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CHRISTMAS EVE ON THE FARM,
For the Christinas INTELLIGEXNCEMW,
Tis Christmas eve and all the farmw has scttled
for the nigzht @
And overall, like watchtul eyes, the <tus ae
twinkling bright.
< May e the larmer often tninks, ** those
stars are loved onc's eye-,
That nighily keep, o'cr loved cne., hers, novigil
Trom the skies."
And mey be that’s ihe ven on whiy he does his
work =0 wwll :
May be bis molber's eycsare there, the bright-
esL 09 ah! who ean tell?

The roggier gives o cul-=hioil  crow—bhecn
dreaming, 1'11 be bound ;

Ad trom cuch farmer’s wakenel roost the
answering crows regouml,

The oblder Blinks apon the tree and Wies o
pick Lis neighbor,

And losing badanee, wildly 1,
bty Jrerel with lnbor,

A Unen B s to thinking why the Loomer
EPOWS S0 Zreions,

At i v prodigal of cora thal once e held o
pclous,

ST opmow guite fal"” e cell-comuunes, and
sticks his brewst ont prowdly ;

“CThrongh all the connlry round my Lo is
beingg sounded loudly ™

Al now he floats to dream-tand’s yard with-
onl the least endenvor,

And dreams That there o lord he strats lorever
aml lerever!

Al there hibs ever-hoping hope b reachisd
its tall fruition :

e Ands in deeams, 0= wemo Uil an acioe
tor amlation,
e sdocsn’t know whind farmers
treat Kined ol fatien,
sz that high hesd woubd sadly droop amd
thipt prowd crest wonld flatten.

For present use, [rom future fewsts, the wateh.
dog’s plessure borrow,

Anst i thelr dreams snarl over bones that
they will clivw toamorrow,

sl Keeps

slay they tirst

And tn the kitehen, white and elei, by work
and love wuited,

Eaen pan and <poon wnd chadrs i pliwe—lor
old Kriss taey are vighted,

The wide, oul ehimmey =1l stwoads there, s
Kriss soofl s toand i,

Al whiere for nenr o handoed Yoales,
foutid the stockings rouaud i,

The armer never heeds the iriends who ol
that chimney say—

A flue would do, and Lk less
thut great thing wway."”

He never tells that roumd Hng hearth, that
st rosm-laking thing,

A eyele's joys and sorrows cer, Tike Chirtstngas
stockings cling,

And there tonfEht e ocking
out ol cach a voice

Wil ask old Kriss for some niee thing tomake
young hearts rojolee,

| FTER [HE

Toon, Tear

hang, and

Fhiere Tom's and Mary's, Charlie s, Ben's all
Tung, i step-like row,

While Lahy Bessies tusselel socks are hung
alone below,

How fonaly did the sother ki thioee hitle
feot to-wigl !

How hioll that haby (g her heail, with Sradn
o feanke izhi!

How bl by the erndle kneel, with volee
w0 low il sweel

Phepe pray that Bethilebom : slar may gaide
(TSR EL R RIER PR PL S (L

! surely will ool Santa Clane g baly
sonnel iing hli:ﬂl‘i:

el never miss thosc dainty =ocke, though
dark iy be the night:

For bearts thiat love like his good heart todd

light w here'er is love,
Andevery stiteh ot haby e socks is with aftee-
tion wove!

F1s Chivi=timns eve st all the e bas settied
for the night §

'he stars are winking bonnlly at Kiiss Krlugle
in his ilight.

And all the carth
pansed Lo hear

T fivst 2l motes of Christmas morn with
all s joy wnd ehweer s

A ToGod the highest glory,”
Bean agrain,

Amd cateh e sweel pefrain of fi'cace on

o] will toward men.™

st sHent now, as i i

it longed (o

oty 2
W. F. M,
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TUREE CHRISTMASES.

BY . M. 1.

[l
e Merry Christmus!™

ot the CHinsSTMAS INTELLIGENCER,

Carriage alter carriage rolled up before
the stately mausion on avenue,
I'vesent alter present was carried in at the
door, each more costly and beautiful than
the preceding ; and nine tentys of them
all addressed, not to James Allen I_lcrring-
ton, esq., the owner of the mansion, and
one of the wealthiest men in the city, but
to his beautiful daughter and only child,
the popular, petted, and, some thought,
spoiled Miss Maude Herrington, the queen
of her social circle, the envy of her fair
companions, the courted and flattered,
it proud and wilful object of a seore of
voung men's attentions, not to say adora-
wn,

' She scarcely deizuoed to read the words
en the exquisite cards which accompanied
every package, giving the name of cach
admirer who sent his offering with his
wishes for ** A Merry Christmas I (o the
fair lady Maude.

She was reelining languidly ona sumptu-
ons sofa at onc end of the magnificent
parlor. All around ber bore witness to
the iminense wealth of her father, who
spared nothing in his power to make his
daughter happy. Uer will in the house
was absolute. Whatever her heart desired
sho had. Iler every whim and passing
fancy was gratified with lavish cxtrava-
gance. She had never known what it was
to have a single desire unfulfilled, to be
denied a single wish. From her infancy
she had been wade to feel that whatever
money could purchase was at her com-
mand, that her word was law, that todeny
her aught of anything was unjust and utter
cruelty. The expensive and splendid Christ.
masgifts that now were showered upon her
she therefore accepted and rega: ded as but
a matter of course, scarcc requiring any-
thing like gratitude from her in return,
[1.deed she scemed not ounly indifferent to
the many presents and flattering senti-
meats accompanying them, but even im-
patient at them ; and was jast rising to
leave the parlor and go to herroom with a
disappointed air, when the colored servant
brought in another g::uh;:e, from which
fell a card on which de read :

“ Lawrexce Droob,
“ WISHING YOU
“ A MERRY CHRISTMAS '

Sudden interest flashed from her dark
blue eyes, while the warm blood mounted
1o her cheeks and brow, giving a rich glow
of life, almost of splendor, toher beauty.

