ghargland Journal

PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY,
At Towason, Baltimore County. Md.,
By Wmo I’Io RUBY’
$1.50 PER ANNUM, IN ADVANCE,

Terms of Transient Advertising :

Oune square one insertion
Each subsequent insertion
Six lines or less constitute & quare.

TERMS OF ADVERTISNIN(_J PER INCH:
1Im. | 2. 3m. 6m. 1 Year

$ 3.50/8 3.50!8 6.50|8 8.00/8 10.00
6.50! 7.50| 9.00{ 12.00

L

anl

S L AR AL P AP D o/ LRt a ‘rfﬂ\‘*«"-'qa-—f NIRRT SO AR D RN e A e 4 gt e

R TN it

7.50| 9.50( 10.00| 15.00

8.50) 11.00 12.50| 20.00
10.00) 12 50| 1550 25.00
12.00| 16.00} 20,00 80.00
20,001 30.00| 10.00} 60.00

10.00] 60.00| 75.00{ 120.00 VOL' XXVI‘

TOWSON, BALTIMORE COUNTY, MD., SATURDAY, DECEMBER 20, 1890.

NO. 1855.

A ..‘Qm”mmo LTS LU Sl T L AT R )

JO' PRINTING,

SUCK A8
HANDBILLS,

CIRCULARS,
CARDS, ,
BLANKS,

, BILL HEADS,
‘Togethar with every description of
PLAIN AND FANOCY PRINTING,
EXECUTED WITH m'rms AND DISPATCH.

' MAGISTRATES BLANKS,
Printed neatly, and upon geed paper, al-
ways on hand and for sale at this Offies.
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And well=tried House
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SIXTY YEARS STANDING.

OUR PAST RECORD IS OUR BEST REFERENCE.

samples and rules for self-rneasurement sent free upon
applicatlion.
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NOAH WALKER & CO,
CLOTHIERS: AND MERCHANT TAILORS,

119 and 131 E. Baltimore, Md.
Oct. 18.—tf

Jar:;:irrg Fmylements, Seeds, hosphates, &e., &.

Baltimore Street,

GRIFFITH, TURNEHR o CO.,

205 and 207 N. Paca St,, Baltimore, Ma.

BRANCH STORE,

AGRICULTURALIMPLEMENTS

— INCLUDING—
Ross and Dr. Bailey Feed Cutters.
Oliver Chilled Plows, Stover Buckeye Feed Mills.
Clark’s Cut-a-Way Harrows.
Stevens and Little Giant Spring Tooth Harrows.
Brown and Schuttler Farm Wagons.
Stover Bugdgies, Carriages and Road Carts.
Dederick Power and Hand Hay Presses.
Cornell Wind Engines, Pumps, §c.
Stoddard Creameries, Churns, §c.

—— () =———

Our celebrated brands of
FERTILIZERS, GARDEN AND FIELD SEEDS
Grown specially for us.

SYKESVILLE, MD.

Oct. 11, —tf

[Selected for the MARYLAND JOURNAL.]
ADVENT.

[ Wrilten by Rev. Wm. Croswell, D.D., 50 years since.]

Now gird your patient loins agsin,
Your wasting torches trim :

The Chief of all the sons of men,—
Who will not welcome Him ?

Rejoice ! the hour ia near ; at length
The Journeyer on his wuf

Comes in the greatness of his strength
To keep His holy day.

With cheerful hymns and garlands sweet,
Along His wintry road

Conduct Him to Hisgreen retreat,
His sheltered, safe abode ;

Fill all His courts with sacred song,
And from the temple wall

Wave verdure o'er the joyful throngs
That crowd His festival,

Ana still more greenly in the mind
Store up the hopes sublime,

Which then were born for all mankiuad,
80 blessed was the time;

And underneath these hallowed eaves
A Baviour will be born

In everf heart that Him recelves
On Hlis triumphant morn.

HYMN FOR ADVENT,

While the darkneszs yet hovers,
The harbinger star

Peers through and discovers
The dawn from afar.

To many an aohinr
And watch-wearled eye

The dayspring is breakin
Once more from on high.

With lamps trimmed and buraning,
The Church on her way

To meet Thy returning,
0, bright King of Day !

Goes forth and rejoices,
Exuiting and free,

And sends from all voices
Hosannas to Thee,

She casta off her sorrows
To rise and to shine
With the lustre she borrows,
O, Baviour | from Thiune.
Look down for Thine honor
O, Lord ! and increase
In Thy mercy upon her
The blessing of peace.

Her ohildren with trembling
Await, but not fear,

'Ti1l the time of assembling
Before Thee draws near ;

When, freed from all sadness,
And sorrow, and pain,

They shall mest Thee in gladness
And glory again,

ODE FOR CHRINTMAS EVE.

Glad tidings waft onge more,

Angels, who hymned of yore
essiah’s birth 5

Binf. volces of the sky,

AB in those times 7one by,

Glory to God on high,

Peace on the earth !

0, bright and burning star |
Be not from us afar,
Distant nor dim ;
Lead our frail feet aright,
Bilent, but shining light,
As on that hallowed night
Gulide us to Him.

Give Thou thy people grace,

Baviour ! who seek Thy face
This favored day ;

Incense and odors sweet

May not Thy coming greet,

But hearts ate at Thy feet ;
Turn not AwWAY.

For in Thy blessed shrine

Eack garland we entwine
Incense shall breathe ;

As each before Thee lies,

Emblems of souls that rise

Heavenwards, whers never dles
Thy fadeless wreath.

Qhiristmas Ffories.
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LUMRBLER LOADED on CARS Without EXTRA CHARGE.
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WILLIAM MCRERY,

—DEALER IN—

TB.UOUMBER, OOAL, WOOD,

CHRISTMAS IN COONEY CAMP.

BY EDWARD BVERETT HALEF, D.D.

The oitisens of Cooney Camp were conalderably
exoited. I do not wish to be understood as im-
plyiog that soolal life at Cooney Camp was ususl-
Iy very stagnant. It hadsiways been known as
the liveliest camp on the river, and pobly did its
oltizens strive to sustain its reputation. But
there was something so strange about the pres-
ent exoitement that [ feel it my duty to ohronicle
it. Cooney’s was simply & lumber oamp in the
wild north woods of Michigan, In a little clear-
jug on the side of a high hill a few roogh log
buildings were gathered. The publio buildings
were not koown by any highsounding names.
They were simply the ¢ Men’s Shanty,” the
#Cook’s Shanty,”” aud the “Foreman’s S8hanty.”
Thete, with barns and sheds, and » foew amal! log
houses for such lumbermen as oould be iuduced to
bring their families into the woods, made up the
whole of the settiement. o
But if the architectural development of Cooney
Camp was of an inferlor quality, its soclety was,
to usen camp pbrase, “way up.” The thirty
lumbermen who made up its working foroe wegs,
for the most part, as rough specimens of humani-
ty as oould well be found. Thbey were proud of
the fact that they ocould produce two fiddlers,
five singers, and one gentleman who could plsy
numberless airs on & “mouth-organ.”

Heavy literary was not, perhaps, muoh in thelr
line, but if ocoasion required they could roduce
Frank, s college student, who bad come into the
woods in the bope of flading health and strength
in the rough out.door life.

