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Annie and Willie’s Prayer.

And Annie and Willie had erept into bed;
“There were tears on their pillow, and tears in

Adid e 1ICH0 Takbn. wis hoavy With slahs=-
For tonight their stern father’s oommand had

been given, >
That they should retive precisely at seven,
Instead of 'eight; for they troubled him
more
With questions unheard of than ever betore.
He had told them he thonght this delusion &

gin
No such t’.hing as Santa Clans ever had been,
And he hoped atter this he should never moze

hear
How he scrambled down chimneys with pres-
ents each year.
And this was the reason that two little heads
80 restlessly tossed on their soft, downy beds.
Kight, nine, and the clock in the steeple tolled
ten .

Not a wor; had been spoken by either till then,
When Willie’s sad face trom the blanket did

And Wilsphees' “Dear Annis, s you st
asleep?’
“ Why, no, brother Willie,” a sweet voice re-

es, 4

#J'ye tried it in vain, but I can’t shut my eyes,

For, somehow, it makes me 80 sorry because

Dear papa has said there is no Santa Claus;

Now, we know that there is, and it can’t be
denied,

For he came every year before mamma died,

But then, I’ve been thinking that she used to

TAY,
And ng would hear everything mamma would
8ay.
And perl;apl she asked him to send Santa
Claus here,
With the sack h,'ll of presents he brought

every yeax,
"Well,'.h why tant we pay dest as mamma did
en
And ask Him to send him with presents aden?”
#I've been thinking 80, t00,” and without a

word more
‘Pour little bare feet bounded out on the floor.
~And four little knees the soft carpet pressed,
And h‘v)o tiny hands were clasped close to eack
reast.
“Nowl.‘:zinio, you know we must firmly be-

&

That th‘_‘:‘ presents we ask for we're sure to re-
Joeive—

You must wait just as still till I say amen,

And by that you will know that your turn has
come then,”

¢ Dear Jesus, look down on my brether and

me,

And grant us the favor we are asking of Thee.

I want a wax dolly, a tea-set and ring,

And an ebony work-box, that shuts with &
8p! o

Bless papa, dear Jesus, and cause him to see

That Santa Claus loves us lar hetter than he—

Don’t let him get fretful and angry again

At dear brother Willie and Annie, Amen!”

«Please, Jesus, let Santa Taus tam down to-

. o

. mght’) : ,..,' S
And bring us some presents before it is Hght:
want he should dige me a nice little w T

ith bl;i‘{;ht, shiny runners, and all painted

y —
A box full of tandy, a book aud a toy,
Amen, and then, Desus, P’ll be a dood boy.”
Their ;lalr;s('ieu being ended, they rased up their
8, .
And with hearts light and cheerful again
sought their beds— i
They were soon lost inslamber, both peacetu]
and deep,
And with fairies in dreamland were roaming
in sleep.
Eight, nine, and the little French clock had
struck ten—
Ere the father had thought of his children

ot . egain— -
. He seemed now to hear Annie's half-sup-

pressed sighs,

1 And to see the big tears stand in Willie’s blue

eyes. 3
] was harsh to my darlings,” he mentally said,
#And should not have sent them so early to

But then ? was troubled-—my feelings tound
For ha:?:n&took to-day has gone down ten per
But ox°:;§'m they’ve forgot their trouble ere
And tgt;t?'l denied them the thrice-asked-for

] 8,

Bat jnst. to make sure I’ll steal up to their
" door bt
Forl never spoke harsh te mydarlinga before.”

8o eaying, he softly ascended the stairs,

: And arrived at the door to hear both of their

" prayers.

‘His Annie’s ‘‘bless papa” draws forth the big
: tears,

And Willie's grave promise falls sweet on his

ears.
‘““Stravge, s‘tlunge, I’d forgotten,” gaid he with
8 8ig :
«How I longed, when @ ohild, to have Christ-
mas draw nigh.
1’1l atone for my harshness,” heinwardly said,
“By a.nb:awesing their prayers ere I sleep in my
d.”
Then he turned to the stairs and softly went

down,
Threw off velvet slippers and silk dressing-

gown, i
Donned hat, coat and boots, and was out in
the street,
A millionaire tacing the cold, driving sleet,
Nor stopped he until he had bought every-

thing,
From the box full of candy, to the tiny gold

ring—

indeed, he kept adding 8o much to his store,

That the various presents outnumbered a
800re—

Then }mrgeward e turned with his holiday
oad,

And with Aunt Mary’saidin thenursery ’twas
stowed., °
Miss Dolly was seated beneuath a pine tree,
By the side of a tab'e spread out for tea—
A work-box, well fillel in the center was laid,
And on it.a ring, for waich Anme bad prayed.
A soldierin uniloria stood by a sled, i
«With bright, shining runners, and all painted
»

red.
There were bells, dogs and horses, books pleas-
ing to see, ¢
And birds of all colors were perched in the

tree,
While Sun’ta Claus, laughing, stood up in the
top,
As if getting ready more presents t» drop—
And a8 the fond father the picture surveyod,
He thought for his trouble he’d been amply

a1d,
And hepsaid to himself, as he brushed offa tear,
“I've enjoyed more true pleasare than ever
belore,
I’m happier to-night than I’ve been for a year,
What care 1 it bank stock fall ten per cent.
more?
Hereafter I’tl make it a rale, I believe,
To have Sunta Claus visit us each Chrisimas
Eve.”
So thinking, he gently extinguished the light,
And trippeldown the stairs, to retire for the
night, i
As soon as the beams of the hright morning
in
kuness to flight, and the stars, one