** Ah, I thought it strange that our last
interview should have been without
eftect ' she exclaimed, as with a satisfied
look she took a shining, spaikling neck-
lace of diamonds from the richly carved
ebony casket. But scareely looking at this,
she eagerly opened the note that she found
at the bottom of the box, *“1 thought
so!" she continued with a trinmphant
smile. “ I knew I could bring him to my
feet ! This is even better than I expected
though. te will propose to night or I am
much mistaken! And I'll acoept him,
too ; just to convince that hateful Miss
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Browuell that she is nothing. The idea of
ber presuming to be a rival of mine! I
know she is dead in love with him, and
tihat's jost why be shall marry me

With this she hastened to her room to
préepare for the evening’s , at
which she now was degermgu:gdmt;t,m-

plete the conquest of the young millionaire
awrence Drood. He was of an old fam.
ily ; belonged to the highest circle of so-
ciety ; a master of the most polished man-
ners, and withal accoun one of the
most handsome of men—what though he
was a little too dashing and gay, there was
no ambitious mother who would not have
thougzht him altogether a desirable match
for her daughter.

Cliristmas evening came—a model Christ-
mas, Softly the pure white snow came
fioating down, flake upoa flake, mellowing
the sound of the bells which sent forth
through the frosted air peal upon peal, to
cvery soul wishing A Merry Christmas !
Merry Christmas!

The air was bitter cold, biting, cutting,
piercing—ecruelly cold to the thousands of
poor and needy ones throughout that great
city. Did Maude Herrington think of them,
as she stood there before her mirror with
a gratified smile? Why should she—how
could she? She had never seen anything
of poverty, nor ever known what want,
Lunger and cold might be. She had never
been taught nor given occasion to think of
such disagrecable things. And just now
her mind was full of the party, the gucsts
10 which wore already arriving ; and full
of Lawrence Drood, whom she had almost
brought herself to love, with such love as
a sell-absorbed heart like her’s could feel.
“Miss Maude!” It was the servant
calling at the door, ** Miss Maude, I begs
your parding, but the woman wouldn’t go
way—"’

““What is it you want,Jane ? be quick, I
have to go down to the parlor.”

“ A woman’s at the back duor ; she sez
she wants ter spake to yer; and I couldn’t
git. red uv har at all.”

“ What nonsense, Janc ! You don’t sup-
posc | cango down and entertain every
beyrgzar that comes to the door. Why doyou
bother me with such things now? Give
her some money ard send her off.”

*“I told her so meself. But she sez she
didn’t want no maney at all—sez she—"’

“Go on and do as I tell you!” jnter-
rupted the vexed young beauty: *“ And,
Jane, see to it that you don’t come to e
again about beggars !’

And wiile the proud lady M:ude swept
into the brilliantly illamined parlor, the
back deor was rudely slammed in the face
of a poor woman, who, with the marks
of bitter suffering in her pale face, and
evidently in a condition but Tlittle able to
endure the cold blasts of the pitiless storm,
feebly dragged hersell along through the
deep snow, out into the darkness of the
winter’s night,

Maude Herrington certainly was the
belle of the evening. [ler perfect form
moved with a matchless graco through
the mazes of the merry dance. Her dark
eyes shone with more than usnal brillianey
and cloquence as they glanced from one to
the sther of the group of admiring gal-
lants who were around her,- There was a
charm about her beauty which none could
help but feel.  And yet it was that typeof
beauty that ever leaves an impression upon
the bebolder of something like dissatis-
faction and even regret, an undctivable
fecling as of somcthing  wanting ; unot
anything physical, but a spirit worthy
to dwell in and possess so perfect a face
and form. Upon the thoughtiul, a beauti-
ful body inhabited by a soul less perfectly
beautiful, ever leaves this impression of
sadness and cven pain.

She seemed to be having indeed amerry,
merry Christmas, and to be perfectly
bhappy, until the cvening wore on to near
midnight. Lawrence Drood was devoled
to her. ller proplhcey had been fulfilled.
He had asked her to be his wife—and sho
had consented. ller triumph was com-
plete.

What was it then that toward the close
of the evening caused a cloud as of doubt,
if mot regret, to pass over her fair face?
There were others of the gentlemen who
drank as freely of the choice wines as
Lawrence Drood. Yet it troubled her to
note his fiee indulgence, it nore than
mortilicd her to hear his silly speeches.
She was becoming nervous, thoughtful,
discontented, disgusied. Shejwas actually
glad when the timo eame for the gay party
to disperse. Lawrence Droosl fairly stag.
gered and reeled from the ddoor to his ear-
riage.

“ Well, Maudic, come here and let me
congratulate you. Young Drood seems to
bo a jolly good fellow—of n first class
family—plenty of morey, too; altogether
it bas been a right merry Christinas, ch,
darling®' And old Mr. Herrington sct-
tled himself in his arm-chair, after all had
departed, to talk the events of the day
over with his daughter, as was his custom
almost every evening.