Bat greater than all these attractions, the
point wherein Cooney’s stood far abead of other
oamps, was the fact that she possessed the soote-
ty of *“two winmin’ an’ a kid.” The foreman’s
wife kept house for her husband in the little log
shanty nearest the wood, while on the other side
of the olearing, opposite the ‘‘men’s” shanty,
lived “Craokednosed” Smith, with his wife and
little girl.

Smith bad been given his nickname from the
singular appearance of hia nose. This member
bad been broken and twisted and oracked untll

-1 it was unlike any other no se ever peen.

HARDWARD AND BUILDERS’ 8SUPPLIES,

TOWSONTOWN AND LUTHERVILLE.
——
A-TELEPHONE CONNECTION WITH BALTIMORE AND LUTHERVILLE."®&
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Agent for the Ollver Chilled Ylow and Castings.
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a‘ﬂOrden lefft at Corkran’s Telephone Exchange, at Lutherville, will receive prompt attention.
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GEO. BSCHUMACHER. 1
SCIIUMACLIER & RICE,

G. HERBERT RICE.

SUCCESSOR TO

GEO. SCHUMACHER,

CORNER FREEMONT AND PRESSTMAN STREETS, BALTIMORE, MD.,

DEALER IN
LUMBER, JOISTS, BOANTLING,

WEATHER-BOARDING, FLOORING, SHINGLES,
LATHS, SASH, DOORS, BLINGS, MOULDINGS, &e.,
And everyihing weually found in o WELL-STOCKED YARD will be constantly on hand!

‘PHE ATTENTION OF FARMERS and others on the REISTERSTOWN AND LIBERTY TURNPIKE
ially is called to the convenience of this Yard for loudlng; it being BUT THREE S8QUARES FROM

T HI: SCALB, thereby saving them a long drive down town. A call is reapectfully solicited.
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PHILIP WALSH & SONS,

ALL KINDa OF

LUMBER AND .DUILDING MATERIALS AT THE LOWEST MARKET RATES

Yards—HARFORD AVENUE, NEAR HOFFMAN STREET,

AND
MA RYLAND AVENUE AND OLIVER STREET, BALTIMORE.

LUMBER DELIVER tD ON BOARD THE CARS OF THE NORTHERN OENTRAL AND MARY-

LAND CENTRAL RAILROADS FREE OF CHARGE.

A-CONNECTIONS BY TELEPHONB.“S&

PHILIP WALSH & SONS.
Nov.22.—tMay 27, ' 88

MOWAL WOOD WORKS,

A. STORCK & BONS,

—~DRALERS IN—

LUMBEBR, 8A8R, DOORS. BILINDS, é&o.

—YARD & FACTORY—
97 NMAST MONUMENT STREET AXD %81 NORYH FRONT STREET

BALTIMORE.
March 14, "85~

Cooney Camp could easily have dispensed with
the soolety of “Cracknose,” but it would have
been hard work to get along witbout the little
girl. She was the pride of the oamp, the bright-
est, desrest little bud of humanity that ever
attompted to blossom in such s rough pisce.
She was Jike a delicate mountain fiower grow-
ing alone among bare, bleak rooke.

imnember one day that “Cracknoss” attempt-
ed to whip her. A dozen men at once jnformed
bim in the forcible langusge of Cooney Camp,
that if he touched ber they would thrash him
within s ioch of his life, It is needless to say
that the whipping was postponed.
But, as we started to say, thero was a atrange
excitemont in Coonmey Oamp.

It was Christmas Eve, and some little refleo-
tion of the happiness snd good-cheer in the world
outside seomed to bave fallen upon the camp.

The men came in from their work in the woods
in grest good bumor. It is wonderfal how, at
such a time, the true nature of » man shines out,
and how little, foolish, blundering sots betray &
warm heart beneath a rough exterlor. Esch
man, as he oame 1nto camp, bronght, balf foollsh-
ly, some little Obristmas token. It was only &
bunoh of hemlook branohes, or & bunch of red ber-
ries, or, perbaps, some fragrant cedar boughs; bat,
slight ss they were, the little tokens showed
thelr appreciation of the day.

In & more oivilized community it would have
been considersd a very simple thing for a man to
piok up a bit of green at Christmas, but with
these rough fellows it was different. Here was
red-baired Tom, who bad kiiled » man in the
pext county, comliog in with & bunock of winter
berries. Here was Jake, who kicked an Indian
out of doors but the week before, dngrin; io &

reat mass of hemlook, and even old Bill coming
fn with & great tree on his back, which he pro-
ceeded to decorate with old boots snd shoes, to
the great delight of the boys. Every one was
govd natured, and all were bent on having » good
time Hugh, tbe firat fiddler, put & Dew string 1o
his violin, snd having found its tone to be perfect,
1aid it oarefully sway 1n his bunk until after
supper.

jke and Pred sppointed themselves s commit-
tes of arrangements, snd spnounoed that, as soon
ss supper was over, the floor would be cleared
for & “two by four,” that being the camp name for
& square danoe.

Bapper was eaten in & great hurrz, and back the
men rasbed to the shanty, snd took their places
on the floor to walk through the great‘‘two by
four.”

Biug, ys muse, of » pine woods’ dance! The
men stsnd in place, with their outer olothing
tossed aside, 10ady at the aignal to throw thom-
selves into the motion. Those who are to imper-
sonste Iadies sre distingulshed from the others
by removing their hats. The stand as solemn
as onls in the conselousmess of their dignity, sad
“gallivant loft” and “ladies ohata” with becom.-
ing modesty. The fiddler sits above them on sn
ungty pork barrel, with bis fiddle olasped lov-
ingly under his obin, ready to set the party in
motion at the toash of bis magio bow. The lan-
tern hengs from s nail in the roof, The fire-
light flashes over all, bringing out the rough

| walls aad empty bunke in bold relief.

8o thf Cooney Campers stood that Christmas
Eve, wiling for the signal, when the door opened
and ingfushed old Jaok — gruff, grizsled old
Jack, $ohronghest, ugliest, and most profane man
in oagf®

“g; ‘% this yer blarsted oircus,” he shouted,
“sn’} what I tel) yeo.”

Th, - " broke up io a moment. Hugh
dropp "'8d\addle and bow, snd Mike, who was to
“onll oM d silent, with his mouth open in
the very aot Of ordering ‘“‘s’lute pardners.”

“Thar’s & pan in this ysr camp,” said Jaok,
‘‘ex wants bumpin’. It kinder come over me all
ter onst, theﬁﬂd go up ter Bmith’s, an git his
woman an’ kYl ter come down an’ ses the fun,
But when Iigut thar, blarst me of he warn’t
layin’ es drunk ez a loon, with his woman
a-yellin’, an’ thet little kid jest a-lookin’ at him
with them big eyes of hern. Now biarst me ef it's
right. Somsthin’ orter be did.”

Jaok’s story was, I regret to say, true. Poor
“Qracknose,” being anxious to celebrate the day
in & manner becoming his birth and education,
bad provided himself with a large bottle of
whiskey, He had partaken so frequently of bis
Christmas cheer, however, that he was already,
as Jack expressed it, “drunk as s loon.”

