A
great secret,” she yopeated. Ifelt asif I were
turning to stone.
“I'm engaged to Mr. Reynolds.” I had twrned
to stona. I conldn’$-move, couldn’t think, = I
hoped I was dying. But Mrs. Darcy quickly
oured out some wine, and I lifted it to my
ips. Then I saw Constance standing up be-
hind Reynolds's chair, I thought she looked a
little scared, for I could feel my face was white
ag marble; but in her own graceful, cordial way
she said:  “‘Yes, my dear Gerard—for we shall
call you Gerard, you're 80 _very youug--we are
0 be married at once. You see, I'm thirty
years old, and I can ba”—she laughed pleas-
antly at the notion—‘‘quite a mother to you.
And Mr, Reynolds cen be your faiber, oW
nice I She olappod her hands playfully. “So
ou must come and see ug often. Do, DOWw,.
ike a good boy.”
“Come and see ns,” Reynolds added grimly.
I rose, and stammered out some words; I
don’t know what they were.
Then Constance affectionately pnt her hand
on Reynolds’s shonlder, and exclaimed, with a
retty pont: “YesLI am going to marry this
aldhead, And I
dear; you must get some horrid stuff that
make the hair grow.” Reynolde clasped. the
hand on his shoulder, and laughing, kissed it.
I said something more, without any ides
what I was talking about, smiled, bowed, and
sof out of the house a8 & man wounded to
eath may drag himself out of a battle.

and handsome pres-

Then she said, deliberately: -

ate baldness, Never m.mglli 1

I was staggering in the street, when some-
body slapped me on the shoulder, and bawled:
“Hello { old fel. Too muck Christmas, eh 2
It wag Smith, -

“Qh, no,” I replied, with a ghasily lightness,
“T'm only dinzy—subject to such attacks.”

“Too bad,” said Smith. “Hold on fo me.
So. Feel better now? Yowve been to the

Dareys; s2w you coming out. What & stunning

ou sent Constance I’ ) .
“You sent her a mice present last year,” I
rattled ont of a dry throat.

“0h, yes; so I did this year. They're not

"well off, but they keep dp appearances, the

Daroys do, and they take full advantage of a
very bad and indelicate fashion in accepbing

expenaive presents. Bless you, Constance is a.

charming woman, snd not of my family (thank
Heaven ]), and I don’t begrudge the presents.
Tf she can afford to take ’em, why, I can afford
to give 'em.” ;

“‘How old ia Miss Darcy ?".I agked. ’
~ 4She’s—let’s see—about thirty-three, Bub
ghe's a beauty, and understands toilette,
There's so much in toilette. By-the-way, Rey-
nolds is going to marry her. )
ma.r‘?ing Constance Daxrcy |”

“‘Why not?" I stammered.

¢Mercenary,” answerod Smith,
“mercenary and heartless.”

“Qh, indeed I gaid I, in such an unnatural
tone that Smith exclaimed:. I say, you're feel~
ing ill again;” and he kindly took me home. -

A few days later, while I was trying in vain
to con(éuer an unreascning love that wouldn's
be subdued even by some ugly facts, & shock
that I received helped to cure me, This moral
counter-irritant was in the shape of a nofe
from Tiffany’s: Co

“Dpan Sm:—We find it impossible to pro-
cure & diamond ag fine as the one we roset, but
we can furnish & stone nearly as good for ahout
five thousand dollars. Yours was of extraor-

shortly—

_dinary brilliancy, large (though the old sctting

nearly covered it), white, and without flaw.”

Five thousand dollars!  Why, the utinost I
expected from my guardian was only three
thougand. I thought the stone was a trifle
that I could borrow, so to sgeak,. and casily re-

lace; but, good heavens | I was a thief!

st impulss was to confess fo Aunt Annetie;
then, I argued, why give the poor old woman
needless pain? In two weeks I can put money
into stocks, and soon have the finest dismond
in America. : .

I tried, by sifting my feclings and motives
to ease the pangs of comscience, yet the bal
facts were unpleasant, Affer having been told
distinetly, and in writing, that the stone was of
groat value, I had nefariously disposed of it.
The legal points were plain. ) )

Well, two weeks passed, and instead of the.

three thousand dollars from my guardian, there
came a lawyer’s lotber with the information that

Mr. Black was completely ruined, and the trust -
ast hope in the general

money - had goue
wreck. This second shock completely stunned
me, I was penniless, and in debt to Joe  for
five hundred doilars. Constance had cost me
that, beside the family diamond and untold
heart-nche, Perhaps it was well T was o over-
come and helpless, or when the boarding-houge
gervant-girl came with anothor piece of fearful
news, 1 might have done some desperate deed,
“Hor,” said Biddy, ‘‘there's an auld wo-
man below, and it's your sunt she says she is.”
While I greeted Aunt Annctic my Lknees
smote to%;ethor, yet I mamaged to. jerk vut re-
marks about ELong Island crops,
gtapped me by saying, tartly: -
- #PBring me at onco all the Van Boosen relics,
particulsrly the buttons and the ring.”
“Well, auntie,” said I, trying to be light and

 airy, ‘‘and what are i;?u going to do with those

precious antiquities

“iGoing to lock 'em up at my house,” she an-
swered. ‘T've bought a safe af last.”

“Now,” and I facetiously fickled her unde:
her massive chin—¢‘now what would you do if
anything had been stolen?” .

éStolen I cried my aunt, starting up and
glaring at me gshe- had & violent and vindictive
femper)—stolen! Why, I'd prosecute the
thief t0 the utmost extent of the law; I'd im-

prison him, blast” his name, fortave him if I.

could! I'd be a very wolf on his track as long.
ag J lived ?” -

¢Come, now"—and I was most horribly spark-
Jing and jaunty—‘‘come, now, not if the. thief
was a Van Boosen, not if he were in the direct
line from Jan—eh ?” )

«Yes,” the old vizen answered, glaring at me
and clinching her mittened fists—¢yes, even
if he was my own flesh and blood—even if he
was you—I'd pursue him to the death! The
Van Boosen relics! Great goodness! why—"
~ “Don’t excite yourself, auntie dear,” X broke
in; I was merely jesting. The things are
here, all except the ring, and I'll get that in a
few minutes.” )

¢g it Jocked up in safety: vaults 2" she asked.

I made a gesture to avoid answering, and
rushed out of the house with the ring in my
pocket,. . o i

One hesitates to write down facts thatare ab-
golutely blasting to his own character, bat I
was in a dreadful complication. - The ring
world probably one day be mine, and— Well,
I brought it back to Aunt Annetie set with &
folse gem—a piece of white glags.’

The next time I heard from my dragon of a
relative she wrote from the rickety homestead:

T keep the family treasures in a safe in my
bedroom, I dor’t promise to leave them to
you, although you represent the straight line of
descent, bocause I don't think you appreciate
the character and virtues of the great Jan.”

This, considering my only hope of settliog
matters with my conseience, Was very far
from cheoring, ) )

I found that a broken heart can be healed
more easily than & guilty mind can be set at

rest. In less than a year I had ceased to-care |

for Constance. I-used the sternest economies,
earned # better salary, and was paying Joe by
small installments, and still there was the aw-
ful secret of the ring, Of course a confession
would bring me into the public courts. =~ Some-
times I felt i.m&elled to make it, sometimes to
wait until, in the course of evenis, I would be
found out by my great-aunt's heixs, or worse,
by herself, There were plenty of witnesses
against me at Tiffany’s and the gentlemanly
clerk could give excellent testimony.

One day 1 met Bessic Clapp in the street. It
would be effrontery to speak to her, I thought,
g}lz(;n it would be a great comfort, and speak I

She scemed very lovely, girlish, and frank,
though she did say, sarcastically: ¢So Miss
Darcy i8 married?” o

“Of course,” . was my careless reply. ‘You
know Roynolds was devoted to her at Long
Branch, - :

‘30 were other people,” said Bessie.

«I upderstand you,” I answered, meekly;
“ut that affair was only the glamour of & mo-
ment,” - .

We soon fell into our old ways, and her father

coming to the rescue pecuniarily, we were mar-

ried. . .
_Though Bessie's disposition was fond, it was
also jealous. I was an approved moral coward,

"and fesred to open’ up that Dar

agine & man

My |

_Anmnetie’s death.

until she

arcy episode. Of
course the groveling meanness of my nature ig
plain by this time, . .
Yesterduy it was Christmas again—the second
since our wedding. Bessie camo running fo me
with a letter and & great box in her hands.
“Qh, Gerard,” she. cried, “see what your
great-sunt hag sent me for a_present—a lot of
books and papers and lace and old buttons ! She
writes : “The Van Boosen relics are not for your
husband, who has, I suspect, no proper respect
for his ancestors, They are for his child. €
ring is of greatvalue. I give it to you to hand
to posterity.” Bee, Gerard, what a great silver
ring ! . Why, what makés you look 8o strange ?”
 ¢Bessie,” I answered, taking advantage of a
moment’s sirength and bercism, “f have a cons
fession to make,” ) i oo
It took half an hour to rehearse the whole

' matter minutely—my blind love, my crime, and

sufferings, without extenuation or rcserve. .
“Clan you forgive me, Bessie ?” I said, at last:

She moved away. from me, and answering,
“Tet me go and think,” left the room. - .

As I waited theve with my head sank in my
hands, ¥ groaned: “Perhaps she despides me;
perhaps she will never love me again, This ia
regflbtuﬁon.”ti B ' b Co

3ut presently Bessie came back, carrying our
plump little crowing baby boy. % &

“Can you forgive.me for sfealing your dia~
mond?” I ask, humbly. . . - )

“Oh,” answers my wife, “you don't suppose
I went away to think about the miserable dia-
mond? You were young and ragh. . Youmeant
o make it all right. That’s nothing, I was
trying to forgive you for loving that Constance

‘Darcy.”

What strange creatures women _aﬁe t .‘_'Weﬂ,”v
I asked, anxiously, . C .
“Baby forgives you,” said Bessie, putting the

youngster in my arms with the lovely pride of

motherhood, and becoming hetself curiously
entangled in the embrace. Then, as I clasped
my saveot, true-hearted, guileless wife, sho whis-
pered : . )

“Are you happy. now, dear? Is it Merry
Christmas,’ withk no more wretched fears or
fancios?”

t‘l‘st, my love,” I answer, ‘Merry Christmag’
at last.” : :

We hear to-day the news of poor old Aunt
She was eternally writing,
and after she sent off the. box to Bessie she
jotted on s scrap of paper, ‘T feel very mest

-(death, but I have placed the relics in the direct

line of descent.”
Bessie declares baby shall be tanght to respect
the suphonious name of*Jan Van Boogen.

The Merry Christmas Day.