But Maude seemed in no humor for it.
Strange that a newly betrothed bride
should feel as restless, us dissatisfied, as
she did. She thought so herself, and it
provoked her. Everything provoked her.
So sho pettishly replicd to her father’s
kindly banter:

“1 don’t feel like being eongratulated
just now.”  Aud she abruptly rose to go
to her room, without the customary good.
night kiss, and in a decidedly disagrecablo
humor, muttering to hersell as she went :

“ Merry Christmas, indeed ! I don’t see
anything merry about it. Always the
sameo thing over, year in amd year out; I
thiuk it’s tiresome !”

Was it only the relaxation aftes the
evening’s exeitement that so depressed her
spirits? Was it because her powers of en-
joyment and pleasurc had become cloyed ;
because she had too much of all her heart
could desire, that at length even these
things that should confer happiness palled
upon her taste and disgusted her? What-
ever it was, when she retired that might,
it was in a decidedly unhappy frame of
mind, discontentéd, irritable, sick and
tired ot everything, of herself most of all.

But still the midnight bells kept pealing
forth their Merry Christmas! Merry
Chrtstmas to all !

IIL.

« I'eace, gpood will toward men.”

llow swiftly flies the time! And yet
what an age it scems to Maude Herrington
mince last Christmas ; for so much has
happened since then !

But can that be Maunde, the petted
dauglhter, the queenly belle, the proud
heiress, wading through the drifting snow
in the very teeth of the sharp, cold north

2 o

ind ?

It is Maude Herrington, though not the
proud heciress. Somec six months before
this second Ckristmas night James Allen
Herringtlon, m., had failed, utterly and
completely, that, too, not in the most
honorable way. Turned out of house and
home, they had to rent a few rooms, where
Maude now lived and earned her daily
bread by giviog lessons in music. She was
no longer the belle of society, courted and
flattered by all. Though as beautiful as
ever, some would have said more beauti-
ful, in her plain black dress, her old ad-
mirers knew her no more. As the brilliant
Lawrence Drood, laughingly declared,;*‘cir-
cumstances alter cases ;'’ so of course his
engagement was not considered binding.
He simply, with all the rest, ignored the

Herringtons when they heard of their fail-
ure, and by this time had already quite

1 stopped her.

forgotten them. She was no longer even
the petted daughter. The father had been
50 overcome by the blow and its disgrace
that he had died a few weeks after they had
been forced to leave their mansion on —
avenue., Maude was an orphan, almost
penniless ; but she was moreof a true]
woman now than she had ever béen, or
thau most would have thought her capable
of being. :

She bad been trying herovically to for-
get past pleasures apd follies by a stern
devotion to present duties. But, oh, it
was 80 hard! Never had she felt more
rebellious than this eveniug, this merry
Christmas evening. She was now on
avenue. A sirange impulse it
was that urged her to go and look once
more at the old home, the home where
just ome year ago, this very hour, she had
presided at the merry party, had received
the costly gifts. had become an affianced
bride, and yet had becn so ungrateful,
dissatisfied and even unhappy. Light and
music, laughter and dancing are within
to-night as they were then, How every
detail of thatnight is brought vividly be
fore her! She even remembers the poor
beggur woman whom sbe had sent from
the door out into the ¢old, and it was a
colder night than this.

It is too painful. She bhastens om
threugh the snow as fast as she can, while
the tears come welling up, and will not be
stopped.

“ Leddy, Leddy ! won't yer plase gi’ me
a nickel? ’Cause it's Uhristmas, yer
know ! Itisa wee little girl that has
come from the court to her right, and is
stretching out her little, thin, bony hands
towards her, with a pinched, weazen face,
and great sad eye: ‘it go straight to
Maude's heart.

“Ilow quecr it i~ ~ »sbe thinks to her-
self, “that I pity people now. I never
used to.””  Bhe holds out the nickel to the
little girl, it was all she had to give, and
asks her name and where sho lives?

‘ Back here iu the court,” she replies.

“ Will you give the money to your
mother or spend it yourself 2" asked
Maude, strangely intercsted in the young
beggar

“I'm agoin’ ter buy some medicine
with it.”

“Medicinc ! Why child, are you sick?"”

“No, mum, [ ain’t, but Miss Drood,
ghe’s a dyin’, and ber baby’s a cryin’ so.
I wan’ ter git some pwergorie fur 'im ter
keep 'im quiet.”

“Where is the sick lady ? ' anxiously
;nquir:xl Maude. ** Will you take me to
wer’

** Right vver heie,”” was the reply, as
the little girl turned at once to obey.
“Come on aiter me, mum. Take keor
yer don't fall though, here on this ice.
This is where we’uns have our slidin’
place.”

They reached a tenement back in the
court. They climbed up five flights of
rickety, dirty stairs. Never before had
Maude seen oi imagined such a place. The
girllopcnctl a door without knocking, and
said :

“There she is.  You jes' wait bere now
till I get the medicine, then I'll show yer
down stairs agin,” aud the youngz pguide
was about to hwiy off, when Maude
stopped her.

“ No, no; you keep that money for
yourself. The baby does not need any
paregorie 'Y i

Aud in fact the little babe had stopped
its erying the moment Maude had entered
the door. It was a miserable domicile,
No furnitare, but one backless chair, a
rougzh wooden table and a low bedstead,
on  which was lying the emaciated,
ghastly form of a young woman, evidently
in the last stages of consumption, Upon
ber boscm lay the little babe, its large
eyes wide open, and lovking straight at
Maude, its long, black hair mingling with
the mass of even darker curls that lay in
wild luxuriance 'round the mother’s head.
It was a sweel looking child, a bright,
beautiful boy.