A howl of indignation went up from the orowd
&8 Jack finished. It may be that the indignation
of vome of the boys was not unmixed with envy at
Smith’s good fortune in securing wherewithsl to
get “as drunk as a loon,”” There were probably
very fow men in camp, who, had they possessed
the means, wonld not bave spesdily drunk them-
selves into Smith’s ocondition. They had all
enough manhcod, however, to despise cne who
would get drunk before his women and kid, and
suoh » little kid, too. They certainly belleved
with Jaok that Smith deserved a ‘ bumpin’” of
the moat advanced kind.

What should be done about it? Unconssicusly
the men resolved themselves into a sommittes of
the whole to conasider the matter. It was & seri-
ous question.

“I moves,” said Barney, the loglca] man of the
camp, “I moves that we sends up a * kermithy." ”
“ Kermithy be biarsted,” put in Jack; “‘the
only 'kermithy’ yer want is a ‘kermithy’ to go u
thar an’ thump the life out of Smith, an’ ?
spp'lots myseif as oheerman of eaid ‘kermitby.’”
Then he added quiskly, ¢ Is they any re-
marks 7 Ef not, them ez stands by it say aye!”
There was a loud ohorus of “aye !” Anything
in the shape of a free ight was to be encouraged
by all possible means in Cooney Camp.

Jack went on, “Them ez again it say ‘No’, an’
I’ thump their heads fer them.” Not » word
was said, and the motion was certainly oarried.
Jack’s ist was too heavy to admit of much argu-
ment. Some of the voters could hardly see the
practioal good of * thumping the life” out of &
man who was already drunk, but they were silent
from prudential motives. :

Jack * app’inted” Tom and Bill as other mem-
bers of the * kermithy,” and the three worthies
started out. The rest of the men stood at the
door of the shanty and watobed them.

A bright light shone from the window of
Smitb’s house, and through it the * kermithy”
stole by the corner,and held a whispered consul-
tation. Then Jack stepped up to the window
and looked in, But what was the matter with
bim? Why did he not go in with the * ker
mithy,” and proceed to ‘‘thump the life cut of
Smith? "

He stood looking in at the window, and pres
ently bis bard old band stole up and took off the

‘rough osp he wore. He stood without & cover-

ing in the oold night air. This was too muoh for
tbe enduranoe of the waiting crowd. To be sure
they had sent the “kermithy” to do their work,
but if its members refused to serve, they muat
take the matter into their own hands. As one mep
they ran assilently as pemible through the snow
and looked over Jack’s shoulder.

If any of them had any inclination to be noisy,
the sight that met their eyes silenced them in a
moment. .

The sume scene was being enacted, no doubt,
in thoussnds of homes at that time, but nowhere
under the same circumstances. The little #kid”
was just going to bed, and was koeeling, ae
children do, before her mother to say her pray-
ers. At the baock of the room lay *Crack

nose” in a drunken slesp, Infront satthe mother,
listening to the little girl, and correcting her
whon she forgot & word, The poor woman had
beon orying, and the great tears stood in her eyes,
as she watobed the small petitioner.

The little one went slowly through the old
# Now I lay me down to slesp,” and then began
a prayer of her own, speaking in ber baby voioe
#0 that the orowd outside could hear her: **Dod
bess everybody, and pease let old SBanty Claus pat
a dolly in my stockin’-—dood-nigbt.” There waa
nothing more. The woman oaught the ohild in
ber arms and burst cut orying, while the audi:
ence outside stole silently baok to the shanty.
Not & word was spoken. Jaok and bis ¢ ker-
withy” had forgotten their mission of thumping
the lite out of Smith, and there was not s man in
oamp who would osll npon them to “rise and
report progres.”

The childish prayer had touohed & chord in the
hearts of the rough lumber men that had been
long forgotten. It gave them all a mew ides for
their Christmas.

The danoce was forgotten. Hagh silently laid
bis iddle away, and the company stood waiting
for Jaok, the acknowledged leader, to speak.

“ Who is this yer ‘Santy’ Claus ?” said he at
last with & scowl.

The boys tried to tell him. Moat of thew, per-
haps, had seen s Christmas tree, and bad watched
the good old saint enter with bis bells and great
beard. DBat not onsof them eould explain. They
wore like great ohildren.

At last, Ira, who, ae the head of a large and
oconstantly lnorearing family, was supposed to be
posted on home raatters, began :

“ Wall, he's s man ; an’ ole man, ye see—"
““Wall, ” put in Jack, * he wants ter bring thet
doll-baby ter-night, or I'il lick the face offen
bim.”

“But ye osn’t do it,” argued Irs.

#Can’t 1" yelled Jack. “Who ssys Loan’t? How
big is Ee? What will he weigh 7 Il fight
bim if he weighs a ton.”

“But ye tee,” explained Ira,  he ain’t no man
at all; only a kinder—wall, & kinder thing es
comes around an’ filly the kids’ stookin’s—only
ho don’t fill ’em at all, yo see. Yo see the folks
they puts the truok in themasslves, an’ then ‘lows
ter the kids thet thls yer ‘Santy’ Olaus must hev
done it. The kids they kinder takes it all in,
an’ “—and Ira prooseded to tell all the simple
story.

018 Jack listened attentively. ‘An’ so this
yer hull bisness is & plaguy ‘give’ on thet kid, is
jt? Blarst me, of it's white ter swap lies with
sech & kid es that. Ye jest wait till I see inter
this & bit”—and out he strode to Bmith’s oabin.

The orowd wonderingly followed him at »
respeotful dlstance, and while he went in, they
gathered again outside.

Through the window they could see that the
lHttte girl bad at last gone to bed, Her small,
blue atocking, patobed and worn, hung from & nail
by the bed, ail ready for Santy Claus and the
doll.

Jaok came out at last, and walked straight to
the shanty, the orowd foll-wing bim, Withoata
word he pulled on his coat and fur oap.

“The woman says she sin’t gut no doll-baby
fer the kid, an’ ex Santy. Claus ain’t puthin’, I'm
jest gonter fill thet stockin’ myself. Who'll walk
ter Crystal with me an’ git some truok fer it L idd

Every man in eamp shouted: * I will.”

p I don’t want but one uv ye—draw lots,” sald
aok.

Thirty little blooks of wood were quiokly
prepared, and on one of them was written the
word “go.” Thess were thaken in s osp, and 1t
was agreed that the one drawing the marked
block abould accompany Jsok.

As s compliment tohis supposed literary ability
Frank was sppointed to hold the bat. Themen
orowded around him, sl anxzlous to get a chanoe
to do something for the * kid.”

One after snother the blosks were taken out.
They wers sll bisoke. At last there wers only
two left and B}l and Frank to draw, Bill drew
first and took out a olank. Frank wasto go with
Jack and aot as Banta Olsus. They puiled on
their rough ooats and hats, and started at once.

Orystal was ten miles away by the road, but by
going through the forest one mile such way coutd
be saved. Jack determined to try the nearest
way, and immediataly started up the hill into the
forest, Jeaving Frank to follow as best he could.

The men stood at the shunty door, and watohed
them t{)1 they passed out of sight under the trees.

It was o tifal night. The stars were all
out, and the moon shone through the tress, giano-
ing on the forest-covered branches, till they
sparkied like dlsmonds.