Christrias irradiates homé with the holylight -
of Heaven, It is the good angel of the year,

It comes hear the cloging of his life to give the
venerable man one farewcll glimpse of joys he
has tasted, and to light his path to eternity. It
is a sacred day to all mankind, The citizen
loves it a8 he pictures the bountifnl feast pre.

pared by willing hands; the happiness that

earns upon the faces of his . children; the
gathering together benesth his roof of all that
are near and dear to him—the mother whose
failing footsteps totter like the fading year upon
the threshold of etornity; the dear old-mother
whose Christmases long ago were the:joys of
boys now o0ld and grizzled; the father who leans
now upon his arm; the sisters, the brothers, the
friends of auld Iang syne. The sailor loves it
ag he puts the last reef in his topsail'and sct-
tles down to » glorious feast of pea soup, salt
junk and plum-duff, with a tear perhaps in hia
honesteye to the dear loved ones at home, The
soldier loves it as he warms his handd by the
bivouac fire, and scents the odor of a eavory
feast of unusual grandeur. Our brave boys far
away in other lands love it because il brings
them back to home and mother, - The children
love it—Dbless them, It is to them o long Iooked
for dream of joy; and now it is at hand. Years
and years bence, when the mexciless hand of
time and care shall have wrinkled thess cheeks
‘and thinned the hair upon these sunny temples, .
shall old men and women look back to the
Christmas of 1883 with a long drawn, weary
sigh, -and menta.llﬁ exclaim: ““Ah, that was
happiness I" . We all love it.  The most worth-
less and abandoned wretch that slinks upon the
shady side of our streefs experiences s certain
warmth of feeling when he sees the lights, the s
evergreens, the goodly cheer, the crowds, the
happy faces, the jingling toys, and listens to.
the music of the bells that ring out to the sky,
telling tothe beavens and the earth and all ani-
mate and inanimate things, that “Unto us a
¢hild is born; unto us a son is given.”

Christmas on the Plantation.

" How pleasant were those Christmas times on
the plantation ! writes s Southern lady, When
T close my eyes the sights and sounds ¢f those
dear dead days como back ke ghosts that will
not be laid. Long before daywe were awakened
by singing under the windows : - :
«T4's Christmiss Day, it's Christmiss Day, it’s

Christmiss in de mornin’, ’
And you and me we'll tuk 2 round afore de

early dawnin’, )

" De dawnin’, de dawnin',
_De star shine in de mormin’,

My Christ was borned, and dat you tmows, dig

blessed Christmniss mornin’.” .

There were many other verses, but I remem-

ber them imperfectly, They used to get the
“Aposties” and “Wise Men of the East” terribly
mixed up in those Christmas chants, Peter,
James and John were brought to the manger.

“#And dar dey dces do blegsed babe s-slecpin' in

de manger,
My Christ wot comed to sabe de world and
suatch your soul from danger.” -

"Then when the master came to the door he
was hoisted in triumph on the shoulders of the
men, and marched around until he was very
tired of his perch. Present-msking was next
in order, and no ons was neglected, . However
sad the memories of slave times must be to the

_freedman, I think Christmes Day must always

stand out in bright relief from the surrounding
darkness.

CrrrsTiAs PRESENTS,—Children of the pres-

“ent generation are not awére, probably, how

much better they fare at Christmas apd on
their birthdays than their fathers did. And #
is & conclusive proof of the growth of our peo-
ple on the sentimental side of their nafures,
that it is so. Forty years ago, in this ceuntry,
it is not likely that one boy out of a score ex-
pected to roceive even one preseni at Christ-
mag. The practice has grown almost universal
within the ‘last - generation, and. the prayer of
all is that the custom will not dis out.

A Boy's Lerter.—“Dear Uncle-~We are to
have a Christines tree and supper. Your pres-
enta is requested.” .

w»
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464 MERTY CHRISTHAS AND &4 HAPPY NEW YEAR—
GOD DBLESS TS, EVERY ONE'—Tiny Tim.,

What the New Year Brings.

Everybody buys a new diary, and tarns over
8 new leaf. ¢ : -

The sanguine man helicves Tully that he shall
be able to keep all his good resolutions, e
thinks that somohow, in gome mysterious way

What Johnny Got for Christmas,

A BOY'S TROUBLES AT THIS SEASOX 0¥ THE
TEAR.

What to give Jobhuny Lag been bothering
Aunt Sophia for & month., Pa generally says

that what Johnny wants most is a good 0l |

fashioned trouncing with a lath, such as Grand-
pa used to give him, but Aunt Sophia always
contradicts Pa on such oceasions, except when
Romeo is coneerned, who is Aunt Sophia’s cat.
Well—Anun$ Sophia went down-town bright and
early to get Johnny off her mind. But what fo
give Johnny bothered Aunt Sophia.

Johnny has a velocipede and thrce skates, &
bag of marbles, four jack-knives which Aunt
i keeping for him until he grows up, and a fid-
dle with one string broken, which Pa says will
be the death of him yet. DBesides theso he has

hidden in the glowing future, bie shall do big
things, accomplish magnificent purpeses, quit
chewing tobacoo, and refrain from bickeringe
with his wife, He has heard the name of the
place mentioned which is popularly supposed
fo be paved with good intentions; but he has
not the slightest idea of contributing anything
toward material for its sidewalk, or its rouad-
bed. IIo meaps to be gond and true; he ex-
pects to kecp sober, to work, to save moncy.

He takes that new diary, and sharpens out a
new poncil, and braces himself, and writes down
his resolves, He is notgoing to let his wife see
that book until the end of the yecar. If he lost
his temper when she wanted him to fit stove-
pipe or beat carpets, she might be apt to twit
him with his recorded good regolves. Women
will do such things, you know, when they arve
vory much tried.

The New Year brings & change of calendars;
and the farmer’s wife must have a new al-
manac. No well-organized farmer's wife
could keep house without an almanae, It isan
jnstitution of her forefathors. When her
mother—yes, when her grandmother—was an
infant, the’almanac hung on the wall beside
the looking-glass and the japanned comb-tase;
and when her grandfather’s father wanted to cut
the rye-ficlds, he looked into the almanac tosee
if it was going to rain; and when grand-
mother's mother wanted to set a hen, she
looked into the almanac ““to ses whera the sign
was,” 80 &8 to regulute biddy's ineubution, and
insure healthy chickens,

Tho New Yesr brings bills, Thexe is o great
deal of gorrow comprehended in that sentence;
there is no man living who likes—who really
enjoys—the arrival of bills, Ifisn’tin human
nature. Weall like to kecp what wo have got.

Bills ars always larger than a man expects
they will be. Mo will look at them with dis-

-may. Surcly he has never run up 2ll that long
Hist of items! Thore must be some mistake.
Somehody ¢ls¢’s bill has got mixed with his.
All that sugar, and all those beans, and that
frray of sundries consurmed by his family ! And
nobody to feed but his wife, and his wifc’s
mother, and the four childyen, and the servant |
girl and himself. But then, it is bardly worth
while to mention himself; he thiuks; he is such
& small eater. Ivery man thinks he doesn’t do
much toward swelling the grocery bill,

~ The man complains to his wife, and points oub

the items, and says there must have been things
wasted—yes, wasted ! And if there is anything
will try the pationce of a good bousekeeper, it
is to be told thui things are wasted,

And likely a8 not, before they settle the ques-
tion {0 their mutual satisfaction, tho good man
has broken one of the resolves written down in
the new diary, and the woman heg gob all
gtirred up, and told him she wished she lLiad
never scen him.,

Thank fortune this all blows over without
any great storm, and the New Year is entered
npon, and will ¢lose with the same scene over
again,

Visions of Christimas-Tide,

Christmas paints many pictures on the can-
vas of  the mind, some of them bright, joyous,
full of sheen and dazzle and glitter, while
others, alas ! are sombre and sad and luridly
tinted with that unutterable despair begotten
of the “might have been.” Christmas is asca-
" gon whereon, to those who have passed many of

the milestones on the great highway, it becomes
# necessity to pause and gaze back and count
$¢he halts by the wayside. “What a glorious
Christmas thai was when wo wers all with
father and mother at theold home !” #What a
ghastly Christmas that was when poor, darling
Mary’s chuir was for the first time and forever
vacant I’ *What & strange Christmas that was
when Rosie appeared s0 cold and I was 80 mis-
erable.” I'bus ring ths bells of memory, now
“joyously, now sadly, and thus will it be st
. Christmas-tide till the erack of doom,
Chriztmas is a scason of bounty., The very
birds are cared for, and their carol is all the
Plither in this gracious and hallowed time. It
i8 a season of coquetting, too, and firtations
that commence in the, once-a-year kiss beneath
the mistletos, ripen as the year grows older.
See that charming girl, how deftly she arranges
@8prig of holly in hor raven tresses, the red
berries showing warmly i the folds of her dark
bair! Christmag is a golden time; and if, a8
we gaze back, there are some halting places on
the roadside where we suffered and wers not
refreshed, are there not others as radiant with
happiness, and are there not many yet to
come? '

How eagerly do the differcnt membors of the
family look forward to Christmas ! Even when
the belief in a “real, live Santy Claus” is ban-
ished, half regretfully, among the childish
dreams of the past, the mystioc charm which
lingers about the day makes old and young
eagerly long for ‘its appearance. None should
esteem it above them to revere and calebrate
the day, no matter how cxalted their station,
Parents who do not make it & practice 1o be-
stow some little gifts npon their children, will
ever regret that they did not give thom this
opportunity to look back upon these Christraas
days as bright spots in their childhood. Do not
destroy the beautiful illusions of holiday-time;
donot become 3o fixed and hard in your opin-
fon of the importance of practical reality as to
Iose sight of those things about which life's
recollections will cluster in after years.

Ye OLpeN Tmr.—In 1859 the General Conxt
of Massachusetts enacted that ‘‘anybody who
is found observing, by abstinence from labor,
feasting, or any other way, any such day as

Christmas Day, shall pay for every such of-

a silver watch which Aunt Sophia gave him last

Shristmag, and which he broke the crystal of
cracking nuts, and then swopped with the
bulcher’s boy on the next street for a pear
shooter until Pa fonnd it out and trounced him,
and got the watch back by paying the butcher
83, and threw the pea-shooter i the fire. Then
that same evening, when Johuny put 8 spring
clothes-pin on Romeo’s tail, snd Romeo ran all
over the house like mad, and broke two of
1olen’s plaques and Ma’s cologne bottle skir-
mighing for fresh air on the burean, and
seratched Aunt Sophia’s hand il if looked like
a sansage while she was trying to takethe thing
off—why, then, beforo Pa camo home and
trounced him, Aunt Sophia sat down and had a
good cry, and said gshe knew Johnny was going
to grow up and be a murderer some day and be
hanged, which made 1s all feel very sad. Last
week, however, when Johnmy brought home
three blue tickets and a white one for recent
punctaality at Sunday-school, where they are
going to have a Christmas tree and give away
nice tracts and chromos, why Aunt Sophia
brightened up and said she always did belicve
Johnny would be President one of these fine
days before Pa knew it, and that Pa was wrong
to disconrage Johnny by saying “pooh!” and
that Johnny could run up stairs now and find
a nice apple on her table,

Well, Aunt Sophia went down town bright
and early, and speut five hours looking around
tor gomething for Johnny, She gave him a
pictorial hymn-book last Christmas, but he pen-
¢iled mustaches on all the angsls and had the
Apostles smoking pipes before the evening was
half fhrough, which, of cowrse, was very
wicked, though it made Pa laugh when Ma
showed it to hire. 8o Annt Sophia detormined
not to give Johnny anything pious this year,
and, of course, had frouble, She went to a toy
store first and spent ten minutes in choosing he-
tween a cast-iron bank made so that a fal man
would flip a nickle in his mouth and roll his
eyes, and & magnetic fish-hook which would
catch tin fish in a glass of water without
trouble. She compromised, however, by buy-
ing Johnny & grecn and red moukey who
would throw surprising somersaults over a bluo
pHck when gently pushed at the heels, and a
Jittle wooden man who would dance a jig when
wound ap.

