
Pierre Nudeaii brought

WHEN bride to tlio Hiver
ho was young and

strong, fresh from the lumber
rumps of Lake St. John. He had been
IIKinted wharf foreman in hl uew

(lome, and had grown old and gray as
time went on until a smnll farm and
dwelling, bought with the fruits of his
toil, provided a shelter for his declining

rears.
Two sons had been born to tin; Na-flcau- s.

who, as they grow to manhood,
went naturally 1ft Uie lumber camps. Af-

ter a time, however, attracted by promises
of higher wages' and cash payment, in lieu
of store trade, they sought the growing
West. When they left their home they
wore clnd in provincial fashion; when
they returned, on a visit only, they were
clad in store clothes and radiant neck-

wear, and they used strange English, such
as made the I 'ere Nadeau sick at heart.
Finally, after unbridled depreciation of
the surroundings in winch they wcrc'born
and bred, they departed by schooner and
melting finally into the Orient were seen
no more.

Rut their daughter Angclinc remoined
to them, brown of hair and eyes, the trim-nes- s

of her supple form manifest despite
the, fashion of dress considered at that
early period becoming to the daughters of
old France. The long, loose blouse, and
short, homespun flannel kittle, relics of a
Norman peasantry, which on other women
made them to appear squat, failed to hide
.her well rounded proportions and maidcu-l- y

grace.
She hail a sharp tongue, had this daugh-

ter of the Nadcntis, and when she was
merry her laughter rang out like sleigh-bell- s

in winter's frost. Sunday after-
noon, when vespers were over, was the
time when she would exercise her sharp
wit ; when, with the other maids of the
hamlet she. sought the lumber wharf to
6wap words of badinage with the lighter-
men, deal handlers' and trimmers gathered
there.

There were no frivolities on week days,
however, when Angclinc milked the cows,
and mndo tasty butter for the Nadeau
table. This done she would seat herself
at I ho loom, . which would ring out its
rapid click-clac- k to the push of her vig-

orous foot, as it turned out its webs of
linen, llanncl or catclonne, for village con'
sumption. Shn was as quick with her
little hands and feet as with that biting,
scornful tongue of hers.

Every year, as the big ship Margaret
Pollock anchored off the shore for cargo,
Captain Locke would pay her a visit the
moment he set foot on land. Clean
shaven, but for a fringe of fierce red whis
kers, bis face was vast and lurid as the
setting sun. Ho wore broadcloth on such
occasions, with a beaver hat as high as an
ordinary chimney ; "his shirt-fro- nt rivaling
hi expanse his main ('gallant sail.

He always brought her a present, some
trifle picked up in a foreign port, which
he would dpimt,e ill an offhand manner.
Sometimes the sir! would kiss hi gnarled
rhcek, anil lie wouid clap her on the shoul
der softly with a hand which, clenched,.
could foil an oxV- -

One day the schooner Notre .Dame des
A'ngos cajno in, to toad fanner' stuff", hav-

ing been bartered for this purpose by a
black-browe- d man, of thirty-liv- e a'bout.
who gave" his 'name as Roisvert. He
swaggered to a certain extent, aud was
0.1 ad in ga.rmonts supposed to be of fasTi-lohnb- lc

cut and texture. The women
thought him' handsome, but his eyes were
set rather close together for beauty, and
his "'nose, bent, and with a scar in the

expression. During the intervals of load-
ing lfe. sat much in the hijuso of, le pcrc.

"Nadeau. depreciating their surroundings.
flis constant disparagements at length

ofook root in the girl's mind, and her en-

vironment grew narrow and bald the more
1$ talked, lie assailed the feminine fash-
ions 4of the port, too; so that when a

fmodiste drifted td the village from St.
Michel, with steel engraved fashion plates
not three years of age, Angelina became
her first customer. One Sunday she went,
tft church in n new gown, of bright color,
with a hat dj'ckod witli red paper llowers,
nnd a ribbon at her neck of poppy hue.

Roisvert was filled with admiration.
o "IIowc the boys would cast soft eyes at

pou in St. Koch," he asured her with a
inciting look. 0

0. 'Go away, M. Roisvert, was tier re-

tort, but 12 was accompanied with an af-

fected toss of her pretty head, wjiich the
old Nadeau and his wife disliked, though
they could not just say why. So did
Ulapha Uuellet. He had been a log job-bei- ii

and having been successful in his
0 contract, ho had invested his capital in

s snug farm in St. Angele, where his old

0
mother kept hiss house clean until such
1 1 life as cAngeline would consent to be-

come the mistress. Alas for his hopes;
Mie girl had of late becomo contemptuous
f the prospect.
"It' had enough hero by ct In; sea, but

"it. Angele, with nothing but the bg
0 'oods to see bah!" "

"It's all that Roisvert," said Claphas
angrily. "Octave Lavole, .the navigator,
Mays lie has a wife and live children in
Lorette."