A gentle bresss blew softly through the forest.
The thin-lesved ocedars whllymg aud rustied
their down:growing branches, The clustering
hemloeks held the wandering bresss for s moment
to send it on again, freighted with & rude harmany,
while the grest pines spread oot thelr long,
nesdle-like, numberless Molian harps to swell the
grand symphony of natare,

Jeok strode on ahead, like his namesake of cld
who wore the seven ad boota.

How be did walk | s, stumps, bresh were
:l ::.t:hh to mn.dn. unged mtpuhd l.;:

® s way along, ever ag sira
l.h“t: hf" Orystal. Frank eould Iurdly‘lup him
a sight.

Perbaps it was due to this fact, or that thia
was _hiy frst experience os Banta Claus, that
Prauk. begen to doubt the wisdom of the Jsuraey.

Be begao to fear that they had eome on & very

ridicalous errand. Why should they walk twen-
ty miles through the frozen snow simply to pro-
ocare a ‘‘doli-baby” for that little girl ? The idea
wasabsurd! How much more comfortable they
would be in & oamp by the fire !

Jack seemed to have been thinking in much the
same way, for he waited on a log for Frank to
overtake him. Then he began: “Wot plaguy
fools we be—ain’t we? Here we be drivin’ off
bere hell-bent for ’lection, jest for & kid. It beate
»1l.” Then bhe added apologetically, “ Yo aco
some blarsted fool hes ben swappin’ lies with thet
kid, an’, ahe takes it all in! The lie’s told, sv’,
blarst me, of I don’t stand by it. Bhe’ll find out
soon puff thet this yer Banty Olaus is & plaguy
whelp, a0’ I'm In for makin’ her think he’s all
straight ez long ez I kin.”

After this oration Jack started again, while
Frank struggled after him as best he could.

Rough old Jeck | He had hardly been known
to do a good deed before ; what could have sent
him on such & tramp ? of what was he thinking,
as he struggled through the woods on that cheer-
less journey to Orystal? Perhaps the words of
the little ** kid” came to him even then, ‘“Dod
bess everybody.” Perhaps the little voice had
wakened in his tough old heart some memory
that had Jsin slumbering for years.

At any rate, in his rough way, he had spoken
the right ides. What was the long, cold walk,
after all, to the thought that by taking it they
kept alive the little one’s faith in the old story of
Christmas, and staved off for a while at Jeast the
knowledge of the deceit and heartlesness of the
world ?

Prosently Jaok stopped again. ¢ This yer
plaguy Banty Clausin this yer plaguy play comes
down the chimbly, don’t he ?"

Frank stated that this was his favorite way of
entranoe,

“Wall, thar ain’t no chimbly ter thet shanty,
nuthin’ but a stove-pipe. I'll ’low thet I'll jab
a hole through the ruff with my axe, s0 we can
kerry out the hull play.

On theg prossed, mile after mile, till, at last
after olimbing an unusually steep hill, they looked
down upon a olearing, in which stood, perhaps, &
balf dozen small houses clustered aronnd & eaw-
mill. Here we be,” said Jaock—* here's Crystal.”

There was something weird and romantioin the
Jittle hamlet.

The village was built in a small olearing, which
looked to the two representatives ot Banta Claus
on the hill as if some huge giant in bis rage bad
pulled out a great handful of the forest. The
snow lay deep on the ground, and great blackened
stamps stood ali about the clearing, like sentinels
watohing while the villsge slept. The moon-
beams played over al), bringing out each ghostly
corner and hole, while the tall smoke-stack of the
saw mill rose in the midst like a watch-tower.

But Jack and Frank bad no time for such ro-
mantio thoughts as these. They harried down
the one street of the village until Jack stopped
before a small log houss, and began a vigorous
kioking upon its door. On a shiogle over this
PFrank read in black, straggling letters, ‘* Poste
Offis"”—* Goods to Traide.”

Jaok warmed his toes oo the door, till abeve it
& small window opened, and a mana’ head ap-
peared.

“Qpen up, yer old brate,” roared Jack. The
head had evidently jast pulled itself out of bed,
and sesmed to belong to a very profane man; for,
in a lond voloe, it furoibly informed the citizens of
Crystal thet it badn’t gut no whiskey ner no
“ terbaoky.”

This annonvoement of the lask of these two
staples had but little effect on Jaok. He shouted
back : ‘ We wanter git some Christmas truok, so
open up yer door, or I'll kiok it down,” and he
proceeded to bestow upon it a series of kickas that
would soon have caved it in, had not the owner
profanely agreed to *‘ open up.”

In a short time he appeared at the door, and
grumbled s be bade them enter.

Jack and Frank passed into the little store.
Bat now, for the first time sfnoe the atart, Jaok
bung back. He oould walk or ight or awear tor
the * kid,” but selecting presents for her stooking
was more than he oould do,

He pushed Frank ahead, saying: ¢ You know
something about these things; jest pick out yer
truok, an’, mind ye, I’ll pay fer it.”

The stock of goods at the "Orystal Emporium”
was not very extensive, One could find plenty of
flour or sugar or pork, but the purely holiday
goods were almost gone,

After a oareful search, however, Frank foand a
few nuts, an old jew’'s harp, a jumping- jaok with
only one leg which could possibly be induced to
jump, a tin whistle with a most malsnoboly
sound, and, as luck would have it, & large orange.
There were also a fow ounces of obeap oandy,
whioh Frank took with many misgivings. He
feared its effeot on the little stocking-hanger.
This wans all.

Jaock was determined to fiad & doll. ¢ The kid
wants & doll-baby, an’ blarst me ef she don’t hev
it of I have to walk fifty wiles fer it."”

The mercbant prince of Crystal, evidently
anxious to return to bed ss quiokly ms possible,
suggested that his woman could “kinder alip &
sorter dross llke onter the jumpin’-jack so it
could pass fer a doll baby.”

This started Jack's ire st once. * Ye don't
ring no jumpin'- jack with one sound leg off onter
me. I tell yo I want a doll-baby with two sound
legs an’ plenty of fixin's.”

Just at this point the merchant's wife came
down.atairs to try and settie the dispate. Bbe
was such a motherly-looking person that Frank
took heart and told ber the whole story of the
little girl’s prayor, and ber want of a dolly.

The woman was probably s very praotical
person. She oould bardly have been otherwise,
living as she did in suoh & place. But in every
woman’s heart there liss a spot that the smallest,
woakent Hitle child can touoh to life.

She thought for n moment and then pailed
back an old blanket which bung at one end of the
room, and pointed to a rough bed in which lay
two ohildren asleep. Over their heads hung two
little atookings, crowded full of trinkets for them
to see in the morning.

Jack stood and looked in wonder. All he
could say was, ¥ Banty Claus done it 1”

The good woman took s small pscksge from
one of the stookings, and banded it to the aston-
tshed Jaok, saying: ‘Here is a doll for you. It
is the best we oan do.”

There may bave been & tear in her eye as she
thought of the littls girl far away in the woods,
but this fact did not prevent her genial nusband
from remarking, inoidentally, that the doll was
 wath jest about two shillin’s.”

Jack and Frank gathered their treasures and
started baok., They harried up the steep bill into
the forest, meaning to follow their track back to
osmp.

They had hardly gone s mile before Jack
torned to Frank and ssid: ‘* It's gonter oloud
up—we must make fer the road sn’ foller it inter
oamp.” Qulckly they tarned to the right, and
struok out through the woods for camp.