It is Chirisimas To-day.

To-day, in every language nder the sum,
man will mect man with one universal greet-
ing, “A Merry Christrans 1”

fumilics will unite who have not met for many,
many & day; sons will retwrg from afar off fo
sit once more at the home table; animosities
will be softened, ostrangernents bridged; for it
is Christmas Day.

The celehration of this day, incomplete, hu-
man, as it will be—must be af best—is vital,
earnest evidence of an innate longing for some-
thing better than the span of earthly life, an
aspiration toward something that is purer,
nobler, higher.

T'o those whose heads are bowed before the
ghrine of Him who brought the glad tidings,
will eowe a boly calm, a peace to the troubled
soul—a solace o the weary and o comfort to
ihe sorely-wied, that nothing on earth—that
nothing which is of the world ean bring.

There are hearts to-day, awaiting patiently,
broken down in g sorrow that timae cannot heal,
for the summions to rejoin some 5o loved that
the light of life is alveady extinguished, and
the motive for existonce is taken away, To
them, to all who are weary and heavy-laden, let
us hope the Spirit of Christmastide will come
in truth and bring that peace which passeth all
understanding.

To others, the day is one of glad rejoicing;
to parents in the enjoyment of their children’s
life and love; te chikiren, in the consummation
of dolights long locked forward to from the
hands of fond father and doting mother; to
friends, grasping hands after long separation;
{0 men and to women who, halting for a mo.
ment by the wayside of life, exchangea friendly
grecting or revive in social warmth the Yule-
tide seeneg of long, long ago. .

Men, hardened by life’s vicissitudes, rough-
ened by a round of toil, soured by contact with
selfishness and rapacity, will feel their hearts
beat more softly and their voices sound more
gentle. And, it may llm, a slight flush of ghame
will tingle their cheeks at the unwonted im-
pulse, Let them not seek to stifle the prompi-
ings of a better nature; & generous deed will
give fresh life-blood, a kinQ ach will clear away
the sordid cobwebs that stifle the heart's affec-
tions.

It is such & short spell, after all; so few
Chrigtmas Days fall to the lot of the most long-
lived in the centurics and centuries of reckoned
time, that it is pity, indeed, to lose one chance
of doing good that a liftle selfish advantage
may be gained,

If, in some far off time, we may be per-
mibted to look back through the vista of our
yeurs, how infinitesimal will seem our gain,
how mean our motives, what shame will be
ours when we soe how many wa might have so
easily helped, how rauch suffering we might
have averbed, yet 4id not raise our eyes to see
{liem, or lift our hands toward ib.

A Priceless Legacy,

Tt does not reqnire & mint of money to ob-
serve Christmas, Suitable pifts are so cheap
=nd numerous as to be within the reach of most
people. Presents for young and old abound
overywhero, There are two kinds, tho uaseful
and the useless. “You pays your money.and
you takes your choice.” The small children,
the boys and the girls, the young folks, as well
ag theiv elders, can and doenjoy the recurrence

fense five shillings,”

; of this peautiful day. The past year has beep

Killions will throw aside the toil of the year, .

one of peace and plenty, ond has given us roany

nation hes prospered throughout the year, and’
is making gisnt strides in oivilization. Then
lot us hold this priceless léguey of Christmas
day, which has cowe down to us with the dust
of centuries clinging to it, in no light esteer,
and observe it not carelessly, but with greater
oy, if possible, than ever before, :

The Christmas Toys.

Where toys sre purchased for Christmas
prosents to the children, care should be ob-
gerved that a selection be made of articles
which not only smuse but instruct.  The books §
now pablished for children aflord & never-fail-
ing source of instructive enterfainment.
Doxes of paints, games, dolls and doll's pat-
terns, carving teols, printing presses, magnetic
and mochznical toys and embroidery patterns,
with worsted aud silks for working them, arc o
few of the many gifts which it pays to buy for
the young., The children in their treatent of |
presents teach a lesson wuder this head. Uhey
immediately divide their presents in two classes
—those sufficiently valnable to be stored away
in their repository for precioms things and
those tacitly condemned to be destroyed in the
least possible space of time. ‘

The Most Kiadly of Seasons,

When Irving was reproached for deseribing
an English Chyristmag which he Lad never seen,
Geo, Win. Curtis tells uas, he replicd that, al-
though everything that he had described might
not be gecn at any single house, yef ull of it
could be secu somewhere in England at Christ-
mas. e might have avswored, also, that the
spirit of what ho had described wad visiblo
everywhere in Cliristendom on Christmas Day.
¢ Some say that ever *gainst that season comos -

Whercin our 8aviour’s birth is celebrated,

The bird of dawning singeth all night long ;

Anad then, thoy. say, no spivit daves stir

abrond ; :

The J%ights are wholesomo, then no planets

strike,

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to

cham, :
8o hallow’d and 8o gracious is ‘the iime.”

"This is the Christmas sentiment of to-day, as
it, was of Rhakespearo's time. It is fhic most
humoee and kindly of seusoms, as fully pepe~
trated and jvragdiated with the feeling of hu-
man brotlicrhood, which ig the essential spirit
of Chrigtianity, 28 the month June with
snnshine and the balmy breath of Toses. Santa
Clans coming down tho chimuey loaded with
gifts is but tho syrabol of the gracious influence
which at this time descends froin heaven into

every heart.  “Ahe day dawns with a benedic-
tion; it passesin holiday happiness; and ends

in soft and pensive rcgret,

They Would Celebrate,

The difficulty of repressing the joyous frolic
of Christmas Doy evon at the favthest winter
outpost of extrcme Pwritanism is shown by
Gov, Bradford’s record of Christmas time in
the Massachusetts colony. In November, 1621,
about a year after the arriwal of the Mayfower,
came the little ship Foriune, of fifty-five tons,
bringing & welcome addition to tho setilement
of thirty-five persens, Bradford sententionsly
remarlks, “AMost of them were Iusty yonge men,
and. many of thsm wild enough,” and then
proceeds : “‘And herewith I shall end {his
year, only Ishall remember one passage more,
rather of mirth than of waight.” One ye day
ealled Christmas-day, ye Gov'r caled: them oub
to worke (us was ugedy, but. ye most of this
new-company excused themeelves and said it
went against their conscisnces to worke on ve
day. S0 ye Gov'r tould them that if they made
it matter of conscience, he would spare them
$iHl thoy were betior informed. So he led-away
yo rest, and left them; but when they cumne
home at noone from their worke, he found
them in ye strecto ot play, openly; some pitch-
ing ye barr, and some at stoole-ball and ghuch
like sporis. 8o be went {o them and {ooke
away their implements, and tould themn that
was against his conseience that they should play
and others worke, If thoy made yo keeping of
it matter of devotion, let them kepe. their
houses, bat ther ghould be no gameing or revel--

]in%li.u ye strcete.  Mince which time nothing
hath been aftompted that way, at least
openly,”

- Hints for Christmas Gifts.

“What shall I make for Christmas?” iy the
question thaf is now heard on all sides, and a
few hints forf simple and easily-made fancy ar-
ticles may prove of use to our readers, Fora
young lady, & chatclaine bag will be an accept~
able gift, The shape is nsually a square, with
three gathers at tho top, but it is prettier to
round the corners, and edge with lace. These
bags match the costume with which they are
worn, or for evening wear are made in the
phape of a triangle or heart, of satin, or black
velvet, and painted or embroidered with bright |
red strawberries with butterflies hovering over |
ther, A spray of holly with its brilliant scarlet.
berries, would also be pretty. They are sus-

ended from the wym by a colored ribbon, tied
in a bow at the top. . o

Grandma will appreciate an embroidered vel-
vot case for her spectzoles, and a tasty autumn-
leaf pen-wipor may be made .of four shades of
cloth—red, brown, old gold, and clive, ‘Cut one .
of each color, but of different sizcg, into the
form of a maple leaf—for which natural leaves
will serve as patterns—and vein with silk, the
red with green, clive with scarlet, gold with
brown, and brown with yellow. Arrange them
in a spray, overlapping each other, with two.
medinm-sized oncs in the center, and & small
one at the top. Back with a piece of the olive
cloth, and pub in two bits of chamois skin for
the wiper, Tastening all together with & bow of
eardinal and old guld-eolored ribbon, )

A pretty design for & wall-pocket, is & pair of
bellows. The ehape of the bellows ghould be
cub out of thin wood or pasfe-board, and cov- |
ered with cretonnoe satin, or plugh, a8 may be ’

Qdesired. Three-cornered pieces of gilk are
fitted in the sides, and the nozzle is formed of
afgraduated yoll of paste-board, covered with
gilt paper. The front may be decorated in any !
way that fancy diotates. |

A Song in the Air,

There’s a song in the air, there’s a star in the |

sky. - v
There’s & mother’s deep prayer, and a baby’s
. low cry; '
And the star rains its fire while the beantiful

- 8Ing i
And the manget of Bethlchen cradles a king. [
Dr. Hornaxp, |

All Gladness,

Merry Christmas! Mexry Christmas !
What a joytul, ringing cheer, !
Memory brings us, from our childhood, i
While again theso words we heax, ]
Much of gladness,

Comes to greet the Lsteniug ear.

HosprratiTs.—Says  Washington Irving:
Obristmas iz the season for kindling the fire of
hospitality in the hall—the general lame oiz

t chaviby in the heart.

things for which we should be thankful, Our | -

[ J

Naught of sadnoss, - l

HIS CHRISTMAS KISS.
Close {0 the hearth hung fwo littls socks °

Of two chubby boys, with curly brown

locks, = o
Who had just erept into their beds. )
They rolled and togsed, and prattled like

- hoys - . .
Of tops and sleds, and childish toys,
. And then they covered their heads.

One hastencd on 1o the City of Nod,
Where Father Time, with his magical rod,

- 8its on his kingly throne. . - o
- - The other ono waited,; with-wide-open cyes,
" Then slipped out of bed, in glad surprise,

© To find he was all alone, - :

Two little baro 2eeh marched over the floor,

And their owner glanced atthe open door,
Then a tiny gock pinncd to the wall;
¢Thig one’s for mamma”—the clock struck

celeven— -
And give her this kiss; yow'll fnd her in
Heav ' ' : .

en, -
No matter how late you ¢all.”
3f old 8t. Peter would tell all he knew,
He would say that an angel his gates passed
through, - .
And loft a hoaven of bliss,
To go to that room, to that
_child, .
And Jock in hig eyes, so tender and mild,
As sghe took for herself thab kiss' .
: Jamgs Fosymr CoaTzs,

BUDD CF NOWHERES CHRISTICAS.

BY &. M, 8. TORTON.

It was up-hill work with the clock, . From
half-past 3 until 4, the minate hand didn’t
seetn o have life chough left to pull itself up o
the figure X1, which was half-hidden by the
gorgeous ‘painting of the setting sun, whose
rays struck out in overy direction over the aun-~
erous face of the old timepiecs, .
mal afternoon, and even the master looked at
his watch to see if the long pendulum weren't
napping.. ) : '

o, for even while he looked, the -minute
hand on the clock passed two of the sunsct
rayg, and eclipsed & third; and the little boys
in the lowest row saw it and rejoiced.