Maude's first. impulse was to take him
up But she feared to disturb the modher,
who seemed dozing or in a stupur, When,
however, the little one, with a bright
smile, stretehed out its chubby hands to
wards her, she conld not help reaching
down and gently lifting him to her arms.
Instantly the mother was wido awake. She
looked wildly around, until her gaze fell
upon Maude ; there it rested, with an ex-
pression of recognition in the decp-sunken,
coal-black ecyes that almost frightened
Maude. With unnatural strength the
woman half raised hersell in her bed,
with that glaring gaze still burning into
Maude's soul. Then she abruptly spoke
in a deep, startling tone :

** Did you marry him ? Lawrence Drood,
did yon marry him? "’

The question fairly shocked Maude.
What id this weman know about her en-
gagement?  About Mr. Drood?. Wait!
Did not the tittle girl call her Miss Drood?
Who was she?

“] know you, Miss Herrington,” con-
tinued the consumptive, “* A year ago who
didn’t know you ? And I know Lawrence
Drood—better than anyone eclse, unless
you married him—did you? I never heard,
for 1 have been too sick to get out of the
house cver since last Christmas night,
wien you had me driven from your back
door—"" llere a violent spell of coughing

“ No, I did not marry him,”” said Maude.
* But why do you ask such a question at
this time? Can I help you in any way,
my good woman ? I will try to atone for
my cruelty last Christmas, if you will ot
me. "’

“ Nothing ecan help me any more.
Thank God that yon did not marry him,
Al, yeg, thank God ! For he has been
wondrous good and kind to me—and to
you, Miss Ilerrington ; for it must have
been God that kept you from marrying
Lawrence Drood—don’t interrupt me. I
bave only a little strength left me, and I
must tell you now what I came to tell you
last Christmas.”’

How affectionate the little babe was be-
coming, and Low good ! He was crowing
and patting Maude on the checks, and
clinging to her most lovingly.

“ Sit down, Miss Herrington,”” continued
the woman, and then went on, ** Yes, 1
came to your house a year ago to tell you
that before God Lawrence Drood was my
husband—yes, he married me two years
ago, almost—I was beautiful then ; but
foolish. Otherwise I might have known
that one like he never intended really to
make me, a poor girl, his wife. DBut how
could I know the man he brought was not
a real clergyman? That the whole cere-
mony was a sham? I thought it all real
and true,—yes, aud before God it was true
and real ! Before God I am his true wife,
and no other can be! There in your arms
—how sweetly the darling slceps !—is the
pledge of our 0, I thank God
that he kept you from committing the sin
of marrying my husband, and kept him
from the siu,too !—I am ready to go home
now. I am convinced again that God
loves mo; else he would not have sent you
here to-nmight. O, Miss Herrington, has
not God been good tous? Oughtnot I to
trust him to ‘take care of my boy, too ?
Somehow or other I never felt his goodness
and love like I do now. I always tried to
serve him, but you know how often a
body becomes dissatisfied and ungrateful,
even when He is blessing us all the while.

feel it in my soul! Everything seems
quiet and peaceful now.”

The tears that flowed dowu those hollow
cheeks were tears of humble trust and
deep peaco and gratitude.

But what caused the tears to flow from
Maade’s eyes, as she pressed the sleeping
babe closer to her breast?

She was comparing her lot with this
poor woman’s. BShe wasthinking, if this
poor creature could be grateful and happy,
how ungrateful and wicked she had been,
whom God had blessed so infinitely more
richly in every respect. They were tears
of penitence that rolled, for the first time
in her life, down Maude Herrington's
cheeks.

The woman rallied orce more to say:

“You must be a very good Christian,
Miss Herrington, to leave your comfortable
house such a night as this, and come to
see one like mo—and Christmas night it is
too! I am sure you must be worthy of all
the many blessings God has given you.
But e is going to bless me even more
yes, to-night yet! Ile is going to take
me home to himsell soon, very sovon!
Iiark, are those the Christmas bells? O¢
aro they the bells of heaven ringing over
youder? 0, how sweet and joyful they
sound! Miss Herriugton, won’t you do
me one favor while I am goiag? You are
80 pure and good ; won’t you kneel down
and pray with me? I cam go in peace
then—perfect peace !

"es, Maude did knecl down, right there
by that mixerable bed and pray, oh, so
earnestly, oh, so fervently, as she had
never prayed in her life before. From a
penitent, broken and contrite heart she
poured forth such a flood of petitions and
tears that made the very angels of heaven
rejoice. She prayed not for the dying
woman alone, but that He who had spoken
peace to this soul, might make even her
also, the ungrateful, discontented, spoiled
child of the world and of sin, like unto
this woman in humble faith and love to
God. Bhe poured out her whole soul
there.

She never knew how long she had re-
mained upon her knees by that beside.
But when she arose it was as a vew
creature. A calm and sweet peaco filled
her whole being. She leaned over and
kissed the woman—nor felt the culd chilli-
ness of the tonch. For the sufferer’s soul
had fled to join the hosts that were hymn-
ing the praise of Christ above, the co-
pany of those who ‘‘came out of great
tribulation, and have washed their robes
and made them =hito in the blood of the
Lamb.,”

She eaught up the babe in her arms. and
cevered him with kisses, as she wrapped
him up in ber shawl and said :

“ Yes, darling, you arc mine from hence-
forth. You are God's Christmas present
to me this night. You shall ever remind
moe of that boly Chrnistmas child who
here first was born in my heart, and so
graciously fills it with love and peace !”

Pressing her precious burden to her
bosom, sho hastened home tbrough the
snow-covered strects. Her heart was light
and joyous. Her strength seomed to have
been renewcd, and her bappiness aud
hopeful spirit returned. Never had Christ-
mas scemed to heras now. It was a new
revelation, as hersell was a new creatuve,

She passed the old stone church near
which she lodged, just as the grand organ
and full choir swelled out i the closing
anthem of the Christmas evening sorvice.
Was it from them, or from lleaven iisell,
or only from her own heart, that the
words came so distinctly to her soul? Or
was it from all three together?