"It1 false," snapped Angeline with
flahi s eyea.

The Notre Dame sailed at length for
Quebec; but the supreme content of Cla-
phas and tho old Nadeaus was but short-
lived. But a few weeks had passed when
she returned to her old moorings, laden
with wind-blow- n apples for sale or ex-
change, with Roisvert, debonairo and cyn-
ical as before, at his former post. Cap-
tain Locke wa's in port at the 4imo. and
took an instant and unconcealed dislike
to him.

One dark fall night, while the hum of
a coming easterly wind was heard in the
trees which overhung tho river, the Notre
Dame des Angcs swung round to the cur-
rent, nnd slipped out seaward, with Ange-
line seated, scared, and nlrcady repentant,
on a cabin locker.

There was consternation in the Nadeau
dwelling when the morning light revealed
an empty nest in the old familiar attic,
from which she bad never been absent for
a night since her cradle had been con-
signed to the barn loft. She had discard-
ed her despised house dress, of blouse and
flannel kirtle. woven by her own hands, of
striped purph and yellow. The sabot- -
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shaped shoes had been tossed into a cor-
ner; all her newer belongings she had
taken with her; and the mother Nadeau
collected tho despised "truck and folding
thorn up,' laid them carefully away.. In
the sombre, inarticulate manner of the
peasant, they accepted tlfeir sorrow, o

These were tho early, undeveloped days
of 'the East, when the railror.J ami tele-
graph were unknown east of Quebec, and
but a ly mail, by horse and

or sled, carried tidings of the out"
side world. Qnco navigation closed, the'
door was shut upon the dwellers in the
eastern hamlets bordering on the gulf. So
the snow fell iirdeep drifts, "and the light-

ers wereo pack-sjL'rew- el high above the ice,
which rose and fell witli the tides, their
masts looking ghostlike in the dark "winter
nights. The onco joyous fetes passed un-

noticed by Pere Naderfu and his wife
Christmas, New Year's Day and they
sat alone and silent, or went about their
daily tasks as boHt they might'. Sometimes
the neighbors called, but while they spoke
of what was passing; of the cut of logs,
of the prospect of a good year's shipping
to, come, of Angeline they spoke no word.

When the summer tide flowed 1)1 lie nnd
sparkling once more, Claphas Ouellet, em- -

barking his winter's cut of cordwood on
tho schooner of the navigator, Octavo La-vol- e,

sailed for Quebec, returning after
an absenco of a couple of weeks, He
stepped into tho Nadeau dwelling casually
on his return.

"Well, Claphas." said the old man in
greeting, "your health Is good?"

"Yes, thanks."
"The cordwood sell well 7"

"Not bad. Twenty-fiv- e shillings."
"See nny thing of my girlV"
"Yes."
"Is she well?"
"Yes. Works in n hotel."
"Hotel? Not with him. then?"
"No. She left him quick. Tin had his

own wife and family, same as Octave
said."

"The accursed. Didn't speak of coming
back?"

"No. Well, I must go; the old mother
will be anxious by now for me. If she
comes, you will send in word, eh?"

"Yes, we will send you word, Claphas."
When tho Margaret Pollock anchored

for cargo that fall, and the news of An-

geline a abduction was conveyed to Cap-

tain Locke, his face "grew purple with
fury, and he "stormed so terribly on the
wharf that the hands, in their terror, hid
behind the deal piles, peeping round the
corners witli scared faces. From Octavo,
the navigator, he extracted the news of
her present circumstances, and became
somewhat more calm, though still awful in
his frown. 0

For the second time since the llight of
Angeline, Christmas eve came round.

"Wo will go to church this yean, my
wife."

"Yes, we will go."
Having prepafed a store of kindling

wood against their return, they extin-
guished (heir lamps, and locking the door,
deposited the key in a secret niche of the
porch, known to no outsider. As they
turned into the Kempt road, which like
a three-mil- e tunnel, by reason of the
spruc boughs which met and interlaced

TIME FINISHES ANOTHER

overhead, led to the church, a faint, long,
drawn wail from the opposite bank of the
river came to their ears.

"it is tho horn of tlio mail driver," said
Pere Nadeau.