{ue eves out of sleep opened wide,
ine moment the presents espied —
their beds they sprang witha
7ifts prayed for were all of them

1d they cried in their inuds~

4" to doma quick and see
» Claus biought in the

wanted), and lefc
voice soft and

ad)" papa, I
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While dear Jittle Willie climbed up on his knee

Determined no secret b+ tween them should be,

And told in solt whispers how Aunnie had said

Cha: their dear blessed mamta, g0 Jong aLo
dead,

Used to kneel down and pray by the side of
her chair,

And that God m heaven had answere. her
prayer—

¢T'hen we dot up and prayed dust as well as
we tould,

And Dod auswered our prayers— now wasn’c
He dood 1’

] should say that He was if Ho sont you all

these,

And knew just what presents my cbildcen
would nlease.

(Well, well, ot bim think so, the dear little elf,

"Pwould be cruel to 1ell him I uid iv myself.”)

Blind 1ather, who caused your stern teart to
1elent ?

And the basty wor.!s spoken, 80 800n torepent?

' fwas the Buing who made you stoul sot 1y up-
stairs,

And made youn His agent to answer their
prayers.

WiLL HAYMAN'S CHRISTMAS,

BY FRANK DOUGLAS.

¢ A wild night this, master ; there’ll
be a good many of the woman-folk anx-
ious-like until we can see yon point a
bit clearer.”

+4¥es,” I replied, ¢ we can only hope
that their anxiety may not deepen into
despair. God help those at sea to-
night.”

The scene was truly a grand and sol-
emn one, and a weird silence prevailed
over the small knot of anxious watchers
who had braved the storm on that wild
night, endeavoring to catch a glimpse of
the fishing boats which had left in the
morning, and should have returned long
since.

Just a word to explain my presence at
such an out-of-the-way place as Plea-
saunce, on the Cornish coast, in the un-
propitious month of December, 1879.

I had a week before been summoned
on urgent business to Bodmin, and in
search of the information I required
had to make frequent journeys to the
out-lying villages. One of these was
Pleasaunce, where I arrived on the af-
ternoon of the 22d; I soon transacted
my business, and returned to my inn,
where I was welcomed by the savory
odor of certain culinary prepaiations
that were being made for my especial
benefit.

After discussing very energetieally
the tempting meal that had been placed
before me, I settled myself down to a
comfortable chat with my worthy host,
John Hayman, And a right good host
he was, too—a thoroughly straightfor-
ward face, a true index of the man; a
sturdy, well-knit frame; hands that bore
evidence of many a hard day’s toil ; and
above all, a genial, Saxon laugh, which
made the rafters echo again and again,

Well, we got to talking aboufj ug’m
near approach of Christmas, and T 'S
expressing my intention to endeayor to
hunt up some friends of mine, whoI be-
lieved lived a few miles inland, when my
host bronght down his hand upon the
table so emphatically, that the cups and
saucers seemed inclined to take violent
exercise.

“Why, Mister Douglas,” said he, ‘“if
I may be so bold, I don’t think you
could do better than stay here. We al-
ways have a bit of « party on Christmas
day, and this year we expect a lot of
folk. My Fanny, who's just married,
will Dbe here with her hushand, and my
good woman's niece (I suppose she’s
mine as well though, and a bonny girl
she is too) she'll be here; she’s been |
staying lately with some friends of hers
up the coast, but my Will, who's as
sfout a lad as any in the villages, is
going to marry hersoon, and he insisted
that shé*sheuld spend the Christmas
withus. Then there’s some of the wife’s
velations, and one or two of my own, be-
gides a few of the village folk, who al-
ways look us up about this time; and,

~V"

to cap all, I think our parson will most
likely come in—and he's a regular jolly
comfortable sort of a man, you know—
so I dow’t think you'll be bad off for
company, and if you don't mind putting
up with the likes of ns, I am sure we
shall be very proud for you to joim ms:”

i

Such & hearty and spontaneous. invi-
tation conld not possibly be - declined,
s0 it was arranged that I should stay at
the Two Fisherman till the 26th, —

When I awoke on the m% the-
24th, everything was bustlo & nfu-,
sion, and the grand aim of everybd
gseemed to be to thoroughly earn the
morrow’s enjoyment by tiring them-
selves out first. . As I entered the. par-
lor, my hostess was giving very parficu-
lar instructions to a sturdy young fisher-
man as to some important errand. It
appeared that he was being deputed to
eall with his boat at the lonely village
where the niece before-mentioned was
staying, and bring her home to be in
time for the festivities, which were to
commence as custom dietated on Christ-
mas eve. Inthenatural course of events
Will Hayman wonld have allowed no one
to undertake this honor but himself,
but he had been summoned the day be-
fore to the assizes to give evidence as tH
a boat which had been stove in a few
days since., He was, therefoze, very re-
luctantly compelled to forego the pleas-
ure of bringing his affiancod wife to his
own home, and hence the very careful
instructions of Mrs. Hayman to' his
deputy. N

'he boats went out in the usual man-
ner, amid a hearty chorus of cheers, and
the last words I heard were from the
young fisherman, who cried out: *“ Mind
you have something “good ready for us,
missus, when we ¢ome home; I'm going
to bring you a #plendid cargo, you
know.” At this safﬁy there was quite a
roar of langhter from the men on shore,
re-echoed by the'fisher-wives who were
standing by.