“ On Earth Peace, Good Will Toward Men.”

IIL.

s Glory to God in the Righest!”™

The night was a grand one. The moon
like a heavenly pearl was hanging in th
deep-blue sky, peaceful and serene. ‘I'he
firmament seemed more thickly studded
with twink!ing, glowing stars than usual ;
as though the angels had purposely poured
them out in especial profusion because it
was Christmas night. How calm and
quict the greal city seemed !

So thought at least Maude Herrington,as
she lay there on ber bed, over against the
window, in the neat Ilittlc fourth-story
room, where she had lived ever since her
father’s failure. What along time ago that
seemed ! '

**The boy is aslecp now, Miss Maude,”
said the kindly voice of the poor woman
who was nursing the sick girl this even-
ing. **Is theie anything I can do for you?
I think it is time to take your medicine
again, isit not?”

With the tenderness of a mother the
good woman bent over the sufferer and
smoothed her fevered brow. She was one
of the women who lived in the court where
just one year ago this very night Maude
had found the dying mother of the little
boy who sinco -then had been her most
cherished treasure ; and had found,ieo, an
everlasting peace for her own soul.

Since then scarce a day had passed on
which she had not visited owe or the other
of the miserable families who lived there.
That court had been her special parish,
One by ono of the degraded women and
drnken men had yielded, many of
them uneonsciously, to the purifying in-
fluence of her presence, of her gentle
words, and devoted self-sacrificing Chris-
tian walk and cooversation. She had
started a sewing schoolamong the woinen,
in which she tanght them much of the
holy Jesus and his love and salvation,
much of cleanliness, econcmy, industry
and all the virtues of true womanliness,
Every Sunday the gathered together the
children, who soou also brought their
parents with them, and taught them the
precious word of life, which was cver be-
coming sweeter to her soul the more she
studied it. In opne short year she had
brought about a wonderful chango in the
character of that court, and had gained
for herself the devoted love of every man,
woman and child that lived there.

It was now about three weeks ago that,
on one of her cvening visits she had seen
what formerly had been no uncommon sight
aman in a beastly state of intoxication,
reeling toward the gutter, slipping on the
ice, who, had she not half-caught him,
would have fallen headforemost against
the stone curb. As it was the poor wretch
cut an ugly gash across his forchead, and
lay unconsecious and bleeding in her arms.

There in the bitter cold night,-with the
rain pouring down upon her, as she sat on
the wet pavement, she tried for fully
twenty minutes to restore tho wouuded
man to consciousness, But in vain. At
last she had to leave him, to summon to
her aid some of the men living near by.
Into their care she gave him, while she,
wet and chilled to the bome, hastened to
her humble home. She bad never lefi her
room since then, but sank rapidly under
the effects of the severe cold then con-
trac ed. .

The woumled mau had been confined to
his bed in one of the houses there for sev-
eral days, and then had been called for by
a gentleman ina fine carriage—and that
that was all the dwellers in the court could
find out about him. Before he had left,
however, he had been vecy anxious 4o dis-
cover who the lady was to whom he owed
his life, as he said, He had been well-
nigh forgotten by this tima in the
anxiety every one felt for Miss Maunde in
her

But He has forgiven us all, I know ; I

illness.
A gentle knock is heard at the door, and

| Bill Slocum came in on tip-toe. He had
| formerly been ome of the most notorious
roughsand criminals of the city, now he
was a sober man, honest and industrious,
aund supporting his family quite comfort-
ably. He was followed by anotler man,
lately reformed by Mande's influence.
Still others followed, both men and
women, all sober and clean ; and with an
almost reverential air each comes near the
bed of the sufferer to press her wasted
hand, and murmur a heart-felt greeting on
this Christmas evening.

What a grateful smile of holy joy il-
lumined the patient’s countenance as shp
looked upon this rich harvest of immortal
souls whom God had allowed her to glean
for His glory ! They had come thus in a
body ** to surprise Miss Herrington,” they
said ; and some had even brought tlowers
and laid them on her bed, silently, sol-
emnly,—all had brought some trifling gift
for ** Miss Herrington’s little boy.”” DBut
there was a great sadness pictured on each
face, as they looked upon the dear form
there on the bed, for they knew she was
not to be with them long any more.

Unnoticed in the slight bustle of the
** surprise,’’ a carriage had driven up be-
fore the house. And now another knock
is heard at the door. The next instang an
elegautly dressed gentleman enters, all
muffled in furs, and asks in a respectful
voico :

* Does Miss Herrington live here 2

As he spoke he removed his fur cap from
his head and a large fresh seur is seen on
his forehead. Itis the mau whose life
Maude had saved in the court gutter three
weeks ago. It is—ean it be possible ? Yes,
it is Lawrence Drood !

But he has changed very much. Ile
has grown ten years older since this cven-
ing two years ago! Stlll Maude reeog-
nizes him. She holds ont both her hands
to him.

He takes them, kisses them ; bows his
head low down and falls upon his knees by
that humble bedside,

Maude feels the tears from this strong
man’s eyes falling hotly upon her hands.
But she does not withdraw them, She
only looks more happy, mere saintly than
before, as she lifts her eyes upward to
heaven and murmurs a prayecto the Father
of love there.

At length the penitent—for Lawrenco
Drood is penitent, yea, and pardoned too,
is able to speak.