Bat not quite quick enmough. Great biack
olcuds oame rusking over the sky, and, one by
ons, the stars were hid from sight. Under the
trees the darkness was complete,

Jack and Frank wandered on, as best they
ocould, appsrently going deeper and deeper Into
the forest, and yet unable to ocorrect their way.

Suddenly Jack fell down over s log and lay
with s groan. He was up soon, however. His
band was bhurt somewbhat, and his leg osught
under a limb. As be puiled his leg awsy from ite
fastening, Frank ask him how his hand_felt.
t Plague the hand,” be growled, “ wait till I see
of thet doll-baby is broke.” .

The toy was uninjared, and when this had
been asoertainad, on they atarted onoe more,

At last Jaok stopped. * This thing hes gut ter
be broks, We kin live out here well ‘aufl till
mornin’, but the p’int is ter git back ter flil thet
stookin’. Wait till I build » fire. P’rsps the
boys will ses it.” '

Jack soon found a dry oesdar, with which he

ulekly bailts fire st the foot of »huge plne.
}hc flames went roaring up into the alr, and by
thelr Jight the two Obristmss commissioners saw
the long-desired road but a few rods away. They
had been travelling by the side of it in the wron
direction. They had etlll sight miles to go, sn
tired as they wese it was nearly three o’olook be-
fore they came in sight of oamp.

They knew that the boys would be walting for
them st the shanty, but Jack had become sud.
denly independent, ¢ Ssy what's the use for the
bull arowd ter go Inter this thing? Why not I
an’ you jest do tols work, an’ hev it dld 1"

Jack’s word In saeh a aase was surely law, and
g0 the two men crept by the shanty tothe little
house, esoh one & very guilty Santy Claus, quite
unlike bis jovial, happy self. :

Thers wae no jingle of bells or pulling in of
reindeer, bat just two men in rough clotbing, ball
ashamed of thelr errand, oresping like convicts
through the cold, They pusbed open the door of
the rude ssbin, and entsred as silently ae possible.

The lsmp was turned low and the fire burned

? as.before. His wife bad, perbaps,
surmised Jaok’s errand, snd tried to alt up for
bimj bat, worn out by watehing, she was sleepi
in her ahair by the table,

The little girl lay aslesp with her pretly bair
straggling down over the plllow. Fraak filled the
save with wood; while Jaok hastily thrust the
fow slmple presents into the stocking. Though
ke did not kzow it, he looked Itke a varitad
g:nu Oluus with his grigsisd beard and rough
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The stocking ruj fall, and yet Faok lingered..
Phe crange could not be induced to sater the

the little sleeper. Perbaps the child-face on the
pillow was too maoh for him, for, as if moved by
s rudden fmpalse, be bent over and kissed the
tiny rosebud of & mouth.

The little one woke for & moment, and asked in
her baby.voice : ¢ Is it you Banty Claus ?”

“No! be plagued if I be,” aaid Jack, and then,
remembering where he was, he blushed, as nearly
a8 he could, through his red faoce.

The two impersonators of SBenta Claus atole
silently from the cabin, As they went, Jack
growled fn his old threatening way : ** If ye tell
the boys of thet, T'll lick ye till ye can’t see.’

Thas was the one stocking filled in Cooney
Oamp. Santa Clans did fiad his wey over the
rough windiog road, and, gulded by & strange,
tender and beautiful power he atopped at the poor
cabin on the bill. What though he did ocome
witkout his sleigh or his bells! Wbat though
the journey left him weary,cold and lame! He
oame and did bis work and went his way with a
lighter and purer heart than he bad known for
years. :

CHRISTMAS EVE.

In the calm of thestarlight, a silence profonnd,
Like a spell over nature is spread ;
And v;here beauty in sleep lends her cheek's bloom-
DE TORe
Ev'ry cot where a litile sock gracefully flows,
There bright visions are haunting each bed.

For to-night in the legends of nursery lore,
will flit forth threugh the darkness and gloom,
A myaterlous aaint, full of frolicand gles,
Who will il up the stockings and cast presenis free,
'T1)1 enchantment runs riot at home,

And tohtl}?se who have lain ‘‘Santa Claus” on the
she
And wandered to new faliry bowers,
There's a pleasure much deeper io thrill through
your mirth, .
Whonhtho &en and long absent clasp hands round
earth,
And love wreathes the Christmas with flowers.

If this night, hailed by all, from the child to the

sage,
Is the eve of that glorlous morn
When the harps of the angels rang out over

Heaven,
And thie world woke to life with the glad promlise
given,
That Jesus, the Saviour, was born,
Let ua bend with the shepherds, adoring this hiour;
And as then the sweet symphony ran
While the anthems float up from each temple of
rayer,
And tge soft blessings fall, may each heart echo

there, .
“Peace on earth, and Good Will toward men.”

P .
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TWO CHRISTMAS EVES OF
TWENTY YEARS AGO.

BY REV. H. M® KIEFPFER.

[This fascinating story was written soveral years
ago for the Christmas number of the Lancaster In-
tectigencer. 1t has since been revised by the anthor,
and in certainly demrerving of widser publicity. We
takce great pleasure in presenting it to the readers
of The Quardian.—ED.]