Everything went on very merrily at
the inn, and the afternoon was wearing
away, when suddenly one of the children
cried out: * Why, how dark it’s getting,
mother!” No onein the hou-e had no-
ticed the gathering gloom, so busy had
they been preparing for the. coming
feast, but at the child’s words everybody
looked up. Almost atthe same moment
a blinding flash of lightning lit up the
whole cottage, followed by peal upon
peal of deaferfing thunder. Suddenly a
light flashed through the air, and we all
rushed to the door, and saw diml
through the gathering darkness a gnf:
lant ship far out to sea, rolling to and
fro, and sending up signal rockets for
assistance. In a few moments an anx-
ious crowd of weather-beaten men was
assembled on the beach, which was im-
mediately in front of the house, discuss-
ing the possibility of sending help to
the unfortunate vessel; but it was
quickly seen that no boat counld live in
such a seaand reach the ship, even had

‘she been a mile nearer shore. When
this point was decided, the fishermen
gathered in little groups discussing the
grave position of their own comrades
who were out to sea. The general opin-
ion was that seeing the gathering storm,
they would keep in shore, or land, and
** " _orst that would " happen would be
the delaying of the festivities.” ‘This
view of the matter seemed to take & load
off the minds of the men, wheén one of
them said: ¢ Bat how about Fred ? He
promised to be hera by five o’clock with
Nelly Howard.”

¢ What's that you say, mate ?” said a
pleasant but eager voice behind me ;
“what about Nelly ?”

It was Will Hayman, who, walking
home along the shore, had come upon
us unobserved. The men looked at each
other with meaning glances, but could
not say a word. -

«TIsn't Nelly home yet?” Will asked,
his face burning with intense eagerness;
¢ ¥ thought she'd be at the house.”

His mates told him simply how mat-
ters stood, endeavoring to console him
by saying that young F'red was too good
a sailor to put to sea in such threaten-
ing weather, but Will would not be per-
suaded. I stayed on the shore for a lit-
tle time longer, wrapped in my stout
waterproof, but the blinding rain proved
too much for my powers of endurance,
and I turned to go. Just as I did so, I
was addressed in the manner I have
mentioned at the commencement of my
story.

[ went home full of forebodings that
the day which had opened soBrightly

~would close in dark despair upgnmany I went upstairs, and hastily

i

in this quief little hamlet. I went to
my room, and wearied by the unusual

t midnight.” When I

not wake nutil
d voices and a sound of

did s0 I h Yghoes B4 i
sUpPreEsed sobs, apparently proceeding
from the parlor, wﬁf::h wag immediately
| below my room, I went down-stairs,
w#d throngh the partly opened door saw
Wiﬂ'hcﬁnding before the fireplace, and
his mother trying, asonly a mother can,
to soothe the terrible anguish which her
son did not attempt to conceal, Oh!
and what anguish it was! I would not
attempt to depreciate the depths of
a woman’s love and tenderness; the
wondrous self-sacrificing, all-absorbing
passion that will incite to courageous
action; and, what is a far grester trial of
strength, patient waiting in times of
sore distress, but*at the same time I
conld not imagine a higher, nobler love
than :this strong man, now bowed in
mental agony, exhibited. His portrait
hung in the room which I occupied, and
represented him as a_s! ) \

built man, with a_frame's

look ofdefiermin Iation g
He seemed. to.me" the perfect embodi-
vmen,tpf....ab??'ih.mg that was ruggedly

glrx?vulric old knights of whom the poet
laureate has so graphically fold, - He
would, I imagined, fnve ‘stood the test
of the' greatest physical suffering with
more than. Spartan fortitude, and yet,
g0 great was the witehery of ‘a girl's ten-
der glances, and the influence of her
holy love, that this strong man was
bowed and torn with anguish as if by
some vast intexrnal convulsion,

I watched them unseen for a little
while, but, at 1ast, being ashamed of my
involuntary eavesdropping, crept -softly
upstairs, and endeavored to obtain a lit=
tle needed rest.

I must have slept for nearly two
hours, when I was awoke by a terrific
clap of thunder just in time to see, by a
lurid flash of lightning, which lit up the
whole sky, a small fishing boat far out to
sep, tossing about on the wild waves,
with apparently no hand to guide it.

I thought I heard some one moving
in the parlor, and went down-stairs for
the second time.

I entered the room, and saw Will
standing against the paneling, looking
out through the. open window. But
what a change ! The whole scene is de-
pieted on my mind’s retina as vividly as
if it were enacted but yesterday. ill
had, it appeaped, been lying on the
couch, endeavoring to obtain a little
rest, when the thunder roused him, and
the lightning showed him what I had
seen from my room above.
flash revealed to him something yef
cleaver than the first had done, and he
stood there firm and vigid, peering with
intense eagerness into the dark and fear-
ful night. The wind howled and rattled
through the rafters; the rain bgttered
against the windows; the sea.rolled
and boomed on the surf not two hun-
dred yards away, and the night was truly
a weird and eerie one. Will had not
noticed my presence; at last I spoke.