I will not pretend to say that somethin
whick happened just then was right, I wi
leave thet for you to decide ab the end of my

story. :
Barton pagged the note under his desk, and

Moore read it behind his book, and here is the j-

note that Aoore read :

Ly : .
“ghall we try it to-night? ‘F.

Then it was that the masier looked. at his
watch, and Moore scribbled with his left hand,
while his right hand was spparently finding
roforences in his Look, with dus aunxicty. The
seribbling was inelegunt but effective, and the
note went back., DBarton nodded and Moaore
winked—s& decorous rétiring wirk—and the
minute hand slowly passed up over the face of
the olock, vanquishivg the gorgeous rays inslow
suceession, :

At last the clock struck, Whether it had been
recently wound, or whether the giriking paxt

wag not on friendly terms with the pendulum

and wanted 0 challenge it lo a burst of speed,
T can’t say; but the way the clock strutk four
was enough $0 make a locomotive black in the
facs to equal i, .

Out on the playground the notes were passed
from boy to boy.

“You all know what it ig to be, fellows,” said
Barton, with that hearty voice of hig; “how
many will join?” : :

Not a boy short of the whole of them! .

“We'll give Budd of Nowhere such a—"

‘“Hush, perhaps he's round.”

“No, he went home at recess,” said Moore,
“gnd a poor little shivering chap he was $00.”

“Half~past 7 to-night shaxp,” cried Barton to
the boys as they scattered in groups of two and
three throngh the streets of the village; and a
cheery “all right” was echoed from sach.

There wag 8o much mystery at that meeting
—=so much of things going on which those in
attendance alone were o kuow, that I feel it
would be a gad broach of confidence if I'tell a
syllable of the proceedings. :

Th is hard to keep mysclt from it—hard not to

tell of the hoyish sacrifices made that night and
of the wunscliish, tender wordg thaf spran,
straight from the boyish hearts, ' T doh’tliko to
lecture, and I promise thai T will nob, but I tell
you that was tho time and place for those who
don’t altogetber believe in boys. . :
» * L3 * # *
A month befors the meeting at Prank Bar-

ton’s Lhouse, the village of Ocean Point had a

genuine sensation, Jerry Scattergood wasn't
the cuuse of if, but he had a very generous
hand in making it known, - : )

“You might have knocked me over with &
feather-duster when I see the little ohap peep-
ing into my eabin-window down there on' tho
beach,” the old fisherman had said, as he stood

at the counter of the atore waiting for his |

change. ‘‘Make that half a pound of crackers
& whole pound, storekeeper, and bless me if I
don*tgo in for & fewnuis and a bit o' candy.”

“Don’t be sbingy with gour tongue, Jerry,
tell us all about it,” an the. men. erowded

avound to hear what or who it wag for whom .
candy and nuis were going to the old hut on.

Ooean Point Beach,: .

*“There’s mighty little s I know rayself,” said
erry, pulling up & long vest to make way for
his change into & pocke? whose locality would
be a difficult one to determine. © “It was nigh
on to 9 o’clock last night, just as T was shutting:
up, when I lieard a sord o Pa.tter‘ing like on the
window, and if there wasn ¢
never set eyes ‘on before, then I ain't what I
ought to be, that’s all.” v

Having fold what. he considered the whole
gtory, Jerry picked up his purchase and started
for the door, . E - )

#Held on, tell us the reégt; don’t open on us
in that way and then close up for the night,”
eaid the storekeeper; ‘“give us the rest.” .

“Rest, there aln't no rest aboufit. 1 took. |

hiin in and there he'is, and there he'll stay, oo,
for-awhile, for if I'm 2 -judge there's squally
weséthertahea.d for that chap, He’s just tuck-
ered out,

Budd to home, which was a long time ago snd

a long way back in ‘the country; and say, boys, |

if you see Dr, Bliven round tell him to drop in,
and that’s good of youw,” and the old fisherman
opened the door and went down the frozen road
and around the point of the bluff, and so
passed out of sight. S '
* * ® * * *®

Ons evening, two weeks after Jerry Scafier-
good bought the candy and’ nts for Budd, the
Lttle fellow came and stood by the old fisher-
man as he sat mending some nets by tho light
of the fickering fire. .

Jf you pleaso, sir, I s’pose I must be going |

now.” a .

Jerry dropped his net and taking Budd by
tho shoulder, turned him go thut the light fe!
full u%on the boy, Mo was very small
could be told at a glance—but just how. old he

| was would have puzzled a betber judge than the

old fisherman; and 88 for his -clothes they

might well have been on since his firss birth- |~

day, 80 rs.iged and worn were they. But .$he
eager little face above the tatters, though
pinched and worn with cold and trouble, was
frank and bright, almost pierry, through it all,

“Must be a-going? Where?” said Jerry,

gtill keeping hiz hund on Budd’s_shouldet. ;
' T don’t know, indeed I don’t, Mr. Jerry, but |- N ) ) o
- ‘WorrtEp.—Ieéard on the streeb—*“Why, my.

I #’pose I can tramp ou right along without go-
ing nowheres in particnlar,” and the boy cast a
wisttul look at the bright fire as though to re-
member it8 warmth in the cold days to come,
“3ee here, little chap,”. and tho fisherman
“drew Budd close Dbeside bim, “yousay as how

chubby-faced

It was 8 dis--

b & chap a8 who I’d -

Said - he come from nowhere so far .
28 he could rerember, and thnt they called him

~-ghat -

- but astonishing smart on_the every-day onesg

- mindin’ what nobody says.

“Aye!l Thatitwasl = .. . 7 . .

- agajn in a twinkling with the shovel,. - -

“wife tor a Christinas present.”

you've lost your mother, and. 88 ’hbﬁ'vﬁhege '
“dont’t seem to be no-home fett for you gomechow, -

‘| and you came tramping miles and miles till you -

camo here with your little fists ag cold as yesber:
day’s potatoes, and- with your foes awful good .
friends with the holes in your shoes; and you
tell me sll about it, straightforward like, and I..
takes you in and we eat beautiful together, and -
you never once kicked o' nights, Then youread.
out o' the books yonder as was left when the.
misgus wad here—spellin’ for the bhard-words,

and I sat and listensd, and says I to myscli-ag
how it’s my old Jim again, as if he wasn't'gons -
with his mother where there’s no winds a~
blowin’—no squalls, nor danger from rocks.on.
‘an -unbeknown coast, where  everything is
smooth sailin’, g0 tho preacher says—and- 1
know it myself every dayin the wetk.,” . - .
" By this timo Jerry couldn’t see the fire very
‘well, . “There’s the -only place a8 how I can’t.
stand salt water,” said he, drawing big eleeve’
aoross his eyes and winking hard at the crack
ing Jogs. “Idon't think as how I've criedsines
the day of if.” R o
Budd crept'to the old - fisherman’s khee -and:
{felt a strong pair of arms about him.. ~ - -
. “I.don’t know - just where I was, lad, in m
talking, but if ‘you say the word we'll just keep:
together, you and me, and pull en without .
{9 1§, a bargain;

little chap ?"
L A

The village at Ocean Point is fash asleep; Ne -
light from any of the-cottages lining the streets
near the shore. nor from those - scattered back:
toward the country. Well -night the place b
slesping, for tho old clock in the-school-hions
is just striking 3 o'clock., But stop a bit, there-
i# a light; it is coming down the street.. Now it.
ig joined by another and still another. The
strects Beem guddenly. to have hecoms  alive
with dancing lights. - Nearer. they comeé. Now .
we can see gigantic legs - reflected on the snow.
The lights are lanterns, and the legs—ah, ther
i8 no mistaking thom, they are school-boy legs,
and without the bob‘oing laxi{érng, very sma!
some of them are, too; but. yet legs thai you'
might almost expect would break out into &
whistle at any moment. Heve they come; L
cam’t count the lanterns bccause they don’
keep in oneplace long enongh. . The legs and. .
lights come toward the sechool-house. They
erowd through the gate and up to the door..

Here one pair of legs Tumbley around a good - ;-

.deal and at lasta pocket opens . and a hand
goes in and brings out a key, and the next mo-
oent finds our old friends, Barton, Moore and
‘all the other school fellows whom We saw the
other day, gathered ahout the stove. o
“Here’s Iuck for ue,” eried Moore; “the fire’s.
kept over firgt-rate. o lot’s get to work,” "
Pright is the room with the lantern light. . A -
dozen boys are here, and under a-dozen arins -
are as many— ) : :

That was prcttyvnea.r a tell, wasp’t 162 - Its -

the hardest thing in the world for mo %o keep & .-~
gecret | - .

. How they bammered and sawed while some .-

of the little fellows held. their caps so that no
sawadust or shavings should drop on the floor!.. -
And how the hands on the'old: clock seemed to-
gpin around as tho beys worked on! - )

TFour o’clock already and the hands still gal- .~

loping, Barton was carpenter-in-chief, and
even with the twelve palrs of willing arms-ib -

did seem, at one time, a8 though they wouldn's

Le through in scason,
Tive o'clock, ag sure a8 you. live! ' “Lighis. .-

out, fellows, moon’s ug,” called Mooro, as Iock= "

ing the door bebind 1l

toward the beach, If they worked . jn the

schoolroom they double~worked down by the -

‘0ld" fisherman’s’ cabin, and thie moon shone ' -

bright and clear—almosb too bright the boys -
thought, as they toiled. - o
~ “Lucky it’s a warm night,
wouldn’t stick worth a cent,’
stopping & momont o rest..
just one turn more.”

7 The ‘‘one turn morg” wag made; and they
stood looking at the result of their work, . =
“Isn’t she & bouncer” cried a. little fellow,
who had been very busy all the tims trying to -

find gomething to do, i
“‘Hush [ they’ll hear,” gaid Barton, cauticusly, =
¢“Who's got the placard 77 ' L o
It was found and placed in position, and
with many an admirving backward look, the .
boys went home again, leaving the old cabin -
with the mysterions something guarding in the -
moonlight the black wooden door, - | ¢
“Moore,” said Barton, as they separated, “I
don't think Budd of Nowhere wil feel bad . .
again of coming to school because he hasn’d -
anything to wear, do you?’ . = i .
¢T rather think not, 0ld fellow,” rejoined
Moore. . .
And it was Christmas moxning. - ’
* . % .% ®

0ld. Jerry rubbed hig ejes. “Come here, -
Budd, and iot me know what “you think of it -
Did you ever gee the ke in your life I :
Dudd came to thedoor, Thore, just in front. .
of the step, war a hugo ball of snow, rolled -
from the covered field near by. A perfect
mountain of snow it was, and no wonder that
tne gchool-boys had puifed and rested, and
rested and puffed over it for an hour that -
morning, Over thoe whele waved a flag, on
which was printed in large letters with much -
move ink than skill: o L
“LooR SHARP, . . .
Bood of NOWEERE,
. - FOR A o
MEeRRY CERISTMAS.™

“And Bloss my heart if it ain'h Christmas,

or the smow
Csaid Bartom,
-“Now, fellows, -

LY

- too,” said Jerry, “and I'm wishing you a merry -

one, lad. Wkat do them chaps moan? If it's .
aay trick they're dpla,ying they have to connt me
in, too, and stand the consequence.”