“Hand me up some more greens, Michael.”
Miohael was the old sexton of the village
ohuroh, and he and the pastor, Mr. Burnett, were
busy decorating the vhancel of the churob for the
coming festivities one etormy day before Christ-
tnas, now nearly twenty years ago. With cost off
and perched up on a ladder, while old Miobael
bustled about amongst the ocoils of green on the
floor, there the worthy partor sat, intent on his
work,and yet busy thioking betimes of one fur
away, A3z he cast & glance out of the window, he
wondered whetber it was so cold and stormy down
there, or whetber they bad built their winter quar-
ters, or wore lying out in their shelters, or, were
may be, on the move, or perhaps even now, as he
sat there, engaged in battle, ! whioh, God for
bid,” said be to himself. * ’Tis no tune now for
men to' fight when the very angels of God are
chaoting their sweet songs of Pence on Eartb,
Good Will toward Men.”
Absorbed thus in sad refleotion on the singular
spactacle, as the angels must look upon it, of half
a continent staining its hands red with fraternal
blood at this glad reason of peace, ke had not
observed ald Miobae), who, wiik outetretched
arms, was holding the greens up towarda him, and
bad been obliged to call him twice before succeed-
ing In arousing bim from bis reverie—
¢ Here are the greens, Mr. Burnett.”
% 0, Michael, excuse me, I forgot all about the
greens.”
*What were you thinking about, Mr. Burnett !
About George? He was here last_year helping
us at this work, I remember ; and I just wonder
where he is to-day ? Such a lively Ind as he was,
tobeaure! Why, do you know, alr, it don”t
seom at all like Obristmas without that boy. Ever
since he was & baby he’s followed me about the
churoh, the graveyard, the parsonage and every-
where ; watohed me digging the graves, ringing
the bell and lighting the chureh, until I' do be
leve I love him as much as if he'd been‘ my owp
ohild inatead of yours. Do you think it's ascold
down there as it is here ?”
But the pastor made no answer, for Michael’s
words had only served the purposs of plunging
him into deeper tbought about his boy;  tall,
fair-haired, blue-eyed stripling of a lad, whom he
loved with all the unutterable affeotion of & father
for his first-born son, and whom he bad neverthe.
lens, strange to say, lald as a sacrifice on the
altar of his country, even as Abraham of old had
stretohed forth his hand to slay Isaao at the call of
the Lord.
At Iast the greens were all hung, and the pastor
walked over to his parsonage.
“Papa ! papa !” shouted the ohildren, as he
was beard at the door stamping the snow from
his shoes, ¢ Papa, to-morrow ta Christmas |”
“Kitbmath,” }isped little Madge, as she olimbed
up on his knee and nestled baok in his arm, while
Rob and Gertie mounted on either side of his
chair.
*Yes, children, to-morrow is Christmas. And
you are all glad snd happy, and that is right.
But paps s & little heavy-hearted when be
thinks of Geordie so far away from home, without
any good warm houss and out in the ocold, with
Lutle. enough to eat, I fear. God help bim, poor
oy,
# But Geordle is & soldier,” said Rob, “an’ he
dosen’t mind it ; oause when soldiers get cold an’
bungry, they says, * I don’t oare I’”
#Papa, will we have a Ohristmas tres this
year ! asked Gertle.
# Well, obildren, you'll have to get to bed early,
so Santa Claus may have a chanee to put it up.”
It was sad work for the pastor asd hie wife,
that patting up of the Obristmas tree. Neither
spoke mach while the ornaments were beiog tied
on, snd the gifta for the children set forth in
order beneath the tree, for both were busy think-
tog of their blue-eyed Arst bora, whose name they
gosroe conld mention now but with tears. And
when all was done, and together they knelt down
beneath the Christmas tres and prayed earnestly
and fervently to Him who had once been s obild
Himeelf, that as the blessed Christ Child He
would come and abide in the hearts of the obil
dren asleep in the chamber overhead, they min-
gled their teara as with broken utterance they
rayed that God's especisl grace and merey might
Eo with bim who was afar from home.
And where was George Burnett or Geordis, a8
he was known in the family, this Christmas eve,
now nearly twenty years ago? The soene of our
story must shift now from the qulet Northern vil-
Iage to the pine forests of Virginia. A company
of cavalry, or what was left of the company after
the Gettysburg campaign, being on soout duty,
had for several days been reconnoitering away to
the right wing of the army of the Potomso, now
mafely lodged in its winter cantonments, and
halted for the night in a little ravine surrounded
by & dense undergrowth of scrub pine and cedar.
It was snowing fast. The pines bending beneath
their white covering, afforded a tolerable sheiter
for the men snd horses, while In the open space
blased & grest camp fire, whose fllokering light
added its obarm to the wild and weird scene,

« Say, boys, don't you think you are making s
ittle too big » fire, there? Boow s a good re-
sator, you koow, and we may have some of

Mosby’s men down on us before moraing.”

“ Well, Cap, that’s so. But we've got to keep
warm some way, haven’t we!”’

« Besides, 1t's Christmas Bre, you know,” sald
Burnett, * and it makes a fellow fee! like having
o little fire to think of the joily times they are
baving at home to-nighe.” '

¢ Pile on wenother log, Geordls,” said Joe
Winters, *and let "sm see us if they want to;
Mosby or no Mosby, we've got to bave a fire to
toast our shins by and remind us that Christmes
comes but onoe in the year—

0, Christmas comes but onoe in the year,
Qood ains, I %o ?Ju”iﬁ' atod chour
orala L, trs o choen
With no heart for vestralning his men from
their bilarity, the esptain silewed them the poor
sad solitary somfort of 1helr esmp five,Sakiog
oare, however, that his pickets on the surronnding
bills shomld bs well posted snd wide swake.
Bafore settling down by the fire for the night, be
personslly lospeotsd every pest sad resolved
within himself to slesp with mere #hen one eye
open. As ke returned from ong of thesa tours of
inspeation, on emerging frow the bushes whata
r:ttnu kis tl‘rl& ,tr:oy:lt:‘ %@%t g £l driv-
g mow and the dancing reg lght ¢ . CAmp
Gre, - Ssited on piles of pige brash, with thelr
horees snddled and tetheted bensath the pines,

stoeking, 50 he lald it on the plilow by the side of

they wers baviog s jolty time.

’

Barnett, the favorite of the sompany, was
singing a song, the rest joining in on the chorus,
00 sweet and melodious shat the very horses
pricked up their ears at the sound. Then followed
stories and apecdoies, grave and gay, with
songe and glees, till the fire flickered low, and all
bands wrapping themselves up in their great
coats and blanket, lay down before the fire,
Indlan fashion, and were soon sound aslcep.

Bang!

“ Hello! What's that, boys?”

Bang—bang—bang !

*Boots and saddles, boys—tho Johnnies are on
us for sure!”

Kicking the anow over the amouldering fire, the
oaptain ordered his men, in short, sharp tones,
like the suppressed blast of & bugle, to stand by
their horses’ hoads, make ready their carbines,
loosen their sabres and mount. Soreened from
observation by a olump of pines along the edge
of the ravine through which the enemy would
likely dosh down on them, they awajted the
obarge as their piokets came gallopiog in with a
body of Mosby's troopers at their Eeels.

“ Now, my lads,” shouted the captain, * Jook
;.o'y:our carbines and sabres, and let them have
t .l

Not antioipating so sudden s check to their
headlong courss, and with no suspioion of the
neat little ambuscede awailing them, Mosby’s
wen were thrown somewhat into confusion by the
sudden shook, as with ringing oarbines and ewift
sabre strokes the Union boys dashed out on them
with a cheer. It was short, sharp work, man to
man and borse to borse, the whole affray oocapy-
ing searosly more time than it takes to relate it,
when in a cloud of snow at their horses’ heels
Mosby’s men dashed up the defile and away.

Several men were killed on either side and
1ome wounded, too, whom we need not stop to
mourn over, for such ate the chanoss of war—but
whbere was Burnett?

¢ Burnett! Burnett!”’ sang out his messmate,
Winters, as he stood leaning against bis horse,
“ Any of you fellows know were Geordie js?”
There was no answer. He was not among the
wounded, be could not be found among the killed.

“ By Jove!” sald Winters, ““they’'ve taken
Qeordie prisoner |”

Witbout a word more, and utterly heedless of
an ugly wound in the shoulder, Winters mounted
his horse and dashed at fall galiop in the direc-
tion Mosby’s men had taken.

“ Winters! stop I’ shouted the captain. He
might as well have shouted to & whirlwind. For
Jos Winters—a tall, raw-boned man of great
physioal strength and fiery temper, had from the
first taken a strange liking for the slender and
rather delicate lad of light bair and blue eyes,
sodany day would have gone through fire and
flood or worse fur the love he bore him. And the
suspicion that Geordie was & prisoner, and the
oertainty that he would uvever return alive,
aroused in Winters the herolo determination to
overtake Mosby’s men and surrender himeelf
instead of Geordie! .

How he rode hard and fast mile after mile that
wintry Christmas morning —how he overtook the
Confederate cavalry with their prisoner riding
in the midst—what socenes there were amongst
the boys in gray, as dismounting they listened
to tho gallant proposal of Winters to ransom their
prisoner with his own body—how Geordie txpos
tulated, entreated, begged the wounded Winters
to desist, and how in apite of all his remonstranaes
he was conveyed back again the next morning to
his own men. I will not stop more particularly
to relate. Suffice it to say tbat at deybreak, as
they were preparing to break camp, Geordie rode
into the midst of them and threw himself on the
ground in a paseion of tears.