““This is & terrible night,” said I.

He turned sharply round, and said;
“Terrible ! ay, and you're right. I
would to Ged I had never lived to see
it. 'What have I done to deserve this?
O, my Nelly, I wish to God that I-——"

At this moment the heavens seemed to
open, and another flash, more terrible
than the last, showed to both of us as
clearly as if through a photographic lens,
the small boat I had before seen, with
the figures of & man and womwan clinging
to the rigging.  Then, whether my
heated brain deceived me, or the wind
wafted thesound tomy ears, I kinow not,
but I seemed to hear above the roar of
the raging .elements a sweet, girlish
voice, deepened' with intense horrory
erying out! ©Oh Willy, Willy; save me,
Willy.”

At the same moment, and before I had
time to speak, Will’s voice rang out in
trumpet tones : * I'll save you, Nelly, or
I'll die for you,” and he sprang cut into
the davkness with a tremendous bound
eud ran toward the shore.

T stood speechless for a moment, but
soon vegaining my senses, and knowing
how useless it  was to endeavor to stop
Will, who was now hidden in the gloom,
grousing the

7

nd ; almost a personification of those

Another

father, told him what had. happened.

ovents of the day, fell asleep, and di The folks were soon astir, and one of

the bo;s was sent to rouse the fishermen,
while I endeavored to find some trace of.
Will. But none could be found ; my
firgt impression was that in his despera-
tion he had attempf
the lifeboat, but'tgere it lay, untouched,
My next thought was that he had gone

to some of the fishermen to enlist theit |

help, but by this time nearly the svhole

of the village was on the shore, and no-'| hos
had seen him, Each one looked |
and then at Will’s father, |

bodg €

at the other,

and an awful sileace fell upon all.”
“The lightning had ceased, and one of

the fishermen proposed to light a beacon |

to guide the boat, if it could possibly

have lived through such a sea, and has-|. -

tily raising a 1ude table, a heap of wood:
was piled upon it, saturated with oil,
and lighted.

As the flames shot out against the sk
one of the women shrieked out : ¢ Took
there, there’s & man swimming[” =+

Every eye was instantly turned
wazrd the speaker, but, though fresh fag-.
gots were quickly piled on, none could
see any object on the boiling ocean.
Even fhe ill-fated vessel, which I had

‘seen from the window, was nowhere in

sight. - The woman persisted in" her
statement; but every oneagreed that her
heated imagination must have suggested
what she seemed to see. Besides, how
could a man, or anything animated, live
in such a sea, much less swim ?” |
Suddenly, as if by enchantment, the

clouds opened, and the pale, eerie light |
of the moon shone on the water, and at |

the same moment the liftle vessel ap-
peared on the top of a huge wave, only
to disappear beyond our view. But that
glimpse, brief though it was, showed
that our worst fears were about to be
consummated, for a man’s figure, clasp-
ing a woman tightly with one hand, and
holding to the mast with the other was
plainly seen. Then, as if one horror
were not enough, the increasing light of

the moon revealed the form of a man |-
swimming with vigorous strokes to-"|-

ward the vessel.
strained toward the figure, and a sud:

den dip of the wave brought the swims§

mer on his back, and weé saw with un
mistakable clearness the face of Will
Hayman ! ?
For a moment all seemed speechless,
but the next, with one spontaneous ef-
fort, the men raised such a ringing
cheer that the very roar of the elements

was for a moment silenced. I mever |

heard befere or since such a cheer ;. it
seemed to put new life into us, and the
women with tears in their eyes gathered
round Will’'s mother to soothe her fears.
Will eould be seen struggling manfully
on, ani the boat seemed:drifting nearer
and ne .rer, but the distance between it
and hiia was a terrible one. g
The brave fishermen could endure it.
no longer. One hardy. g:ﬁt Spray g’
forward to the boat, and, in a voic
hoarse with emofion, said: “Took
here, mates, we-ain't going to let Will
die like & dqg I'm going out to help
him.. Who'l come?” Instantly &
dozen volunteers sprang forward, .an¢
thongh their weeping wives and sweet

hearts well knew the tremendous peril |

incurred, not a word of dissuasion was
uttered, so great was the effect of Will’s
heroie devotion, - . . :
l'l‘he boi:t was soon lannehed  and
plowing through the breakers; which
threatendd o\'esh monient. to stwamp it.
I stood watehing=its" slow and painful
progress for & fime, almost forgetting
the swimmes, When all at once a tremgp-
dous shont arose : ““ Hurrah ! he's got
it, he's got it!” By an almost super-
human effort Will had  reached the
wreck, and a blue light shot from the
vessel, which had driven within’ gun-
shot of the sliore. A second light fol-
lowed, and another; and another, and
we could see Will fastening a rope
round the two figures to the mast, and
then, waving his hand in the air, he
leaped again into the sea: = We held oux
breath and directed our gaze to the
boat, which, to our glad surprise,
seemed only a few lengths from the
swimmer, who could now be clearlyseen
by the lishé of the fast opening day.
After a period of lingering suspense we
saw one of the crew stoop over the

{

ted to rig and launch |

ok

Every = eye wa-|

boat’s side and drag in the exhausted
man. In a moment a hawser was fast-
ened to the ropé which Will had brou

one of the men

. with i

28 being ged up the beach
scores of willing hands, and in a1
moments the boys had made hamimo
Lo vl bl g
the apparently ess forms of |
apd Nelly Two Fisher

Aﬁ;nowuq to_the
men, All the women and

A1l followed
them, but the men gath,
hand,

_And, strange

of his noble deed. ange
, lam is‘ lon,

ex-

exertion.