- Aory from Budd interrupted the old fisher- '

man’s threat. -

- “Look! Look)” . ) ) S
“What isit, boy?” . R
Budd darted into the -cabin and was oub,

- #“It's & box, don’t-you ree " he cried,

“there
is the edge.” L e
A few cuts with the shovel and ‘the box was -
displayed only fo reveal ‘other corners of other -
boxes. And out they came, one after-another, .
and were carried wonderingly into the cabin,
At last, through the motatain of snow, the
ground was resched, and the last box safe jn-:
gide' by the fire. . L )
. “I don’t want.to say nothing till this things.
through,” said the old fisherman, as with ham-
mer in hand he broke the covers from their
fastenings, - L S
- Jackets, trousets, boots and mittens, newand
War, Sehool books and slates, story books:-
-and books again. Have Laeid jackets? Then'
I say so once more, for there were two of them
andtrousers  to match, and if I haven’t said:
skates; I say sonow with & will, . | o
- With sparkling cycs Budd watched the fisher-
man or helped when hecowd.. " = 7y .
With wonder he looked 1ipon each.gift ag it
was drawn from its stout wooden box.. '

“Xot for me,” he said, “‘they can't be - for-
»

e, . .
“Then help me on with thege 2x3 frousels;

| and I'l use the jackets for mitbens,” eried

Jerrv, dancing about the room.. .“Old Chrig

 ain’ been round my chimbly for’a good'tenr’

rears before. Ilunt sharp for some writin’,
oy. Ain’t thore nome round{”. . . ... %
" Pinned to the jacket they found it—only &
ne; . - ) e .
‘‘From the schonl—bo{s at Ocean Point’”
llk“I}eud that again, lad, and read’ it glow
like.” : L N
“Prom the school-boys at Ocean Point.'” -
“Then God bless ‘em forever, we both gay,”
‘said the old man férvently. ~ - . .

deav fellow, what is tho matter? An'yiaodj-
dead?” “No.,” “Lost any moency?”' . ‘*Ne,”
“Then what has bappened I”  “Nothing, T'm
trying to make up my mind what to buy my

em, the boys filed downx.. .
the yard once more, out-through. the gatesand. -

ok et



THE MYSTIC CHRISTMAS.

BY JOHX G. WHITTIER.

“ATl hail  the bells of Christmas rang,
#All bail I” the monks at Christmas sang;
The merry monks who kept with cheer

The gladdest day of all their yoar.

But still apart, unmoved thereat,

A pious elder brother sat

Bilent in his accustomed place,

With God's swoct peace npon his face.

f“Whysitt’st thou thus ?* his brethren eried.
It is the blessed Christmas-tide;

‘The Christmas Hghis are all agiow,

The sacred llics bud and blow.

- $%Above our heads the joy-bells ring,
Without the happy children sing,
Angd all God's ereatures hail the morn
On which the holy Christ was born.

“Rejoice with us; no more rebuks
Our gladness with thy quiet look.”
The gray monk snswered: “Keep, I pray,
Even as yo list the Lord’s birihday.

#Tet heathen Yule fires flicker red
Where thronged refectory foasts are
sproad;
Withmystery-play and masquo and mime
And wait-song speed the holy time !

- #'The blindest faith may haply save;
The Lord accopts the things we have,
And reverence, howsoe’er it 8irays,
May find af last the shining ways.

“#Thoey needs must grope who canhotgee,
The blade before the car must ho;
Ag ye are feeling I have fclt,
And where ye¢ dwell I too have dwelt,

*But now, beyond the things of sense,
Beyond occasions and events,
_ Iknow, through God's exceeding grace,
" Releage from form and time and place.

T listen, from no mortal tongue,
.To hear the song the angels sung;
And wait within myself o know
The Chrigimas lilics bud and blow,

“The ontward symbols disappear
From him whoke inward sight is clear;
And small must be the cholce of days
To him who fills them all with praise !

#Reep while you meed it, brothers mine,
With honest zeal your .Christmnag sign,
But judge not him who every morn
Feels in his heart the Lord Christ boin 1”

—The Youlh's Companion.

A TRUE CHRISTMAS STORY,

A MOTHER'S HOPE AND A DAUGHTER'S CRIME—
THEE ROMANCE OF REALITY—COLD AND
HUNGER, WARMIH AND PLENTY.

Saturday night! Thousands of people filled
the sireets and avenues. The shop windows
were brilliant with gasand electricity; Hyght
and warmth everywhere on the inside; cold
and discomfort cverywhere on the outside.
Express wagons dush hero and there with
their freight of holiday goods; the street cary
crackle, the clevated trains roar and every-
thing i estir. DPrivate carrviages are driven
carefully through the presg. The coachmen
are warm in fur and tho horses arc covered
with comfortable blankets. Stand on tho
corner of Sixth avenue and Fonrteenth sircet,
where the crowd is densest, and watch a while.
Women in warm fur lined cloaks, women in
costly sking of animals, women in satin, wo-
men in ¢loth, some shivering with the scanti-
ness of their clothing, Men with bundles in
their arms and bundles hangivg ont of their

ockets; men without bundles and with very,

ew pockets to put anything in. A rushing
pushing, good natared throng going up and
down and across with uncecasing clatter, Itis
practically Christmas Eve and everybody is
happy. Even the tramp rejoices at the ex-
ected liberality of the saloon keeper. Every-
Eody is smiling,

Everybody?

Xo; not everybody. Standing back near
the corner and in the shadow of the house is
s woman. Her clothes, Heaven help her,
would be scanty in September. Around her
body and head ig wrapped a plaid shaw), the
like of which tho coachman siiting on his
box within twenty fect of her would not use
to wipe the dust from his catriage; her hands
are bare and pale and thin; her hair i8 stringy
and gray; her face—despsir.

Oh yes, but she’s a tramp, & professional
beggar hundreds say to themselves as they
hurry by scavcely deigning to look at her.

Butb iz she ?

For an hour she has been standing where
ghe is and not once has she asked almg of any
one. Presently, pushing throngh the crowd,
comer & tall man with & peculiar face. Mo
man in New York is better known,  His pic-
tures are to be found on every side, his name
js & housebold word where English is spoken.
His face is strong and bara; his eye has acold
glitter; he walks slowly, secemingly engrossed
in higown thoughts, But the great arch of
hig forehead means benevolence, if the con-
formation of & man’s head mcans anything.
People stare at him, policemen touch their
caps to him as he passes. Slowly he comes
along, & marked man among thousends, He
nears the woman, Suddenly the eye that
geems to see nothing sees her. Tho grave face
looks graver. He turns ouf of the tide and
hands something 1o her. Bhe: is not quick
enough, and the coin rolls ou the pavement at
her feet. The grave man steops and picks it
up, despite her protest, and puts itin her hand.
The long, thin fingers close over it, It is the
largest they have held for many aday. The
pale, watery eyes fill with tears. The man
with a sterner face and a colder eys, pasges on.
The woman remains. She looks at the
coin and secms to hesitate; then starts slowly
toward the west gide of the city with the money
fn her hand, Despite her rags fhere is some-
" thing graceful in her walk; sorething peculiar
in the poise of her head.

A pawnbroker’s shop ! .

The narrow door swings on its hinges with
much creaking, for pawnbrokers’ hinges are
nearly always rusty.  Within « long counter
and ab one end » number of box stalls, Be-
hind the counter several men with bushy
beards and sharp, questioning cyes,  Befote
tho counter a motly throng, for it is Christmas
Eve to the pawnbroker, 1oo. The requests for
advances are frembliagly made: the answers
are ghort, sharp and dccisive, Theve is no ap-

peal from the dread judgments of these auto--

crats of the poor.

““Sure, them two feather pillows is worth

morc than scventy-five cents,” says a Jittld wo-
man scarcely five feet high, =~ “T guv four dol-
lars & plece for them when my husband was my
husband.” )

ti8gventy-five cents or I don’t want them,”
was the clinching reply.

“This ring cost eighty dollars,” says a wo-
man of better appearance than her noighbors.
“Fifteen dollars,” was the laconic answer,

“Please, sir, Iwill take this ous,” said the
woman from Fourteenth sireet, laying down
her bright silver dollar and a ticket. .

“Qh, you arc here again after that picture,
are you? Lebt me ree, yom had twenby-live
cents on it~-four monshs’ interess and storage,
sixty cents,” says the man, giving buck tho
change and a litile miniature of a child and
its father, *“That’s the fourth sime thut wo-
man hag had that thing in,” continued the
-pawnbroker to one of the others. L suppose
Fou would rather get that out thau eat, ch?”

$Qh, sir, § prize it very highly. Xt is all T
have left of happy days.”

¢#No doubt, no doubt! you have have been a
grand lady iu your time, I dare say—ha ! hal—
& grand lady . and thoge who had not yet been
waited on joined in the encering laugh, The
womun’s thin fingers cloged over the little pie-
ture and her furrowed cheeks were moistened
with bitter memories, though the tcar faucets
were almost dry,

Out of the door still creaking, through the
orowded streets $o the spot where we first saw
her, went the unfortunate, wrapping her scanty
drapery more closely about her and shivering
with the cold.

A “eoncert garden !

Very lttle “concert,” a great deal of light
and noise and strong drink, Jaunty little
clerks, with tight trouscrs and pointed shocs,
smoking cigarettes, drinking beor and leering
at & Iot of women who sat around. Hobacco
smoke everywhere, and the sound of the “‘con-
cert” ahmostunhecded amid the elink of glasses
and the echo of ribald lwughier. Surely a
pleasant place for young men to spend the
evening beforegoing hometo their mothers and
sisters.

Afa table sat w young woman evidently not
altogether of the same class as her neighbors,
Bhe wore warm and rich clothing, and in her
ears sparkled the price of beanty. For she
was beautiful in form and face, notwithstand-
ing the tolltale lines on her forehead and the
heavy sensual contour of her mouth. The
happincss of all others scemed $o be with her
too, for ghe laughed and tallied gayly with her
companions. :

“Nine o'clock, let us go,” gaid the man with
a yawn. “Idomoflike it, anyhow; it is too
noisy.” Slowly the girl drew on her gloves and
wrapped hersclf about with ber furs. Slowly
they approuched the entrance, The doors
opened, and with a flood of light and warmth
accompanying them they passed into the strect,
The shop girls hurrying home looked at the
silks and jewels and sighed, the policeman
looked and shrugged his great shoulders, A
brave sight wag this handsome, gallant pair.

‘Lhe woman with the miniature approached
and seanned the girl’s face, as she had done to
hundreds for hours, Her knees bent under
her, her eyes stared and her hand went out to
clutch the heavy cloak. The girl shrank back
with apprehension, and her escort tossed & ten-
cent piece toward the woman, It rolled into
the gutter unheeded.

“Julie! Julio! at last I have found you I
said tho wealk voice; “‘atlast! at last I but the
couple moved on, The wowan pursued, and
this time suceeeded in catehing the cloak. Tho
girl gave a little screarn and the man twned
ficrecly, ““What more do you want, woman?
I have already given you money.”

“What do Twant? Merciful God! can my
child stand by and hear that question? Oh,
Julic! Julie! it is 8o long simes I have seen
you; but I am happy now, my duwrling, I am
not cold new.”