“Why, Burnett,” said the captain, * what’sthe
matter ? Are you burt badly?”

“Qh, no, Cap, but— Winters—"’

#:Aye, my boy, Winters—can you toll me what
bas become of him ?”

“Yes, sir. They took me prisoner in the fight
laat night—and Wiaters has gone and given him-
self up in my atead!”

IL.

Another year had paesed away and a second
Christmas Eve was drawing near. George Bur-
pett’s father and mother, snd old Michael, too, as
well as they, anxivusly and impatiently awaited
tbe holidays ; for when the bolidays came Geordie
wculd be home on furlough.

0ld Micbael, having made unususl preparation
for the desoration of the church, was in high
gles. There should be a most bountiful offering
of laurel, box and pine that year in the Lord's
house, ** for Geordie, my boy, is coming home,”
said he to himself,

Four weeks, three weeks, two weeks—aye, it
was only two weeks yet till Christmas, when one
worning old Michael, soarcly able any longer to
defer his preparations for the chanoel decors-
tions, walked over to the parsonage and into the
pastor’s study, saying as he entered—

« Me. Burnett, don’t you think we’d better be
making some srrangements about getting the
groens for the church? It is only two weeks yet,
aod then—"’

The worthy pastor’s face had been averted so
tbat Michael had not scen the look of unspeak

able anguish there was upon it, until the pastor
replied, woarily ralsiog his head and speaking
with bloodless lips, and a countenance on which
anutterable woe was written in every featurs:

« Michael, thers won’t be any decorations in the
obancel this year.”

« No decorations this year? And Geordie
coming home, too! Why, sir, I've been sexton
of this church for well nigh forty year, and I
never yet—" ' Michael,” interrupted the pastor,
“ that may all well bo. But resd that; God
knows I cannot tell you ; read that.”

Takiog the letter which the pastor held out
toward him with a trembling hand, Miobael put
on bis glasses, went over to the window and read ;
aye read—

A lstter from the captain commanding Geordic’s
company which set forth in brief yet terrible
words how, after several days of aln.ost continual
marching and fighting, and while holding & very
important post at the extremeo loft of the army in
tront of Potersburg, his son Geordie had been
found in the grand round asleep on his post, had
been at once ordered under arrest, and was to be
tforthwith tried by sourt-martial, the judgment of
whiob it was feared would be severs. ¢ No effort,”
oaid the oaptain, * will be spared to save the
brave and gallant boy. Nevertheless uso all the
{nfiuence you 0an commsand with the authorities
at home, and make no delay.”

Paralysed as by a mighty grief, old Miohsel
stood looking at the letter as if he did not at all
comprehend what it was sll about, when a second
latter was thrust into his haad, a letter from Geor-
die himself in brief yet awfal worde—* Papa and
mamma, what the oaptain bas written is only too
true. God belp me! Pray for me without oeas-
ing !’
’I‘ha unutterable grief there was in that quiet
country parsonage during those days of awful
suspense, the reader is left to imagine for himseif.
A gloom as of midnight settled down on the
unfortunate household. Mr. Burpett, having
taken every measurs to bring suob inflaence to
bear on the authorities as to save his beloved boy
from the extreme sad terrible punishment due to
bis orime, in spite of the reassuring words of
friends, settled down to the firm conviotion that
Geordie’s days were nnmbered. For hours at s
time, there he would »it in his chair with his head
bowed on hjs study table, parayised, benumbed,
deudened, upable to arouse himself from his sor-
row, too full ¢f an inexpressible grief to pray or
even to weep. Had their beloved one fallen in
the gsllant charge, or died of disease, hard as that
bad been, it conld have been, perhaps, endured
with fortitude, or, st least, with resignation; but
this, this was more then hesrt could bear.
Gloomy indeed was that Christmas time in the
bounsebold. The Poor obildren, unable to enter
into their parents’ grief, or even fully appreciate
the oause of it, were yet hushed and awed Into
silence, whioch strangely contrasted with their
oustomsary merrimeat at that bappy season of the
yosr.
And g0 tbe merry, merry Christmas Eve of
1884 oame on. The sleigh-bells sounded cheerily
in the orisp, sharp air, ss peopledrove swiftly by,
and all the village was aglow with joy and glee.
At the parsonsge, the ohildren bad besn put to
bed early, '#ith no prospect, alas, of a Christmsas
tree &mtlng them in the morning—* because,”
said Gertie, as she tucked berself under the covers,
“You see, old Santa Olaus don't like to go to
houses where people are s0 sorey.”
«Yes, be likes people to be giad when be
comes,” snewered Rob.
“ Weon't Sents Claus come to-night, papa?”
Little Madge had climbed out of ber orib and
one dowa in her long night dress to the study
oor, where her father and mother were sitting
in sorrow together.

¢ No, my poor ohild, there will be no Ssnte
Olana for us to-night, I fear.”

 Booause we are sll so sorry, papa? Ssats
Olsas dosen’t like to gome to houses where people
are s0 sorry. Doa't ory, psps and mamms, I will
pray the good Lord to let our Geordie live end
coms bome.” _

It was one o’ olosk Obrlstmas morning. Yot
there they sat, pastor and wife, tslking of the
happy times gone by—of Geordie’s babyboed and
his fins promise of & avhle manbosd—his brave

t bebavior on maay » bard fought

again mingling their tears,

as they thutl.n of his

danger snd theervel. that might be awaltlng
Loh,

# How terrible to sudure this untold

birth ! I foar me the beils, which should ring
out Joy to the world on the morrow, will do
nsught bat toll and toll for me.”

“ Qome, John,” said she, ‘‘ we should be more
trustful, it may not be so ili. Let us hope for
the bHolt.”

* Hope? Aye, wife, I have hoped end prayed
till God Himself seems utterly u': have fsru’kcn’
me, and left me orushed under this mighty grief—
tbe Lord forgive me my wsut of faith! Hark !
Didn’t you hear a noise out there, Martha

There was a olanking sound on the porch,
followed by = distinot knook thrice repsated.
Taking the lamp in ber band, the good wife went
out, opened the door—there was a shriek—s moan,
and & heavy fall to the floor. On rushing out
forthwith, judge of the emotions of the worthy
pastor on secing his wife fallen in & swoon om the
floor, and bending tenderly over heraman in s
cavalryman’s uniform !
“ Geordie! Geordie!
my aon, my son |”
*“Yes, father. But it is too much for poor
mother, I fear—Ilet me oarry her in,”;

Now, the slesp of children is proverbially light
on Christmas night, and so it was no wonder the
little ones in the chkamber above were swakened
by the noise below. ¢ Rob,” aaid Gertfe.

“ Well,” answered Rob.

“Are you awake?”

¢ Yes"”

“ Did you hear that noise? I wonder whether it
wasn't Santa Claus trying to get in 2

 Ob, no, Gertie. You know pups ssid Santa
Claus would not ooms to our hoase to-night.”