“with big- tear
~mustn’t see her, Wi
but the slightest |

her:

-

L m gymﬂ
and get -vested, and then 1

l Pipo ‘ we'm'go‘om' ;

sping his hand, and expressing in| |
fﬁ'ﬁe&m manuner their appreeiation | _
Y |
;w.{&ﬁnt ittle |  The
od His |

dhall 1y be too glad to see as many ¢
1 onlyk o glad to see as y a8
care to come m'gis room af ,.E;

“De
be very g . g

spend ristmas da 1 us this ye
You know that you nght

come, and Nelly, who's the dearest

al

come.
away, please don’t fail, N

oo Yours, yery. uly,

L WIS AYMAN,

Of comrse T consented ; bachelor as T

am, an inyitation like this wasnot tobe

wy visit with great

pleasure. . ..

R o g 7
* Obristmas is -
m%w vouth. -

: ‘
" N

on earth, joins me in asking you to | ng
Bo; if you ean i_nazage to get’ i

despised, and I am looking forward to.

partly play,
Dhtufls dayor-
the garlan "

many-a splendid ¢

‘feast, many ani ow

- a wilder revel, wh nee - ui
‘the merry Christmas has p

on. But never, ¥
will Chri




e

S »j e = ?4 ’7 ‘ A

»

N N s g AV AT S P

g

-i.
]
¥

2 —
"

Ay
1

: ft?%tub 1

——

¥ m'fl;‘épnﬁniater from the village talked -

by ok

]

e

it-left now.

.in the yard ; T guess.you had better fill
‘the wood boxes, and pick up a bit. I
expect the inspectox will be round be-

fore long, and we want “to have every-

thing taut and./tvim  when 'he :comes.

Getiyour dinner when you're ready; I

may be back in time, and I may not,

wit{: all these errands to do in the vil-

lage.;  but anjy WX’ I shall be home this

afternoon. lm&oo by, sonny,” and he

mped briskly away through the

. “Stub! Stub ! here, sir. You must
stay home with me. Father don’t want
Therels a rat, sure’s Ilive! Sick

s —sick it | ” i
“Now,” said Jack, affer an exciting
chase, in which boy and dog had howled

~‘and barked & most.. powerful duet,
“‘now, Stub; we'll wash. the breakfast
dishes—won’t we?” 2L

" J«Btub looked a hom uﬂseht,- and

sat gravely on s, chair (which he. first

‘Jknoeked the oat off ), while Jack washed
andidried the few dishes as deft as a

here a8 long a8 he
Hi i recol-

_bright re-
ing in it a

ﬁ:iﬁeh&d‘ﬁv@d

d remember; .

of“thie face was in & coffin," pale and
still, .while his father held his hand,

‘in oy sad tone. But this was. years
n.Jack. was (as ‘he'wounld in-
) “ only a little fellow.” Now,
dignified age of ten years, he
self almost arrived at man’s es-
-His fathet’ was formerly a sailor,
gonseqaence. of losing some of
gershin the icy regions of the
e had had to accept the posi-
Jighthouse keeper—loving the
well to-think for a moment of
further inland. Such stories
o “tell- Jack in the winter
hen they would be cut off b
s from the rest of the worl
illing adventuree delighted the
s in the long, soli even-
jpries of the time on Labrador,
emendous’ whale fapmm‘:d a
at's eraw, .and two men got drowned ;
i '"y that once broke out on
Betsy, and the sneaking Ital-
got put in irons for starting it.
nld go to bed with a ‘‘creepy”
féeling after these ;:griea, ut
amoring light always ve away
?llw slmdowag, and he would vow to him-
self never to let such ridiculous stories
srighten him again. *Stub, let's play
Robiyson Crusoe in the yard, now the
-areg all washed; Jane (to the

‘q:;), ' ‘w€a e, too, if you want,”
sad X . . the door. Stub ac-
' /[ cepte the #ayitation for himself and
Jane by maging a dart at her as she lay

blinking near the stove, and rushing
her ontdoors with scant ceremony.
“Thig shed~here shall be the cave,
and I'll\wear father's fur cap and be
Robing¢n Crusce. You can be Friday,
Stub,.ﬂi’ou are black, and yon don’t
knowwueh ; and Jane shall sit up here
on ‘the \woodpile and be the parrot.
Now, Bliday, you just stay there whilg
t some sticks for the wood-
: d Jack, making his work into
play, wo with a will, while the

pieces of Jack’s bread and butter.
“Seven o’clock, and father not home
yet! Well, the light will burn an hour
yet without fixing. Father says it would
burn longer than that, but it’s safest to
look at it every four hours, and he's
sure to be here before it wants looking
to.” So Jack got his favorite book from
the sghelf, and settled down for a cozy
read in father’s arm-chair near the stove.
It certainly was very exciting—where
Crusoe and Friday discover the arrival
of the one-and-ftwenty savages, and
disturb them at their revolting repast.
But Jack got up so early mornings, and
was 80 active all the day, that no wonder
hig ideas began to stray and his eyes to
blink and close. Stub had settled him-
self near for a little quiet meditation—
nose between two black, outstretched