“1s the woman & crank 7 asked the man
turning to his conmpanion. But the girl said
nothing., Her eyes were hult closed, her hands
clinched, her face pale, Impatiently the man
stood looking from one to the other,  Buddenly
the girl leans over and ficrcely whispers:

“Mother, I was fold you were dead, You
will ruin me if you persist now. Meet e here
to-morrow night, at nine o'clock, and I will
make everything straight.” Q'hen, turning to
hier companion—*‘She seems s harmless old
thing. Let us go.” The two passed on,
Crouching on the sidewalk the woman remaincd,
A policeman saw hor,  ¢Come, 0ld woman,” be
cries, “get out of this! Why, lallo! you have
dropped your money ! Come, get along, or I
will have to run you in, and I don’t want to go
to court fu-morrow morning with anybody.”
The woman rosc and tottered fecbiy away.

A garret in Minetts lane !

No fire, no stove to make it iu, and nothing
to burn it there was. A lodging house of the
cheap “furnishod room” sort, with a very
smull, very fussy and very shrewd mistress, to
whom cvery woman who paid her board was a
“lady” and every one who did not was a
“hussy.”  Want of the most pinching charac-
ter was everywhere discernible —the very walls
had an odor of poverty, Wearlly the woman
with the miniature dragged horself up the
gtaixs to the room that had been hers. The
%ololr was locked. The landlady gitood in the

all,

7 #\Well, have you your rent”
_“]:]&tlais ! No; but I will have plenty ts-morrow
pight.” .

#To-morrow night you will have plenty, will
you? You dirty hussy, do you suppose kaeep
this house for fun? Get out, and don’t show
up here again.”

There was no use of remonstrating. There
was nothing in the room of hers; everything
bad been pawned. Wearily she went out the
way she had come—ont into the eold and dark-
ness.  And ag she walked she smiled, for was it
not a gladsome Christmasiide to her? Had
she not scen and spoken to her c¢hild? The
elecirie lights flickered as brightly on the great
avenues as they had while she waited, the
crowds jostled and pushed here and there-
though thousands had gone home., Awsy from
these sights down the side strects the poor soul
wandered.  Hor steps were more and more un-
steady as she progressed. I'rom timo o time
she would look at the picture and smile, for she
thought her darlings were with her. It ig true
ofi¢ was dead and the other had turped from
her, but she wonld sce them soon she thought,
Awiy down the silent streets toward the North
River she went, growing weaker ag she walked.
The light of pleasant homes becamed on her,
and she saw through the uncurtained windows
the figures of men and women and children
clad in warm apparel and not hungry. On the
great docks there was nothing to stop hor ad-
vance, but a policeman saw her and followed.

waters of tho river gurgled againgt the bulk-
heads, There she sat down and, being over
weary and weak, fell info the water. There
wag lond hallooing and the rush of men with
lights followed, for & ship was hard by and the
men were cclebrating the Christmas season in
their own way.

¢“This iz a terrible night, woman, to take a
man into the water,” said the policeman as, all
dripping, Le laid his senseless burdon on the
boards,

A ward in the hospital !

A great room, with scorss of beds; plain,
white walls, with now and again a Scripture
text on them, Patients coughing and patients
moaning with pain. On one cot was the womun
with the portrait. Ilor cyes were half open
and she breathed but faintly; but she was con-
geiong. Then she roused a little and talled,
and the sweotness of her voice, though but
feeble, attracted the attention ol the orderlies
and they ligtened, Presently the doctor came
and stood by the bedside and looked at her,

“She cannot iive, Jeflry,” he said to the or-
derly.  ““She will dic of shack and slarvation,”

sBut, sir, she had forty cents in her pocket
when she came in and could have bought some-
thing to cat.”

“Phat may ke, but she has been slowly starv-
ing for days and improperly clad, and the want
of food and exposure to the weather has brought
her down. The forty cents would have done
her but little good, thovgh if taken in hand
forty-eight hours ago she might have been
saved.”

“Bhe has talked very queer, siv, since she
came in; not ab all like most of our patients.™

“DHid she "

“That she did, indeed. She has something
on ber mind abont a davgbter. She talked a
good deal of nonsgense, it scemed to me, about
horses and carriages and servants, but from
what I can understand she must have af one
time becn pretty weil oft—according to her own
story. She called “Julie’ a number of times
and told gomebody to tuck the robes carctolly
about her, as she was not used to this cold cli-
maie, and then she said, ‘Oh, he s dead, he is
dead,” and began to c1y.”

“Are you dalking about me? You are the
Joetor, at 1 nod, and T amin ahospital, am

| o « a low volee frem the bed,

{ #Yes, nwdainy you are in (he bhospital” re

Away to the end sho went, where the dark.

plied the physician, with a start, ‘‘and you
must keep very quiet indeed in order to get
well.”

““Yes, doctor; but I am nob going to get well,
and I want to tell you something about myself
before I die, and I want youn o send for my

Julie, my davghter; she—God in heaven! I |

don’t know where fo' find her.” And the low
tones died away in 8 wailthat almost frightened
the watchman in the hall into & fit, albeit he i8
accustomed to such things, Then they gave
her s sooihing draught, and she became easier
and told the doctor her story, asking him the
while to keep the appointment her daughter
had made. She was a Southern woman, she
said, and before tho war her people wers all
gowerful in their geetion, A% ite close her hus-

end had gathered what little fortune he could
and they went abroad. Dusiness matters did
not ﬁlosper, and after a while they came back
to Philadelphia, ~ Hler husband went to gam-
bling and from thatto drinking. One day he
was broaght home dead.  An aceident had oe-
carred on the river and he had baca wmortally
wounded, dying before he reached home,
Brain fever seized her and sho was ill for
many months she thonght (the doctor and tho
nurss looked at cach other significantly).
While she was ill hor little daughter disap-
peared. She was scventcen years of age, and
that was two years ago. Sho hunted for tho
gicl withoub success, thongh she was told that
she had plunged headlong into a life of dissi-
pation, The mother came to New York, Her
money was gone, and she lived on the proceeds

'of what she could pawn. Then she heard that

dissipated women frequented comnert saloons
of a certain character, and right after night
she watched at the doors, being too poorly clad
to be allowed admitéance, She grew thinner
and pualer and weaker, but tho hope of finding
her “Julie” buoyed her up. She did not expect
to be repulsed, she srid, for her daunghter,
though a wayward child, had never been un-
kind fo her, and she had faith now that there
was some good reason for it.  She did not be-
licve that her child had gone all wrong. All
that could be explained tho next day when the
doctors saw her.

Midnight

The woncan with the miniature lay silent on
Ler cot, A smile was on hor countcnance and
fhe thin lips were parted slightly ag if recciving
the impress of the baby face 1 the picture,
The cold and banger were forgotten, the
misery of her life was over. She was dead.

“Will you keep the appuintment, doctor?”
asked the nurse, :

*‘How can I distinguish the girl from hun-
dreds like her?” he answered.—Hew York
Herald. ]

Christmas Presents,

“Who would think it!” said Mrs. Breemy,
taking up a piece of fancy work and sitting
comfortably in her rocking chair. ‘[t is only
a few weeks to Christmas.”

““[s that all 7 asked Mr. Dreezy, decp in an
cditorial on the recent action of the young re-
publicang,

“Yes, only & fow weeks,” said Mrs. Breezy.
‘“Lhe time will iy away before we know if, and
I have hardly thought of presents. I have so
many to make, too, Now you are clected I yup-
pose you won't grumble, as yon usually do at
this season of the year. = There isn's any exense
for your saying that you can’t afford o give
me a few dollars for prusents this year, It's
high time I had a little money to commence
with, too, Sappose you let me have a check
for a hundred in the morning, and~"

“A check for what ?” asked Mr. Breezy, look-
ing up suddenly from his paper.

“Only & hundred to start with,” said Ddlrs.
Breezy, putting her thread & little nervously
throngh her work.

“A hundred dollars to start with I ejaculat-
ed Mr. Breezy. ‘‘Start what i

““That’s all the attention you ever pay to any-
thing I say,” s2id Mra. Breezy. 1 #uppose
you haven’t heard a word 1've been saying. Do
put that everlasting nowspaper down and pay
o little attention to your wite for once in your
life, I say you may give me g check for & hun-
dred—a hundred and fifty dollars in the morn-~
ing for Christmas-—"

“*You just gaid a hundred,” said Mr, Breery,

“I know yow'dnotice that,” said Mrs, Breezy.,
“T know I said a bundred a moment ago, but
Dve changed my mind, The faet is, I should
really havo two hundred dollars—"

“My dear, if vou keep raising the limit ab
this rate I shall have to draw out of this gamo.”

“I don’t understand your horrid gambling
termg, and I wish you would csnfine yourself
to rospectable language,” said Mrs, Breozy,
fumbling around in her work basket for & par-
ticular shade of silk, “Two handred and fifty
dollars wouldn’t be any too much for—"

7 eall,” criod Mr. Breezy,

“There you go again,” said Mrs. Dreezy.
“Tor heaven's sake drop on—stop that slang,
You know you can well afford to give me » few
hundred dollars for Christmas presents, and
the man who hes et with the Iuck you have
this year in politics shouid not kick—okject to
giving his wife  little Christmas money. You
wowldn’t think anything of spending three or
four hundred dollars on vile fiquors and cigars
for your—your constituents, ag you call them,
but when your wifo asks you for half that
sum—" .

“Supposo we roturn to the original estimates
and call it an even hnndred ?° said Mr. Breezy,
pulling out his ¢heck book.

“Do you supposs I can got along with a mis-
erable hundred dollars?”’ cried Mrs, Breezy.
“Why your present alone will cost nearly that.
Yes, I expected to give you a real handsoms
present this year, but “i’i;]f'uu are going to be
stingy, of course you will have to take what I
can afford to give you. Then think of the
children, and of dear mother, and of grand-
mamma and my dear sister-in-law, to say noth-
ing of brother Jack and cousin Harry and your
own mother,” Yon don’t want me to forget
your own mother—"

“You hold over me,” said Mr. Breezy, and he
threw down & blank check. “¥ill her out to
suit yourself.”

Do you really mean it ?* asked Mrs. Broezy.

&6Yes'”

““Well, you shall have just the sweesest, nicest
present in the world,” and Mrs. Breezy gave
her husband a tremendous’ kiss square upon
the Ili{ps and flitted out of the room with the
checek,

“Iha first time this year,” gasped Mr.
Breezy, as he slowly recovered from agtonish-
ment.

Santa Claus.

Santa Clauswas one of the oldest ideas of the
Celtic west in Pagan tiwes, ag he was of the
‘Pagan east before. In Chrisiian times he was
still regarded with religious reverence, sitting,
aghe Lad sat for ages in Egypt and elsewhere,
in the arms of his mother.  Santa Claus wos,
in fact, the child Jesus in the middls ages; and
throughout that period the festive creed of
Germany and all Celtic Europe was that he
vigited all fumily dwellings of good Christians
on the eveof his anniversary, and broughtwith
him gifts and blessings for tho children. This
Deantiful fradition is still to be found lingering
in Germany, thongh Santa Claus doeg not seem
10 be specially conneeted with it by pame. The
truth of ¢this original beliet is plainly ¢nough-
indicated by the word “claus,” which, in the
gothic or ancient German, means “child” and
“gon.” Santa Claus formerly meant the Holy
Child, .