“ And is it thus I find you, Miss Hor-
rington ?"’ he exelaims, in tones of bitter
remorse. ‘1 could not believe them
when they told me it was you who had
saved my life. I did not know then that
it bad been at the sacrifice of your own !
0, Miss Herrington, can you ever forgive
me 2" -

** Lawrence,” solemnly, but with feeble
toune, asked Maude, ** Lawrence, bas God
forgiven you?”’

““ Yes, blessed be His name, yes! But,
had it not been for you ; you, who above
all on earth had cause to hate me, I should
have died in my sins, a miserable, beastly
drunkard ! That fall, and that rescue
brought me to my senses, showed me my
low, lost condition, and brought me to re-
pentance and redeeming faith in Jesus
Christ, by whose grace I am saved,”

* Yes, Lawrence ; to him belongsall the
glory. e has pardoned you. I have
nothing to forgive, but only to thank and
praise him for his marvellous goodness,
merey and love.”

An expression came over her face, too
pure, tou gloriously transfigured for any
mere carthly being. All they that saw
her then, declared ever after that she had
become an angel even before her soul left
its body.

She looked again at the mau, kneeling
by her bed, and with a sweet, blissful ex-
pression, said : .

‘5o you are a Christian ; saved at  Iast,
Lawrence?”’

ITe bumbly bowed his head in roply and
murmured. *“By God's grace [ have re-
nounced sin and the world, and belong to
Christ and Him alone, henceforth and for-
ever.”’

“ Amen ! solemuly said several voices
in the room.

After another pause, Maude withdrew
her one hand from his, and gently drew
back the covers from the sleeping boy, as
she said, .

‘‘ Lawrence, will you aceept a Christ-
mas present from me this plessed Christ-
mas night ? And will you keep it and
cherish it, care for and love it aslong as
you live, for the holy Christ's sake, for
your sainted wife’s sake, for my sako ?**

The man gazed a moment at the lovely
child. Ile snatched him to his breast,
while a flood of tears, tears of sacred
gratitude, once more burst from him as he
exclaimed.

** And this too, Miss Herrington ; this
ton, O my God ! do Towetoyou ? O, it is
too much ! Yes, for your sake, for my
own son’s injured mother's sake, for the
holy Christ’s sake, I do accept this prec-
ivus gift from your hand, but as given by
God himself to whom be glory alone,
glory in the highest !

Maude’s head sank upon the pillow. A
swecot smile wreathed her lips, from which
as she clused her eyes, came the same
words : .

*“Glory to God in the Highest!’

Then all was still. A purified soul had
fled from earth, was winging its way up-
ward to the throne. But as the pearly
gates above swing open to receive Maude
Herringtoun that solemn Christmas night
the little fourth-story room suddenly
seems to become filled with a wondrous
melody and marvellous light.

Did those redcemed men auwd women,
who g0 reverently knelt around the little
bed, in reality cateh the glorious
sound of the seraphim's chaunt, and see
the glitter and sheen of the heavenly
harps ? They thought so. But perchaneo it
was only the reflection and echo of these
in their hearts, that so filled their whole
being, and sounded as clear and distinct as
when first it broke on the midnight air
o'er the lLills of Judea.

Hark ! What a flood of melody it is !

As though ’twere Christmas in Heaven,
as well as on earth ; for carth and lleaven
alike aroe filled with the swelling refrain :

“ Glovy to God!  Glory to God win the

Iighest.”

Our Grand Holiday.
For the CHRISTMAS INTELLIGENCER.

The Christian church very properly has
set apart onc day of the year to commem-
orate the Nativity.

That it has the consent of the enlight-
ened judgzment of millions is proof of the
value of the holiday, and all who come
within its influence feel somethi
of the original proclamation of ** G
will to men.”” Occurring in our latitude
at the seasen when the- *‘ last love-leaf
hangs shiverinog on the bough,’’ and
winter reigns, it is pre-eminently the sea-
son for the warming of bands and hearts.
Kindly remembrance warms the heart,
and recollection goes a great way towards
wirming some pair of hands.

The doctor of philosophy de
that nothing is lost in the economy of na-
ture ; and all inspiration and revelation
show the same fact in the moral world ;
therefore, let the heart warm and revive
recollection.

—_——-—-——
““WaEN they saw the star, they rajoiced
with exceeding great- joy.”” Matt. ii. 10.

Andrew Ellison’s Christmas.

BY USUAR FAY ADAMS.

For the CHEISTMAS INTELLIGENCER,
“Oppurtunity is a rare and saered thing :

God seldom offers It twice. =iz, Dall.

““While there is time let us do good,”
was the text the rector of St. Luke's had
chosen for dhe of the last Sundays in No*
vember, and a very fine sermon his people
said he preached from it, and the most of
them went home and forgot all aboat it.
Andrew Ellison, however, who sat near
the chancel, heard ounly the text and as
that did not particularly impress him, his
mind soon wandered off to the eares of the
weck. Ile was a wealthy man and by no
means an ungenerous man when his sym-
pathies were aroused, bat ideas did uot
readily suggest themselves to him and he
gave of his abundance only when the ne-
cessity for so doing was urged upon him
by untoward circumstances. Since the
death of his wife and daughter he had
lived alone and as years went ou had be
come more and more immersed in bu.iuess
carcs. lle did did not stop to think for
whom he was laying up money every year.
Visions of distant cousins to be some day
enriched by him sometimes passed through
his mind, but they were only visions as
yet. There was time enough in tho fu-
ture to think definitely of them.