forepaws, and gaze fixed on nothing in

articular; while Jane, having first made
Eer toilet for the night by careful wash-
ing and patting, dozed peacefully behind
the stove. Tired Jack slept, and dreamed
he was Orusce, and had just built a
beautiful sled; and heand Friday coasted
down among the cannibals and sent
them flying on ‘all sides; and the old
clock ticked, ticked, while out doors the
snow blew in whiris, and a weary msan
fought hard against thé wind, and
sought to find again the beaten path to
his home. Hour after hour passed, till
the faithful hammer, striking ten, woke
Jack in bewilderment at not finding
himself in his own little bed.

‘“ What’s the matter ?” he said, shak-
ing himself and standing up. ¢ Why,
how late it is! 'What can have hap-
pened to father ®%°"

Stub roused up, bitt could not answer
theé questien, so ‘wisely kept silence—
people don’t always, you know

*“Phe light ! the light ! Oh ! suppos
it’s gone out ! “I must go up this very
minute to see, thougk. it’s awfully darl
and the stovels .gene out, too; but I
can't stop to mﬁn it up. now. . Coma,
Htub, you can go:with me if ‘won waut
é0,” said diplomatia Jack, who, ll
didn’t:like to' go through all those dur

passages - stairways alone, but who
wouldn't hil¥e had Stub know it for the
world. g2

The house had got all cold, and Jack
was hunting long about.with ghiver-
ing fingers before he could find the
proper oil for the light. At last, how-
ever, he found it, spilled a lot of it in
pouring it out into the small can, and
got the rest safely up the first flights of
stairs, Stub following rather sleepily.
The light tower was built high above
the dwelling part of the house, and was
reached by several steep flights of
stairs, and finally by a ladder to a trap-
door. The roof and walls from about
four feet f ym the floor were glass, and
the light, sump and reflector stood on a
kind of standard about five feet high.
All the beautiful brass plates were kept
as brilliant as a mirror, and the win-
dows were transparent and speckless as
pure water. It was John Hudson'’s
duty to keep them in this condition.
Inspectors were always dropping in at
unexpected times, and dismissal from
the post would have followed any lack
of proper attention to these details.
But it was the lighthouse-keeper's
pride to keep them bright and bur-

% #v\m{gm}. ) mdtossgd about on the
oy :

N

»

sonny. If it hadn’t béen for the light
shining through the “darkness of that
awful night, I shouldn’t have been
alive to take care of {6’11 now.” And
Jack thought this quite made up for
the long, weary weeks of pain before
he could use higlame foot again.
#’ -

Seasonable Thoughts.

We can get along without William
Tell, we can spare Pocohontas, but we
cannot dispense with Santa Claus, or
Kris Kringle, or any other shape in
which the Christmas spirit is embodied
in the legends of different nations. Al-
ways the fancy of the. children will
hear the patter of his reindeer hoofs
upon the roof as they lia waiting for
Christmas dawn. Always will maternal
and paternal love take delight in con-
cealing its own plans and gifts unuder
the fur-trimmed mantle of the merry
and waggish Christmas sprite.” Always
will the warning of his wise discrim-
ination between good children and bad
children have a wholesome effect in
making boys and girls more gentle and
less selfish. yet it is surprising
that the little child philosophers in our
homes, so curious about other things,
‘do not ask more puzzling questions
about this. Why do they not want to
know how Santa Claus makes his wa
down the narrow chimneys of our mod-
ern houses, or what his feelings are
when he finds an air-tight stove at the
bottom, or what becomes of him when
there is no opening to the chimney
short of the furnace? It is well that
such questions are not agitated. The
Sauta Claus legend; to be sure, was
meant for the broad chimneys and big
fireplaces of the old time, but let the
littfc)a people, none the less, go on pin-
ning up their stockings wherever they
can find the most convenient place and
trusc that they will be found and filled.

-

Caleulating for Christmas.

A newsboy, with three or four morn-
ing papers under his arm, od in a
Woodward avenue jewelry:store, yester-
a8 day morning, and inquired :

“Kin you tell me the price of a
woman’s gold watch—one of them kind
winds up by twisting-the knob?”

“You mean a stem-winder ?” answered
the clerk; ¢ you can get a pretty good
one for about $60.”

“ Jist sixty ?”

$Yen.'

¢ And how much for a diamond pin—
one most as big as a bean ?”

“ Well, about £300.”

¢ Three hundred’ll take it, will they ?

*Yes.”