Tho church, jyas aglow witli the light of
many candles, oset in temporary sconces,
on cither side, and from the altar and tho
deep box 0 stoves ore oliko great3 rubies,
so hearty were the fires of) seasoned wood
which crackled within. In thd choir loft,
fiddles were being tuned, and as the ser-
vice proceeded Jhere rolled forth to tjfeir
accompaniment from tlm vigorous throats
of the0 young farmer choristers, the well-know- n

carols Oof the season. Then the
priest from the, railotho altar snake in

L fatherly clones, ami the duty; of forgjve- -

ness, oven as wo expect to be forgiven,
was his tlieny.'? Per5 Nadeau tourliwd
gmtly his wife's hand, a3 tho woru of the
preacher touched them both on a hidden,
quivering' cljprd, and their old lips moVed
in unison as they prayed.

T()io wind, had arisen to a gale, as they
returned to their home, a fine, cutting
drift obscuring the sight, but as .they
drew near, in a momentary Jull in the
storm, a spark of light twinkled forth for
an insjant upon the snow. Th Pore Na- -

dcau reined up, ami crossed himself with
a trembling hand.

"What la wrong, my hnsDitnd?" nsked
his wife.

"A light in our window," ho said, In a
scared whisper. Then he heard a soft,
happy laugh, half smothered by her.,
shawl, and wondered.

"Drive on fast, my husband ; one per-
son only knows the place In which we
hide the key."

The windows were all alight when they
reached tho porch, and from the pipe
which served as chimney, clouds of long,
feathery cinders from the Are of dry deal
ends flew hissing Into the whirling drift.
Then he saw sleigh tracks, which came
to and turned from the door, and under-
stood.

"The mail driver must have brought
whom?"

lie brushed the snow from a window
pane, and looking in, saw Angeline dress-
ed in her once discarded blouse and glrtle
of purple nnd yellow even the moccasins,
had come, bringing such happiness as he
had never dreamed could bo his again.

He led the old mare to" .her stall, and
as he rubbed down her shaggy coat ho re-

called the old, old parable, grandest of
all the Rook. The poetry of tho story, ho
could not grasp, of course, any more than
he could realize the glory of the antithe-
sis, with which 'it ended; but the words
came to him, even in the voice of tho
wind, as it moaned in the caves or round
the comers and gables of tho barn, nnd
he uttered them In a voice which broke
with the very weight 6f his joy,

"For this my child was dead and is

alive again, was lost and is found.'
Montreal Star.

'IJho Mynllu MlftUetnc.
For many generations after "the last

Druid was dust the mistletoe had its vo-

taries. The plant had almost every med-

ical property, according to early physi-
cians. It was believed to be a remedy
for all Ills, physical, mental nad sontl- -

ROUND.

mental. Iji pagan days it was dedicated
to Olwen, the Celtic Venus, and through
the nges the. plant and tho tender passion
were rather intimately entwined, says the
Cincinnati Enquirer. Kissing beneath i.t
began, so far back iif history that no one
has over attempted to trace the custom
Vii its youth. ,

Nothing VVtiituriMl, Nothing Giilncri.

, Papa Sauta, Claus rmay think you're
greeny it you Jiang up both your stock
ings and may not leave you anything.

Rertje-H-uh ! lie won't know they're
notu nunc; ue'u tainu im rwjuH,

CHRISTMAS DELLS.

King out In Joy, O chiming bells 1

For In your melody tliero dwells
Tho music glad ot Christmas-tide- ,

On every hearthstone far and wide,
And rosy lips, with lmigliter sweet,
The happy song of life repeat- - '

King out In Joy 1

Itlng out Ir hope, O chiming bells l I

For your cif.tr volco of patience tells
To waiting hearts who promise yields
No golden f mil of harvest Ileitis,

Whoso garnered grain of tolling hand
Lies heaped upon a barren land

King out In hopol
(

lllng out In grief, 0 chiming belli t

For In your trembling echo dwells ,

To saddened hearts a thought of oh
A picture framed In memory's gold,

A vanished faeo beneath tho snow,
A dream of life's sweet long ago

Itlng out In grief l

King out In cheer, 0 chiming bells!
For In your peals it promise dwell

to iiNioning Hearts mat strive to near
Tho future' volco of hone and clicor:

For love and lov will havo their birth
As snowdrops spring from Icy earth

King out in encer i
(

Kim; out In peace. O chiming bells l

For Christmas-tide- , a message tells
To eager souls that liravcly wait,
And lovttl hearts too stromr for fat

To crush to earth oh, listen, then:
'Us "t'eaeo on earth, good will to men

Itlng out In peace I

Leo l'uckctte, In Washington Post.