“ I'Nl get up snd see,” said little Madge.
Climbing out of her orib and going to the stair-
way, there she stood, like a little fairy in her long
night dresy, calling :

ll“? '?apsl peps! Did Santa Claus come after
a

“ Yes I answered a strange voice,

“ Who are you? said she. * I don’t know you.
Are you Santa Claus?”’

. *¢ Aye, Madgie, my sweet little angel slater; I
sm your Saots Claus to-night?”

Then rang out through the house the glad oborus
of the ochildren’s voloes sweeter than the chimes
of apy merry Christmas bells—*¢ Geordle! Geor-
die! It's Geordie, come home to us all 1”

No more slesp was thers in the parsonsge that
night. With the children on his knes or hanging
over his chair, and bis mother lying beside him
on the lounge, faint yet from her too suddsn joy,
George Burnett sat talking with bis father as the
dawn of the Holy Day came stresming ap over
the Eastern hitls.

¢ But, Geordie, my boy,” said Mr. Burnett,
* you have not told us yet how you came to alssp
on your post.”

“ Well, father, the way of it was thia: One
year ago last night, in a little Sght we had with
Mosby’s men, you remember I was taken prison-
er; you know, too, how, against my will aud
without my congent, I was ransomed by Joe
Winters, who gave himaself up to Mosby's men in
my stead. Ob, a truer, braver, nobler fellow than
he never buckled on o sabre! But after he came
back to us he never was the same man physioally
as before. He was broken down by prison life
and his old wound had reopened ; but his highand
gallant soul, that knew no change. Well, sbout
a month ago we were sont off on araid, and after
baving been aborse continuously for two days and
nights withoat any sleep, save what we could get
in the saddle, we were assigned one night to duty
on a dangerous and importact part of the line on
the extreme loft of the army. As usual Joe was
put on the post of danger, where I found bim
when the second relief went out, sick, suffering
and utterly exhausted and broken down, sod
compelling him to go to the rear I took his place.
I thought I could keep awake, but, father, I
could not, Utterly exbausted, the * grand
rounds” found me sound asleep—and the rest you
know. When the facts came out, in the course of
court-martial, the General said:

# Young man,you have made a narrow esospe.
It was on!y your teking the place of » sick and
wounded comrade that saved you.”

¢ General,” said 1, * Joo Winters onoce gavs his
life for mine, Should I not willingly give my life
for bis? And so my furlongh, wbich bad besn
withbeld during the court-martial, was hsnded
me—saod here I am,”

“ Rob,” sald the pastor, *run and call old
Michael over. And, Geordie, you just step over
into the other room when Michael oomes in, till X
call you.”

As Micbael entered, the pastor said: * Miokael,
you will ring the bell, and ring it right joyfally,
too. There shall be oo tolling of bells for me
this day.’,

“Ring the bell!” exclsimed Michael. And
what for, sir? Did you not say we were to have
no service? Or is it possible you have heard
some good news of Geor—"

Whereupon, to Michsel's utter and most joyful
surprise, in walked the young and handsome
cavailrymaa.

“ Aye, Miohanel,” said the pastor: “ Ring the
bells! Ring the bella! And ring them full joy-
fully, too—for this my son, ‘was dead and is alive
agsin ; he was lost and is found I’ ”
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THE ANGELS’ SONG.

Rev, Robert Collyer Considers Christmas as
a Time ot Peace and Good Will,

My God, it is Geordie ;

When I find myself that sort of man that [ call
o liberal Christian, aaid the preacher, it will beas
easy to me as [aughter 18 to the children on Christ-
mas morning to sammon up in my heart the bless-
inge of peace, to excercise a perfeot good will to-
ward all the world. When Christmastide comes
around every year I lock back to a Cbhristmas
long ago—so long sgo that it almoat seems to
bave been another life—wben I was oasting my
eyes across the Atlantic in search of & new home.
I could not te)l then whether I would find a pal-
sce or a poorbouse. I have found a palage; but
I oan put all the egotism aside snd say thatit is
all due to the blesring and goodoess of God and
the love of Him I kept in my heart. But I hold
it trae, 84 bas been said, that according to the
love we show for our fellow beings so strong fis
the love of God within us, and I know that 107-
ing those who love me and' doing good to thoese
who do good to me is o standard to messure my

Jove for God by. ‘““Love your enemies.” There

is the grest stsndard, that is the great prineiple.
Vet it is the one stumbling block tbatI find it
bard to get over, though I say it 365 times s year.
I find it hard not to bate the man that I know
hates me, Everything in me revolts against it.
« T oan’t be better taan God,”” I say te myself,
and when some one ssys, * Toss your heart over
to God and all the rest will follow,”” I don’t find
the solution so easy. Perbaps I can’t just toss
my hesrt over.

But when Christmas time comes and I see the
obild in the manger, when I see all the workings
of the divine love, I aay to myself, surely God
oan't love one man and hate another, and what &
poor thing my heart is that I cannot mold it after
His. Then I say it is time to make some effort.
The divine love for man is like the highest note
in the melody some surpassing sioger reaches
when the Acsdemy down theres shakes with the
thander of spplause. I am s bumbler volos, in-
deed ; but must I not strive, encoursged by that
great example, to reach some higher nots than I
bave ever touched befors in the song that the
asagels sing of goodwill and pesce-—~pesce snd
goodwill throughout the universe?

It I oan’t love the man or woman who hagdone
me deadly injury, let me at least be sure I de not
hate them. Lot me keep in view the possibility
that I thay some day love them; let me be sure
that I will belp them if they need it. Tbis uni.
varsal demand for love and peace is not of Thenks-
glving but of Christmas. Our Thankegivisg is
founded on Plymouth Rock, but Christmas stands
on the Rook of Ages. Whean I bless the ohildren
of friends, even though they may be a thoussad
miles away, they shine out to me like atars. I
ot more than I give, and the best giving s when
expect no return. I used long ago to know &
house mother who always did her houseciesding
just befure Christmas. BShe didn’t eare for the
rest of the year, but all should be clean and
bright for Christmss. Her custom may serveme as
a parable. Isay to you that you should beighten
the windows of your soul at this holy time so
that love snd grace may be sesn shining omt
through tbem. You should make your beart clean
aad purs, just asshe did her hearth, and welvome
to it all mankind, ss she did singers whe same 0
sing the osrols oa Christmas moraning, while the .
fire lit up the whole place with its warm and
genial glow.

. st e g

; IncomsinrnoY.—"“Yas, sah ; hit do beat my
time.”

« What's the matter, old man !”
* Boss, does you ses dom ﬂq:-
derond out dar ! Dem hyperiat

is gwise to chw’eh.”

# Wall, what about 1t !” .
“ Hite oo’ disway : Demaiggers’ll wak out'n
de harvest fiel’ in or July sun all de wesk widout
enay hat. Den when Bunday veme 40’11 Wist or
82 umbreller over or 50 cemt suit uv eisthes.
Dat’'s what mek me say wu't I dess.”

" =P
Sr-Mre, 0'Mora (boustfally)—“]s it & book
hﬂ;ﬂ Buare’n’ lultlplqll':'w:,ﬁa;

“Nh. Flyan— Wi, o’ o 7 eumg. Diags

gvine ‘long
' eheRy 000ns

him, .
Marths, on this glad night of ou blessed Lord’s

ye bonght would be shtfll in the shiere.