“Thanks,” said the boy, as he backed
out. He sat down with iis back to the
wall, figured with a pencil on the margin
of one of his papers, and presently solilo-
quized :

“Three hundred for the pin and sixty
for the watch—that’s three hundred and
sixty. Them's my Santa Claus present
for maw and paw, and I've got eighty-
one cents on d and two weeks more
to work in, Yere's

papers ["—Detroit Free Fessi

%

* | theft, and she sent him a pair of hand-
 cuffs. »

in which all the company join. A tank-
ard of alé is loft on' the table for the de-
lectation of celestial visitants ; this is
called ¢ Angla ol,” angél’s'ale. A plate
of stir-a-bout, a little tobacco, and gome
articles of diminutive clothing are left
-here and there for the * Tente-Gubbe,”
or little old man of the house, a sort of
friendly elf, upon whose good-will much
depemﬂ. He is _supposed to have the
form of a little old man not larger than
a child.” The few who profess to have
seen him describe him as clothed in
gray home-spun, with a red night-cap
and clumsy shoes, His special office is
to watch around the house and cattle-
sheds, and see that everything is kept
clean and tidy, and that the animals are
well cared for. 8o long as he remains
with the family all goes well ; but if he
be displeased, and betakes himself else-
where, misfortune is sure to follow.

Christmas Thoughts,

Numerous indeed ‘are the hearts to
which Christmas brings a brief season
of happiness and enjoyment, How
many families, whose members have
been disgersed and scattered far and
wide in the restless struggle of life, are
then reunited, and meet once again in
that happy state of companionship and
mutual good-will which is a' source of
such pure and unalloyed delight, and
one so incompatible with the cares and
sorrows of the world, that the religious
belief of the most civilized nations, and
the rude traditions of the roughest
gavages, alike number it among the first
joys of a future condition of existence,
provided for ihe blest and happy ! How
many old reccllections, and how many
dormant sympathies does Christmas
time awaken ?

We write these words now, many miles
distant from the spot at which, year
after year, we met on that day a merry
and joyous circle. Many of the hearts
that throbbed so gayly then have ceased
to beat ; many of the looks that have
shone so brightly then have ceased to
glow ; the hands we grasped have grown
cold ; the eyes we sought have hid their
luster in the grave; and yet the old
house, the room, the merry voices and
smiling faces, the jest, the laugh, the
most minute and trivial circumstances
connected with those happy meetings
crowd upon our mind at each recur-
rence of the season, as if the last as.
semblage had been but yesterday!
Happy, happy Christmas, that wins us
back to the delusion of our childish
days ; that can recall to the old man the
pleasures of his youth; than can trans-
port the sailor and the traveler, thou-
sands of miles away, back to his own
fireside and his quiet home.—Charles
Dickens. :

The children of poverty usually re
ceive their Christmas boxes in the head,
but they do not derive much mental
pleasure from them.

A fellow told a young lady he would
like a pair of wristlets for a Christmas
present. Next day he was arrested for

The girl’s dark eyes filled with tears.

‘“You are very kind,” she sobbed out.
“But, ah! it is this that makes me
think of the old days in France, when
grandmamma was. alive.
the country, you :
beautiful little el 3
neiihbors were so kind; ‘especially those
in the next place. Ah! what pleasant
days I had,” she added, recalling it with
a sigh, ¢ playing in the meadows with
their son, Henri ; and what pretty fetes
they gave. But then grandma lost her
fortune; and she was too proud to stay
where she was known, and she came
out to America and died. You know
the rest, Oh, you are very kind,”

We tried, after this, to get her an-
other situation, but were not successful.
Finally, I found two of my scholars
who wanted to take French lessons, and
this kept up her hopes.

That night, after I showed Lucile the
advertisement, she left the table and
went to the desk, passing her hand lov-
ingly over it. It was a quaint, old-
fashioned thing, inlaid with different
kinds of wood, in the style of the early

art of the last century. It had be-
onied to Luecile’s grandmother, and
to the family before, and was the on(liy
relic she possessed of her happy child-
hood in France.

Iknew what her feelings were when
'I suggested the idea of selling it, but I
knew still better that she needed the
money sorely. There was an unpaid |
doctor’s bill that haunted her, and 1
which Ruth and I dare not pay, because

of her pride.

The next night was New Year's cve,
and when Ruth and I came home the
desk was gone. There were traces ol
tears on Lucile’s cheeks, but she made
no complaint. We said nothing; but
we felt all the evening as if there had
been a funeral in our little home.

‘I'he next day Lucile told us about it.:
Tt seemed that some wealthy gentleman
was furnishing his house, in the antiqua
style, and had commissioned his agent
to find him a desk. The agent came,
and looked at it ; was delighted, as well
he might be; paid alarge sum, and had
it carried away. :

That evening Lucile sat playing
low, soft airs on the little upright piano
we had rented, when a rap on the doo:
startled us. I rose to open it. A tall,
handsome young man, with an unmis.
takable foreign air, stood there. Ha
bowed with high-bred grace, and in-
quired, with a slight accent, for the
young lady who had sold an antique
writing-desk the day before.

Lucile, who had started at the sound
of the voice, came forward. Her dark
e{‘es shone ; the color flushed into the
cheeks.

“Henri!” she cried. She had ex-
tended her hand, but drew it back in-
stantly, and stood tuere blushing and
trembling.

The gentleman started, gazed eagerly
at her, and then clasped her hands in
both of his.

‘“Lueile ! Lucile! ” he cried. ‘ Mon
Dieu, what a pleasure!” His eyes
shone/with delight as he spoke.

Lucile, aftera opent.”‘tumed to us.