“Wrrk gentle decds and kindly thonghts
And loving words, withal,

Welcowe the merry Christroas in, )
And hear a brother’s call” ¥, LAWRENCE.

fTaw poor will many a care forget,

The debior think not of hi§ dobts,

But as they each enjoy their cheer,

Wish it were Christrans all the year.”
T=oxAS MILLER,

ONE CHRISTMAS EVENING,

A Little Girl Tells Us Iow it Was at Her
House Last Christmays,

Well, evening came at last, and we allhad &
happy time. Pa got a pair of slippers from
Helen and a slipper ¢ase from Aunt Sophia, a
box of cigars from William, a smuking-jn-ci(et
from Ma, & smoking-cap and two kisses from
aister Gwen, and a silver match-hox from
Johuny, who got Ma to buy it for him, Ma got
¢ new coupe from Pa and a bracelet from the
girls, and handkerchiefs from Aunt Sophia,
and William gave ber a pug dog, which had &
fight with Romeo, Annt Sophia's cat, the firsh
thing, and came off sccond best, and Jobnny
gave hor a fan Aunt Sophia bonght for him
Then Helen got her presents, and William his,
snd Auni Sophia hers; which made her 8o happy
that she cried; and then Johnny got his lot of
toys, Ps gave him $5, gold—and broke three of
them right off; and then Gwen got twice as
many presonts and kisses as any one, and we
all went in fo dinner. :

On Gwen's plate there was 4 little puckage in
white paper, and Gwon whisked it away quickly

and tried to hide it; and Ma smiled and asked j

her what was in ib, and Gwen blushed.  Then
Pa winked at William and remarked that he
had scon Mr. Forsyth down town to-dui, and
Gwen blushed some more and Jane, the house-

irl, giggled, and then Johnny said that Gwen’s
ace Jooked Jike a house afire, and Ma said,
“You, Johinny ! and Aunt Sophia said, ‘‘Never
mind, Gvwen,” and Jane giggled again, and
Gwen said that averybody was real mean, there
now, snd then she langhed and said she didn’$
care.

By and by, when dinner was over and Pa and
William were sampling Pa's new cigars, and
Gwen was tying a pink satin bow on the pug,
and Aunt Sophla was trying to calm. Romeo,
and Helen was petting Ma's neuralgia, and
Johnny was “trying to see if his new music-box
wonld wind up the wrong way, the bell rang,
and Jane broughtin Mr. Torsyth's card, an
Gwen blushed and Ma said she wouldn't re-
ceive, but Helen could, and T'a winked sgnin
at William, and Johpny said he'd go in, too,
and tackle Mr. Forsyth awhile, and Pa said he'd
tackle him if he did, and then Jane giggled
agnin, and Gwen told Helen to tell Mr. Forsyth
she’d be down in a minute, and went over and
whispered to Ma and Ma nodded, and then
Gwen went out very quietly, and Auni Sophia
rubbed Romeo’s back down, and chivvied his
ears and beamod swoetly on everybody.

Then gbout nine o’clock Johnny jammed the
eat’s head into the wilk jug while that pam-

ered animal was stealing a drink, and the jug

ad to be broken to save the cat’s life, and
Johnny just escaped a trounecing because it wag
Chrisimas Eve. Then Helen came in from the
parlor, pretending she had Jost something and
said sho didn’t think either Gwen or Mr, For-
syth wonld be lonely. Then Aunt Sophia
poured out the lemonade and Jane packed
Johnny off o bed. Meanwhile Romeo tackled
the pug aguin and made his Christwas right
lively. Then Helen and Ma went into the Fa.r-
lor to sce Mr. Forsyth a minute, and Mr. For-
syth came into the library to sce Pn, and he
and Pa talked very gravely awhile, after Wil-

am and Aunt Sophia had left the yoem, Then

s and ho drank each other’s healths, and Mr.
Forsyih blushed and said he was the happiest
man living, and went back into the parlor and
kissed Gwen right before Ma and Melen and
Aunt Bophia, and puba big diamond on her
finger, and then Ma and Helen slipped ont
again, aud Aunt Sephiz went up-sfairs and
cried because she was so happy, and I'a asked
where was that Willlam, and Ma =aid she
guesed he had just drop}[ied cut to call on
Adele, and Pu sald thab if he was William he'd
have married that girl o year ago,

The Christmas Bells.

“The time draws near the birth of Christ:
The maon i& hid; the night is ehill;
The Christmas bells from hill to hill,

Answer each other in the migt,”
TENNYSOX.

A Merry Chrietmas! A Merry Christmas!
Hang up the stockings, for Santa Claus is com-~
ing with presents for the children; light the
wax candles, and let thom shine amid the
Branches of that glorinus tree which bears such
wondrong fruit; deck the village church with
evergreens, and swell the glad, swect chorus,
while the joyful bels repeat the anthern of the
angels of the hill of Galilee,

Dearcst of all feasts; the world hag grown
old, und thou art ever young, although sighteen
centuries have passed eince the star shone o’er
the manger, and strange barbarian kings
brouglht gifts from tho far-off Xast to the new-
born King at Bethlehem !

And during those years, at the ringing of the
Christmas bells, old enmities were forgotten,
and foes clusped bauds in friendship; the rich
stooped to pour the golden treasurcs into the
lap of Poverty; the sorrowful were comforted;
the children were made glad; the world forgm;
its sin, and micery, and care, and the sfars
looked down from heaven upon a heaven-bright
world below.

“Rich and poor felt love and blessing
From thut gracious season fall;
Jo{ and plenty in the eottage,
Peace and feasting in the ball;
And the voices of the children
Ringing clear above it ail.”

And to-day they hold their Christmas cheer
ag merrily as in days gone by.- In old, ances~
{ral hallg, the Mght-haired danghiers of Nor-
man barong twine flowers abont the armor of
dead, forgotten knights; the wine-bowl passes
still from lip to lip among the tenants feasting
with their lord, and lads and lassies lightly
dance and kisg beneath the mistletoe and holly.

The Christmas of to-day isalmost the Christ~
mag of long ago, when, in the words of Scot-
land’s bard : S

“The fire with well-dried logs supplied
Weunt roaring up the chimncy wido;
The huge hall-table’s oaken face
Serubbed tillit shone, the day to grace,
Bore then upon its massive board
No mark to part the equire and lord;
Then the grim boar’s head frowned on high,
Crested with boys and rogemary.”

To one and ail & merry, merry Christmas;
and may the song which overflowed the Eastern
billg g0 muny years ago echo with wondrous
sweetness in your hearts to-day!

Froorp It.—A Chicage yonng man, in a rash
moment, told his girl that if shc would hang up
her stocking on Christmas Eve hé would fill i
to the brim with something nico.  He has since
seen her stocking, and ie undecided whether to
gf@ into it himself or buy her a sewing ma-
chine, .

Tee CuRisTMAs DRESSING Gowr.—“Are you
going to present your husband with a Christ-
mas dressing gown ?” asks the Tletroit Fiee
Press of the ladies, Perhaps it i3 not perti-
nent, but thers are a great many wives who will
present their husbands with & Christmag dresse
ing down if they don’t get what they want,

Wear Soe Fouxp.—If is not true that Sante
Claws willnet put anything into a stocking in
which there is'a hole, Least Clristmas a so-
ciety belte found & darning necdle and & ball of
yarn in hers,

Conmonios.—That great lover of the Christ- |

mas season, Charles Dickens, wrote: Christmas
ig the only holiday of the year that brings the
wliole human family info eommon communion.

e — e am

A ‘Cowtsmaas CoMBINATION,—Of comrse, &
person who receives no Chyistmas presents
does not enjoy the presence of Christmsas.

CHRISTMAS STOCKINGS.

BY H, 0. DODGE.

¢“‘The stockings were hung by the chimney
with care,” - .
That’s grandmamma’s black one all wrinkled
and spare,
AndlAunt Anns's blue one, from Boston, as
ean
Ax if 'twere a pole for her favorite bean;
That long oneof cotton so white, is mamma’s;
That short, clumsy, darned ome, of course,
is papa’s; :
That one all embroidered of silk is Misw
Kate’s.

mates;
~Tts foot is 80 tiny, its ankle 3o neas, .
The print of its garter yet clings to it sweet;
The little red, plump one is Willio’s, we know,
Bocauge it has one little hole in ita toe;
That woolen one, shapeless and bigasa bag,
- s Elen’s, the cook; of its size she may

brag ;
And thereare the baby's wee socks onachair,
So flescy and soft, Santa Claus may despair
To fill them with anything nearly so gweet
As t?e %'ea.r little fellow's own pink, dimpled
ee
Oh ! are not these stockings & peem divine
In being, like poetry, ‘“feet” on a “line 2

THE OLD GREETING.

Ah, friend, the good old custores are waning
fast away, C

Who wears & sprig of oak-bow
Charlie’s day?

Neglected all the mad-cap rites of joliy Hallow«

~ now {0 honor

@on,
And scuyce a loyal courtier left to greet the fair
May Queen, '

Well, Iet thom wane, my brother, as wane they
must and will— A X

At least, thore’s one old festival that hag ife
honor still;

At least, there's one old greeting whose music
still is doar— .

“A merry, merty Christmas, and a2 happy,
bright New-year,”

LOVE AND CHRISTMAS,

O maiden fair! the Christmas comes,
And Christmas snow is flocking.

Thon hast my heart, swect one, or else
I'd put it in thy stocking.

Close by the chimney it should hang,
And warmer grow, and warmer,

Till in the morn its captor cans,
The darling little stormer.

0 maiden fair ! the Christmas comes,
And Christmas snow Is flocking,
Pehold » lover at thy feet, .
Ef not at thy dear stocking! - .
— Lowisville Courier-Journat.

A Christmas Dream.

Christmas almogt turns December into May
in these latitudes, It illuminates the shortest
days and the darkest month of the yoar. The
Pilgrim Fathers tried to give November g lif§
with Thanksgiving. But November got such a
bad name in literature in England that little
could be done with it. We threw in our In-
dien summet, bus that malkes only a faint ioe-
pression in our_apprchension ovor against the
London fog. This fog has spread ail over the
English-gpeaking world, as all slavishly submit:
to it, and, through the English literature and
tradition, let it color our views of life. Weare
mainly unconscious of the subtie infiuence upon
ourselves and wpon national charactor of what
we read, and we never know how our imagina-
tion and fancy in daily life_are contvolied by
the poet and story-teller. November in many
paxts of this country is mot a month to be
ashameq of, aud I am_convinced that our feel-
ing toward it would be very different if we

English litcrature.
cottage and hall cast a glow over it, Germany

most hear in it the rusile of Oricntal palwes..
Perhaps the reality to the Scoich peasant wher
he goes to dig his sheep oud of & enow-drifs on
Christmas Eve is that other scenes :

While shepherds watch’d their flocks by ﬁgh‘t,
All gented on the ground. :

Somchow it has come aboub that this is the
most cheerful time of the year, notwithstand-
ing the sup has gone away on a journey, and
left nature stark and laid oub in white., - Jusk
at the time by the calendar when the sympa.
thics ought to be all frozen ap; lo! hnman na~
ture, in disregard of the bitter season, bloome:

¢ar, It isa bad season for the pessimists and
{hc atilitarian philosophers who maintain that
it i the first duty of every man and womsan to
1o talke care of his or her own gelf.
comes in, not only to make Deeembor & toler~
able month, but to teach that he who does most
for others does most for himsclf, and that a
man’s only sure possession i that which he
gives away., The moth hants arcund in vain
for the free-hearted gift. Perhaps Christmssg
does ‘moro than any other one instituwtion ta
keep that old-fashioned virtue, loving-kindness,
alive in the world.—Harper's “ Drawer.”