The day after the rector’'s sermon  had
been preached, to which he had not lis-
tened, Andrew Ellison was sitting alone
in his private oflice, just as the daylizht
bezan to struggle with the darkness. Out
side it was dull and rainy, and indoors the
fire in the grate burned low. In the outer
oftice through the glass partition he eould
see his two-clerks, Hopper and French
wriling busily. lle vaguely wondered if
they ever felt as drearily as be did at that
moment. Hopper wasa man old as himself,
had grown up with the busitess, and
seemed to have no other thought or de-
sire, 50 far as his employer could judge,
but he had never taken tho pains to in
quire into the cirenmstances of the
younger man's life. Just then the lamp-
lighter passed through the street aml El-
lison noticed for the tirst timewhat a very
small boy he was., Moved by & sudden
impulse, Ellison opened the window and
called to the boy, who came wonderingly.
He seemed so very smail and wretchesd,
standing there in the hall-darkness,

“You wanted me, sir ?'" said the boy
inguiringly.

“Yes,” was the reply, [ wanted to
speak with vyou s moment,’ at the same
timoe offering i small coin, which the Jad
took gratefully. ** You must be very wet
and uncomfortable,”” Ellison weat on ; 1
hope you have some dry clothes to put on
when  you get home.”

**No, sir, these are all [ have, and 1
have no home to go to.”” 'The boy’s tones
wers not complaining.

*“No home, how is that " asked the
other.

“The family aro all dead but me, bat 1
get along pretty well, for the engineer of
the shop on the next street lots me sleep by
his engine nights.  You wouldn’t believe
what a capital place it is to get warno, and
not many boys has sach a good chanee,™
concluded the small waif with cheerful
energy.

Ellison grew cold at the open window.,
It wonld not do for him to stand there
longer.

“Come hewe toamorrow aboul  len
o'clock,’” be said as he closed the window,
and the lad promised. y

For some reason the day scemed less
dreary as Ellison sat down again and the
office fire certainly buwsed Dbetter. The
thought occurred to him that when the
boy came the next day he would give him
a situation in the establishment as oflice
boy. There would bea good place for the
cheerful little fellow.

The gas was lighted now inthe vuter
office, and Ellison coull see as French
momentarily looked up from his writing
that the younger clerk was careworn and
that tlcre were wrinkles on the young
forchead. 1t seemcd bat a short time
sitce French had come to the office a
bright, happy-looking boy. What should
chapge him so soon * Just then Mr. El-
lison's carriage drove up and the coach-
man let down the steps.  As Ellison rose
to go, still thinking of his clerk, he con-
cluded to take the young man home with
him and talk with him « little.

* French,” he said, as he passed into
the other office, ‘I want you to go home
to dinner with me.” ‘The youngz man
looked up in surprise. Hopper went on
writing. [o never paid attention to what
was not ildressed direetly to him,

* Yes, I mean you. French,” added his
cmyloyer, ““so put on your coat and come
with me,” and the young man thought
there was a kindlier ring in Mr. Ellison’s
voiee than he bad cver noticed before.
‘“llow long have you been with me,
French,” observed the clder man as they
sat at dinner.

*Ten years, Mv. Ellison,” was the re-
ply.

Y80 loug Y mused the other, ““bat
then you were but & boy when you came
to me, I remember,”

“* And now I am twenty-five,’
French.

“Twenty live,” thought  Ellison ;
“ what have twenly-live years to do with
care and wrinkles 2”7

* Yoursalary is six hundred, I believe 2
he said after a pause. *““Can you get
along comfortably on that sum '’

““Oh, yes, though 1 can’t lay up much,
for I havea younger brother that I want to
start ir the world if T can. We makeo the
six hundred go as far as it will between
us,”’

The younyg man spoke checrfally, but
his employer now began to realize how
small a sum he was really paying and re-
solved to double the amountat Christmas.
He wondered how it would seem to have
only six hundired dollars a year and have
to share it with some vne. After all, per-
haps it did not take so much to make one
happy as he had sometimes thought, and
then he thought of the little lamplighter
again.  Well, it should be a happy Christ-
mas for him and for this young French as
well.  When the dinner was over and the
clerk was takiug his lcave, Ellizon noticed
that he was far too thinly clothed for the
cold damp weather and that he wore no
overcoat.

“ [ will send him round Lo my tailor to
get measured for an overcoat to-morrow,”
thought Ellison, as the door closed upon
the young man.

When the morning came, however, it
brought letters which obliged Andrew
Ellison to start at once for a distant city
and the last bencvolent intention of the
night beforc was forgotten. He yet re-
membered the boy who was to come that
morning to see him, but he decided to put
off engaging tho lad till after his return,
and merely left a small sum with Hopper,
with iostructions to give it to the boy
when he appeared, that he might not be
disappuinted.

It was the week before Christmas when
Andrew Eilison returned, his mind so full
of ne:; business plans that he did not no-
tice that a boy of eighteen was busy at
French’s desk, and a day or two went by
before he thought to inquire. French
was ill, Hopper told him, and that was
his brother who was making his place

returned

good.
“ Very ill ?” inquired Ellison, as the
thought of what he had meant to do for

he man and had left undoue earce
teu - to him.

‘“ I fear so,’”” was the response. * He
caught a heavy cold the week after you
Ivit and has been in bed ever since. 1
doubt if he recovers."’

Hopper's slow, Dbusiness-like tones
smote heavily upon Ellison's heart. His
voice trembled as he spoke. **Send his
brother to me, Hopper,” and in a moment
the boy stood before bim.