“ Oh, girls, only think, “it

|
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is Henri, my old’ ;lmt?’%%

The history of Santa Olaus—a ocuri-
ous mixture of truth and fable—goes
far back into the ancient time. ‘Cen-
turies ago a child was born in Asia Mi-
nor who received the nams of Nicholas.
His parents were wealthy and of high
rank, and, desiring to express their
gratitude to God for the birth of their
son,[they resolved to educate him for the
Christian priesthood. The child was
sober and thoughtful, and while yet
Koung both his parents died, and he in-

erited their great wealth, He eonsid-
ered the riches a sacred trust; he fed
the hungry, he clothed the destitute
and performed all kinds of good deeds
as seorotlf as possible. Asa priest he
was greatly beloved ; as a bishop he
continued his benevolence ; after his
death the chursh canonized him, and he
became one of the greatest of patron
saints, being revered as the helper of
the poor, the protector of the weak,
and as the especial patron saint of little
children, who were taught to believe
that their good gifts came from him.
Saint Nicholas was the name given him
by the monks, and this was familiarly
changed to Santa Nic¢'laus, and finally
clipped down to Santa 'Claus, who is
still represented as retaining his old
habits of secret benevolence and -com-
ing down the chimney at nights laden
with Christmas presents for children.
A pleasant fiction it is to them, under
the cover of which that charming se-
crecy concerning the donors of gifts is
kept up, though little eyes and ears
and wminds are keen, and Santa Claus
is usually very well known to them
s & much more modern personage than
old 8¢ Nicholas. But the ehildren en-
joy the harmless pretense, the mysteri-
ous filling of stockings, and the heavily
laden Christmas tree.

Always New,

Christinas never grows old, The
beautiful legends clustering around the
name are fresh to young ears, and the
old listen as to familiar tales that grow
more charming with every regital. Xach
year as Christmas tide comes near we
realize how curiously blended are old
memories and youthful feelings. They
do not interfere with each other, and
the union is very beautiful. Christmas
day, now generally regarded as the con-
ventional, not the true, date of the birth
of Christ; was celebrated in very early
times, although the origin of the special
festivities of the day is Obscure. Butits
celebration seems to spring from a spon-
taneous and wide spread desire to com-
memoratean eventsoimportant. Many
popular Christmas  customs doubtless
had their source in an age prior to the
birth of Christ—a fact which will make
some of them more easily understood.
But kindliness, generous charity, and
grateful joy are the feelings which the-,
very name of Christmas inspires. |
¢‘Christmas saw old wrongs forgiven,
Friends long parted reconciled.”
* - * = » -

¢ Many a ono that night was merry
Who had toiled through all the year.”
. kS * - . -
¢‘ Joy and plenty in the cottage,
Peace and feastings in the hal'

And the voices of the children
Ringing above it all,”

for man’s behest
dress his reason, tamagihation and feel.
ings, and it should be Wwith results sim.
ilar to those so exquisitely desoribed by
Woodsworth : !

pintly, they ad-

*“ For the man

Who, in this spirit, communes with the forms
Ot nature, who, with understanding heart,
Doth know and love such objects as exeite
No morbid passions, no disquietude,
No vengeance, and no hatred, heeds must feel
The joy of the pure principle of love ¢
So deeply, that nasatisfied with anght

pure and exquisite, he cannot choose
But seek for objects ot a kindred love
In fellow nature, and a kindred joy.” .

The season of the opening and cloging
of each recurrent year serves ag garlands
for the memory of those who hayve the
skill to twine them: . -
*¢ Years may roll on, and manhood’s brow 50

cold;‘ . i S
)
And lite’s dull winter spread it's da.rk'@;

p 3
Q'er ol;leliialh’d hopes; yet Time oannot with-
0. "

A precious boon which mem’ry gives.

Fond rect‘alleetion, when the tale is told &
Which torms the record ot Life’s testival, *
Recalls the pleasure of Youth’s opening séene
And Age seems young—rememb’ring Whit

hath been.” : 3

The year stands to us in a partic
relation, while the regular advance
time but adumbrates the progress-an
completion of human life. - It has bee
pertinently observed in illustration
this sentiment that ‘‘an old man'is
of years.” ¢ His years have been fe
is the expression we use regarding ohe
who had died in youth, The anniversary
of an event makes an appeal to:bur
feelings. Moreover, we also speak of
the history of a nation as its annals—
the transactions of its successiod of
years. There must have been a sense of
time from a very early period in the
history of humanity, for even the sim
lest and rudest people would be sensible
of “the season’s difference,” and of the
cycle which the seasons formed, and
would soon begin, by observations of the
rising of the stars, to ascertain roughly
the space of time which eycle ogeupies.
Thus, in the words of the Pgalmist,

i Da.g unto day uttereth speech, and
night unto night showeth forth knowl-
edge. There is no speech or lmww.

where their voice is not heard. Their °

lines have gone forth through all the
earth, and their words to the end of the
world.”

New Year's day was formerly distin-
guished by, g'round of divers gifts and
peculiar anmtsements. With regard to
the former, we find that in 16047
James I. received a gift fro»

Prince Henry, but then te:
of a poem in Latin verses. 1
were commonly forwarded
presents, The prodigious g
that at,one period obtaine
Yegan to decline in 1605,
.. X8 lantern,” observ
writer, *““was evidently
moment when the lar

in the frame of Qr

ourious as a reli-
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