In the darkness ahead there were occa-
sional Hares of red Humes, nnd from them
ascended long, comet-llk- o tracks of light
that lla'shcd Into momentary blazes. Tho
boom of Uie cannon, the wlcn Hhriekliiff
of tho shells and their aharp explosloi
blended In one wild devil's concert.

Tho boy from Maino drew back quickly,
from tho muzzle of the starboard gun No.,

1 of the United Stales gunboat Mackinaw.
Tho old gunner standing rigid drew tha
lanyard toward himself with a sudden
jerk. There was a deafening roar and ft
cloud of choking Hinoke enveloped tho guni
crow. Another" shell had been sent into
the solid earthworks of Fort Fisher, o

The boy from. Maino rushed forward
through the smoke and thrust the clean
ing rod Into the muzzle of 'the gun. An-- )

other of the crew dashed n pallfitll o

water over the long steel tube. The guii1

was reloaded and another shell was hurl
ed at the spurts of llumo ahead. The;
liad been doing this at intervals since the
early afternoon, and now It was jilniosj
midnight midnight of Christmas eve
18U.

"Cease firing," came a hoarse brdei
out of the dark. Tho. gun crow of No. 1
Hung themselves (Town on tho sloppy decll
with' audible slglirt of relief. The devil'
concert did not abate noticeably. Th
remaining vessels of the .Federal Heel

were still oxoluiiigiilg compliments with
Fort Fitfher.

The old gunner quickly filled his pipe,
and the glow, froiji the bowl half Illumin-
ed his wrinkled faeo now "and then.

"Put's me '.in mind of a Christmas cvu
I Bp?nt at tho mines In Californy," ht
rcinnrkcd, "only it's just a mho worse."

"Don't talk about Christmas," said on
of tho crew in a husky voice. "I loft
thfee children at home. They nre Ifi .bed
now nnd threo little stockings are hanging"
above tho fireplace same as always, t
hope. The wlfo is 'sitting up, a while may-

be, a thinking of mo or maybe saying a
bit of a prayer. Don't like to think of It
when things are so dubious. What nro
you thinking nbout, Fritz?"

"Ol tho Vaterland some," replied nn
tinmlstakablo accent. "Vat is the matter
mit flie boy? He is always talking be-

fore."
' TJio boy heard nothing. He sprawled
on the, .deck with his' head on one Jirm.
Tho smell of tho pino 'trees find tho odor;
of boiling maple sap was in his nostrils.
He was many hundreds of miles away
from the Mackinaw, off Fort Fislfer, back
in the Maine woods 'with a sugiTrifig party.
TJio smoke of the pine-kim- t fire was ris-

ing slowly- - and Hie golden brown syrup
hissed juul bubbled in the kcttjes. Merry
little shrieks of laughter rang' j'n his ears.
Slip was tlrere; tho pink and white of her
face so prettily emphasized by the mink
tippet. How nbsurdly small thoge littlo
red mittens seemed in comparison with
his ! How blue her eyes wore ! Tlicra
was no one lookingru-ju- st orjo kiss i.ou
those ljps cheated solely for tho purpose

"Starboard batteries commence firing!"
came tho hoarse and relentless order front
tlio darkness.

A none too gentle kick1 brought tho
boy back to tho Mackinaw, but her face
looked at him for an instant out of tho
gloom. Starboard gun No. 1 again added
ItH volco to tho devil's chorus.

The sky began to turn from black t
gray.0 "A Christmns present," said tht
glinuer grimly as ho jorked tho lanyard.

She Knew.!
Sunday School Teacher (illustrating-th-

workings of conscience) What is it,
children, Ami makes you fe.pl uncomfort-
able whon you haye oaten nil your Christ-
mas candy and not given any of it to your
littlo friends who had none of their own'il

Littlo Ethel Reenthere Tumach-ache- ,

ma'am. ludge.

Jumiiliuc lit ii Conulunloii.
Tommy Santa Claus Is coming to1 din-

ner t.'

Elsie iOh! How do yiu know?. 4

Tommy'- - Ma told mo a white-haire- d old
gentleman was coming and we'd have, to;

be very good.

Tunixhluic I'oinii.
How .worldly pride ktu puss away,

I'm taklii' fob my tex " ,

What U a Cliilstinus tree one dajr
Is klndllu' wood do. uux'.

VViwUlnirtnn Star.