*““Your brother is very ill, I hear,”” be-
gan Ellison, *‘and I cannot tell you how
griaved I am to bearit. He was always
faithful to his duties and I had meant to
advance his salary very comsiderably at
Christmas.”™

The sympathetic tones were too much
for the boy and his voice was broken by a
sob as he replied, *“lle is the best brother
in the world and has done everything for
me. [le went without an overcoat this
winter in order to do something for me,
though I didn't then know it, and he was
always denying himsell tor me.”

**Take me to him, my boy,” said Elli-
son, much moved, and in 3 few moments
they were at French'’s lodgings. It need-
od butl a moment to assure Ellison that
French’s 1ecovery was hopeless and the
knowledge was very bitter to Andrew El-
lison, as his own responsibility pressed
heavily upon him. All that could be done
now was done and every eomfort that
could be suggested was supplied by Ellison,
who remained by his bedside night and
day till the end. It was ot far off and while
the Christmas chimes sounded forth at
midnight the young life ceased as the
Christmas morn came in.

An hour or two later as Androw Ellison
was going sadly home he passed the open
door of an engine room, out of which a
red light shone. A number of men were
going in, and bardly knowing why he did
#0, Ellison followed them. Tho evgineer
;rfu; explaining something to those about
nm.

It was just this way,” he was saying.
** The little ehap used to sleep here nights,
which he hadn’t no other place to go to,
aud so cheerful he always- was I liked his
company. *‘To-morrow’s Christmas,” he
says when he eomes in to night, *and in
the morning I am going to a gentleman in
the next street that was very good to me
a little while ago, amd wish him a * merry
Christmas,” * says he. *Are you,” 1says,
‘I reckon he'll bo pleased,” and then he
curls up in the evrner and goes to sleep.
But just as them chimes begun he starts
up in his sleep a sayin' as how Christmas
Wils come before I could stop him, for
I see he was asleep and dido't know
wheie he was goin’, he trips over some-
thing and falls right against the Aywheel,
It was all over with him then, fellows,
and before 1 could stop the engine he was
dead. [ tell you [ feel mighty bad over
this thing ;”” and the rough fellow broke
down just here and left his sentence un-
finished.

Andrew Eilison had listened intertly,and
when the speaker ecinded he asked where
the boy had been carried, and the en-
gineer pointed to an adjoining shed whick
Ellison entered. A single glance at the
little body which lay there showed it to
be the homeless lamplighter to whom he
had meant to be kind some day.

** lle was a plucky little chap,” said the
cngineer over Ellison's shoulder, * and
never cemplained of nothing.”

*“Yes, yes, | know,” said Ellison, amnd
then giving the man his address, he told
him to call at his house and he would un-
dertake all necessary arrangements for the
I‘m_:frul and see that all expenses were
paisl.

_Onco more Amdrew Ellison set out upe
his way home. It was a long walk and
there was plenty of time for aecusing
thoughts to crowd upon his mind. DBut
through their midst suddenly eame the
remembrance of the text of the rector’s
sermon five weeks before. The words had
been almost usheeded at the time. but
now they burned themselves upon his
mind. )

* While we have tume, let us do good.”

—_—— - —

The Christmas Flower.
For the Cgnistaas INTELLIGESCER,

This remarkable flower blooms when

the vegetable world in one zone is asleep,
except the few plants cared for in green-
houses and on window sills.

The Christmas flower, ** Christblume,’”

or Black Hellebore, in botanic science,

defies the harshest weather, and is peren-

nial indeed. It is not a native of America,
but thrives all the same; it is
indigenous to  Austria, Schweitz
and other parts of Northern Eurepe.

Its common npame is suggested by
the time it begins to bloom—the last
of November or December—and continnes
in bloom until April or May. The showy
part is the ealyx, for the fringe of slender,
two-lipped nectarines are the real petals ;
these fall off soon after the expansion of
the flower, leaving scarcely a suggestion of
having been, but the ealyx is persistent
throughont the winter, it is about an inch
and a half io diameter, white with a rosy
tinge, which changes to a bright green
about April. It is herbaccous, with no
above-ground stems.

The Christmas flower should stand as
the emblem of triumph over advessity and
to illustrate the lincs, ** Existence may be
borne and the deep root of life and cuffer-
ance make its firm ahode in bare and deso-
lated bosoms,”

Flowers in all history serve in every
varicty of way to express thought, seot
mcul or emotion.  The ideal use of flowers
is secomdl only to the real ; in the first
their influence is to refine and elevate, in
the second the fruition of hope, of life and
of immortality is ieted.

The great Swedish naturalist. had a par-
tiality for the flower, which was after

wards dedicated to him—the Linnea bore-
alis. e tiaced in it a fanciful analogy
between it and his own early fate, “a
little northern plaot, Howering carly, de-
pressed, abject, and long overlooked.™

A volume might be written om the sym-
bolic use of flowers. The genista plant
was considered a symbol of bumility.
Fulke, carl of Anjou, who lived a eentury
before the Normun eonquest, having been
guiley of some erimes, was enjoined to go
to the Holy Land and work his penance by
wearing the genista in his eap, he after-
wards adopted the title of Plantizzeonet.
The verbena (probably the teak) was
used by the ancient Romans to coulinm
and bind treaties on the return of peaen
with their hostile neighbors, and the per-
son who had the offico of carryiug it was
called Verbenarius,

Friendship has no sweeter offering than
flowers ; and the most inconspicuons
flower on a grave is an undying refutation
of such a symbol as the inverted torch.
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Not from OUne of Helen’s Babies.

For the CamusTvas INTELLIGENCER

Miss i 'y thnnh t:".I is eim
yeaws, was looking thoughtfully on
floor a few moments looking wup.
said : “Mamma, I think“g:’ Nicholas anpd
St. Paul were both good men. 2
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