And She Rose Up.

It was coolly planned and deliberately exe-
suted in cold blood. They sat by tho fire, and
@8 he perused his paper she was busy wish
thoughts of Christmas. By and by he waked
up and asked:

“Did any parcels for me come up to-day ?”

“No, dear,” she replied, as her face grew
tvhite as snow. “Have you been buying anye
thing 7 ’ )

“No, nothing much. I happened in a$
Blank's thig afiernoon, and, as he wag sclling
out his slippers. at cost, I bought me three

aivts, Guess I'll be fixed for the next ten years
o come,”

“You— boyght—slippsrs P’ sho gesped as she
pressed her hands upon her heurt.

“Yps, and Dash came to the door as I was
going past, and asked me in to look at his stock
of dressing gowns,” .

fapd—and—"

“And I bought me & comple. Rather handy
garments, yon know, and these are something
extrs nice.”

‘(;DQ, you mean to tell me thal you went
and—’

“Why, dear, how you tremble,” he inier-
rupted.  “Yes, I bought two of ’em, and when
Dash happened to mention thatI ought to have
o wmoking-cap, twelve new shirts anda smeking
8¢t and a cane, I told him to go ahesd apd send
’em up. VIl order & now gilk hat, wristlets,
gloves, sloeve-buttons and six neckiiss to-mor-
row, and then I guess 'l be provided for.
Come and kiss your old hubby.”

But she didu’t. She rose up and gasped and
rushed out of the room with ea.ri-'tf oyes and
clenched teeth.

A Trw Days.—“Yes,” said the yonng man,
“T Xnow I need some new handkerchiofs, but &
shall not purchase any -just yet. Christmas is
only a few days off, and I never get anything
buat handkerchicfs for Christmaas presents,”

~ RemEMBER the poor on Christmas Day.

How graceful apd fragile it looks by ity .

were the lineal inheritors of Ifalian instead ol '

We have been more fortunaie about Decemn-
ber. ‘The Yule-log and the merrg-making in-

deeks it with evergreens, and, so much stronger-
is our imagination than our senses, we can al-

out in the sweetest flowering time of all the

Christmas
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CHRISTMAS GREETING

HAGER & BRO’I‘HER Invite Attention to u very Large Collection of Goods in their Line, selected with Qpe

cial Reference to the demands of the

- HOLIDAY TRADE.

WE OFFER THE LATEST NOVELTIES IN

“SILK DRESS GOODS,
BROCADE AND PLAIN VELVETS
SHAWLS, CLOAKS,
HANDKERCHIEFS, GLOVES,
FICHUS, LACES,

GENTS HANDKERCHIEFS
NECKWEAR AND GLOVES

Embroidered Tabte and Piano Covers,
Turcoman and Lace Curtains.

CARPETS AND RUGS

and Towels.,

Table Linens in Setts of Table C!otha with Napkins to matoh Dmlxes
Marsailles Quilts and Blancket,

HAGER & BROTHER

No 25 WES’I‘ KING STREET

LANCASTER PA

MOTHERS

Who have the cares of the hous‘e in their charge, should look

at our cheap line of

HOLIDAY GOODS!

Brown Sugar, 5%¢

Best Light Brown Sugar 614c.

White Sugar 7c,
Granulated gc.

For Fine Raisins come and see ours at 3 3 pounds for 25c.
Come and get some Syrup at 3 quarts for 25c.

Best New Orleans Molasqes
Honey at 20 cts. a b,
Clear Toys 22 cts. a Ib.

Mixed Candies 2 Ibs. for 25¢.

3 lbs. best Crackers 25c.
Patent Smoke, 1235c. a gt.

at 2oc.a qt.

Very best Saltpetre 1215¢. alb.

Cinnamom 10%¢.a ¥ 1b.
Cloves 10c.a 4 lb. ,
Cream of Tartar 10¢. 24 lb.
Ginger 10c. a 1-41b.

Strictly Pure Pepper, 22c. per lb. ,
ELEGANTLY ORNAMENTED

CUPS AND SAUCERS

FOR 25

CENTS.

SILK HANDKERCHIEFS

From 10 cents to $1.25;

CALL AND
Al kinds of

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS'

SEE THEM.

Can be had at lowest prices.

Highest prices paid for Hides and Produce.

F. P. BARD,

OREGON, PA

YOU ALL WANT

* LUXURIES and SUBSTANTIALS
For the Holidays.
In lookIng areund do not forget that the
RAILROAD RESTAURANT
18 the placeto get Lhexr; '

£ 10 complete your
ing

We have just the t]un%
noliday biil of fare, inclu

LARGE PRIME AND OTHER OYSTES,
APPLES, '
POTATOES,
FRESH CRACKERS,

MUSTARD,
APPLE BUTTER,
" PREPARLED HORSE RADDISH.
VINEGAR, &C. &C.

fi)mlnv ‘the: hd;,ﬂay season we shall havesa
full ‘supply of all &inds of goods in our line,
-sad would invite ¥og to call and see,

Oysters delivered 1o gy part of town free

o ot chatge..

L. R. HACKER,
Proprietor.

i

1
faY

Bom berger
& Co.
Hardware Dealers,

LITITZ,
IIave o Choice Assortment ot Qoods, smong

it many articles sultable for gifts.
LARGE LOT OF

POCKET KNIVES,
SCISSORS,
SKATES,

SLEDS,

SLEIGH BELLS, &.

All kinds of Stoves, Heaters,
{Ranges, Tin and Woodware,
Come and see what we have,

1 Which the stomach of dy

- | at all times, wholesale and retail,

GLB ANB YOUNG

We wish to remind-¥ou that with the ap-

: ‘proaon ot the-Toltday Season you should not

rgu‘, that for the lawest %tock of

. FINE AND PURE

GGNFEG’FIGNEHY

YOU SHOULD GO 10

T. H. KELI.’ER’S;

'STORE,

The old reliable place in Lititz. He has now
on hend an immense stock of all kindsof

FINE MIXTURES, muns

. NUTS &e. -

THOMAS H. KELLER,
" Main Street, Litite.

GIFT-GIVERS .

You are look Ing about for appropriate gifts
for your friends. Clome and see my Superb
Btock, after which Iknow you can decide on
what {o buy I h'ne

CLOCKS OF ALL STYLES,
GOLDAND SILVER WATCHES
SILVER-PLATED WARE,
LADIES' BRACELETS,

| EARRINGS, BBEASTPINS, -
CUFF AND:COLLARBUTTONS

C|SHIRT STUDS,
*|GOLD PENS &C. &C.,

Prices down to the Iowest
figures.

T. A Mllchsa,ck

' LITITZ, PA.

We are are showmg the
choicest stOCk of -

Faney Groceries,

| FRUITS AND C[]NFECTIUNERY

ever offered to the public of|.
Lititzand v1c1mty, selected with
an especial view to their fine
eating qualities. Prices espe-
c1ally low this year.

TbHUD] S STORE

I-ITITZ

GHEER UP DYSPEPTIGS !

1A LUXURY AND A MEDICINE IK ONE

Tried and Not Found Wanting !
Not a Patent Medicine,
Bat the old relmble

LITITZ BRETZELS,

cptios and other
invalids will retain when all other food fails,

Try them when in health or stckness Presh
by

STURGIS & KISSINGER,
Broad Street, Lititz.

<

N, B.~We have also constantly on hand|

freah GINGER SNAPS at 16 ceniga pound,
and cheaper in large quantities,

|Ladies’ Satchéls

,Perfume Stands

- Pancy Soaps,

Stump 3 Store

" ifsthe place to go for your

Christmas
P;resems

' AT THE

. letz Brug Store |

J
Very Handsome

Music Boxes

GROCERIES

For.the Holidays.

Sugars, Syrups,

| New Orleans Molasses,

’Vodencm ‘Raisins in quarter bo:;es
very fine Muscatel, Layer, Seedless

‘“and Valencia Raisins, Currants, -
FlgS, Dates, Prunellas, - '
Dried Pe‘zcheq, Evaporated Peaches,

{ French and Turkey Prunes,

CaxNED (JOODSs, SUCH A8 -
Corn, Peas, Peans, Tomatoes; French .

and Soused Mackerel, Lobster, Sa.l-

mor, &c.,
Cr 4nbe11 ies,
Almonds, Filberis, Oream Nuts, -
Brazil Nuts, Shellbs arks, v
Florida and Valencia Oranges, &e.

‘Also a nice line of Candies, Mxxtures, .

C&e: &e.

| Also a nice line of

that play six
tunesfrom $10|

'to $20. Come
and hear them

|Fine Toilet Sets”

GLAS§ AND FANCY \VARE TOYS
. SILK and LINEN HAN DI\ERC’HIEI'S,
: Purses, Sfdchels, &e.

STUMP'S STORE, o
COR. BROAD AND ORANGE 878, LITITZ.

forthe Dressmgi;!_ .

Bureau,

The ha,nds-omést |

Comb a,ndBrush
Cases, =

Children’s D1 a-
tete Sets,

Ladies’ Fancy
Work Boxes,.

Perfume Boxes,
| Perfumed Pow
der Boxes,

Tooth Brushes,
Flower Vases,

in gold cases,
Gum Dolls, Rat—

tles, Balls and|

Smgmg Birds; -
Walkmg Canes
Fishing Rods,

LOOK HERE!
The Christmaé holidays are

fast -approaching: You may -

be at a loss what to. present
your father, mother,. !

‘| brother, or beau.. As the Va?‘
riety in ever line of goods is

some articles Wh]Ch I know
either.

has been a more beautiful line

|of silk handkerchiefs than I can
show you, all colors and in_
| prices ran'cring from'25 cents

Silver Thlmbles

up, even some in the plain hem
stiched Chinese silk, which-will.
make a most beautiful present. -

-made up your mind to give
him a pair of g]oves, a fine

jacket, an overcoat or a suit of -

1 German Nickel
plated Student
Lamp for $4.50

the cheapest 1n
“town.

California 'Wme |
Brandy and old

~Bourbon Whis-
- key by the bot
tle.

REMEMBER THE PLACE

| Lititz Drug
- STORE,

0BT,

: | clothes. |
‘Hanging La,mps,fwhmh we know from experi-

ence will be preferable besides o

These are artlcles

many other articles which’ we

come and see,
be, « courteous
pnces low.”

WALTER H. BUCH

e -

to all ,

SUBSCRI]E\

- FOR THE

LTV REGORD,

{all-the xmportant news.
THE BEST,  °
THE CHEAPDST |
THE MOST RELiABLE.
THE MOST NEWS. |

- Subscnpuon Price,
$1 ayearinadvance,

© Address,
) - ~J.F.BUCH,

Lititz, Pa.

large, yet in a few words, I =~
would call your attention to =

would be very. acceptable to

1 can and willsay there never

It may be you have already- e

{white shirt, a tie, a pair- of sus-
‘penders, an umbrella, 2 knit

have in stock. All we askis -
My motto shall = L
and

‘A live weekly Newsyaper, contnmmg



