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All peaceful in New Amsterdam,
Bave that a piping breege,

Born in the dreary Harlassm wastes,
Rattles the wintry trees;

And Broadway holds a drift of mow
That rearthes 1o the kuees

*Tis Christmas Eve: the chapel ball
From gun-girt fort resounds,

And from the somber northeru woods
Its solemn voice rebounds,

‘Commingled with the movrnful cry
Of supplicating hounds.

And now the sturdy Holland
ors,
All earthly thingw forgot,
Are seen ppon the heavy road
In many a little knot,
Wending their way to kneel snd
pray
Within the holy spot

The honest burghers dread no il
To children. kine ur shesy

The tomahawk on yonder hill
Lies buried very deep

The pipe of peace has touched thir lips,
Aund Wer has gone to sleep,

., while the vrouw o ingle nook
Turus o'er her Bible lenves,
Aad holly boughs in gar festoons
The busy dnughter wenves,
Dabolted is the (riendly door
Dn this most blest of even.

‘Bach littie rosy face up stairs
Is atlll i slumber sw e,

TRve oue, whom pity keeps awake;
Her pulses quickir beat

m while alie thinks f the sick child

= Aeross the wintry stree!

And ever and anon she hearm,

+  In spite of bell and blawt

An angry sound from distant houpd

Float o'er the dreary vast

And much she fears that Santa Clags
May speed his deer too fant,

Ok, would that older ears might hear
What faithful dog would tell!

There cronch within the forest gloom,
Where darkest shadows dwell,

A hundred painted suvages!
A hundred bearts of bell!

And one who knows not pity’s volce
Thelr cruel steps doth lead;
e B e wap's st

: white man's
f wood to which he bows
this deed!
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With nimble fout the chleltain scales
The wooden palisade:
The twll bas ceased —the white man
prays
To vne who cannot ald!
Swift, through this unprotected boose
He glides —a deadly shade!
To sieze the guns of sire and sone
His Sendish fingers ache;
His footfalls on the sanded Soor
Are noiseless as & snake;
And now he bends him o'er the bed

Where Uiretchen lies awake.

A stifled cry comes from his lipe,
The murderous ax upfies

()ne ahriek of fright apon the night
May foil their enterprise

What careth he for yellow curls
And pretty baby eyes?

But ere the brutal blade descends
Upon the little maid

Her arrs are flung sbout his neck,
Her lips to his have strayed,

And thus she cries, “[iear Sacta Claos,
I'm mot & bit afraid’

“I'm glad yon came, you kind old thing,
Before to sleep 1 fell

Flease take my toys across the stresd
To little Taabsel, |

For she's so very, very ill,
And I'm so very well,

“Her sick room you will know at onea,
The rushlight you will see;

Her congh, poor dear, you’ll plainly bear
Much worss it cannot be; |

Gire her the toys - hat please don't say
You brought them first 10 ma”™

The savage understands full well
The words of pitying woe; |

His Leart beats wildly; now he stands
{inee more upon the suow

What does this strange sensation mean
That mukes him tremble so?

His ears detect the patient hum
Of many a restless brave,

While tears he ne'er Lad known before
His palnted features lave:

His goda bad sent him forth te kill;
Her God ls whispering—"Bave!”
L] L . { ] L] L]

As the good dominie descants
The Conmandments tes,

A mighty arm flings open wide
The massive door, and then

They see a fur-ciad chief, who eries,
“Your guns, y# Christian men!™
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DOCTOR DAVID.

You wanted to kuow, Tom, why 1 go |
to the trouble each year at Christmas |
time to make aop & wreath of Ixorel and
bolly and express it to that littls town
way over in Canada, Well, 1've dane it
for years, Tom, and | expect to repeat
the act with vnch recurring Decembor o
long as 1 live, 1'th not sure but that |
shall leave a provision
continuanee after | am gotherd to
fathers. Light your pipe afresh, my b
and I'N tell you the little story, for | am
In & reminiscent mood to-pight

Poor, dear okl Doctor Diavid!
often in boyhood have 1 sat by the
ful kitchen fire and Jistened with
| attention and unfeigned admiration
| his quavering voice as he rocked and sang
to aleep my ninter
even mother was uynnlile to soothe her

The doctor was not called so bhocpuse
he was une, but bevestse he beliered he
was Nome
ple and even a few
wpoke of lim as old Thuve
| bettor knew him he was nlwnys Doctor
| Dmvid. He was an old man. To ]
dren he mpecmed a Mothuselah
[ Thers was a tradition time
| he himd hnd a wifs
| mny but the vory
village little was placed lu the
story. For more than & seare of years he
bad been spoken of as old Dave or Do
tor David, nocarding 1o the speaker
I His bome was 5 little hut on the hank
Iof the river near the Uinly
| & favorsd fow of us were ever hobiored
| with a glimpse of the interior hiin
especial fuvorde - perhnps
mother was slways kind 1o him—and
Yarve wnt for hoors ot a toe o the dark
little cabin ¥y bands o|nspusd
knees, and, watelnsdd him
| tiently making ax-helves or sp
i'rnl:. sticks of ash. At =

stenlthily studied the mysteries of

tlack roof and sides of the
iaring ro ask him comeerning
the shotgun, the ax, the wesortment of
| knives, the akine, the roots and seedn and
I irnehes of dried legcos which wers hong
In ghowtly array in the gloom. Nt oven
I was allowed within the mysterious
room when he was concocting his medi-
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DOACTOR DAVILD,

vines. His “roots and yarbs™ and his
methods of converting them into salves
and bitters were too sacred for even e
to know anythiong abeir,

He tiever worked. That s, unless the
ocvanionn]l making of an ax haodle, a
barn broom or some msdicine conld be
alled work. And yet he rarely went
bungry. More than onr home was al
ways open to him, and at more than our
table did the old man siways find a wel-
come. Nhiftless aud lazy all the viling-
ers pronounced bin. Everybody knew he
was lncapable nf dolog any great wrong,

reamed that lurking

|
in my will for ite }
|

; to the river
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our mathers” wachful eyss and stole off
Koon we were enjoying the
intoxieation of smooth lee, new skates
and erisp air. and not a thought of dan
ger was permitied to interfere with our
sport

e of my skates became loose and |
sl down to tighten the straps, not ob
serving that 1 was but a few feet from
the edge of the joe bordering on the apen
Suddenly there was a cracking
a rhorus of cries, and before |
could get to my feet | saw that a great
section of loe hnd cracked off, broken In-
and was foating down
the smaller piece hoaring me
lustantly | realised my peril
My very blood seemed to freeze in my
heart, and for & moment [ eould not even
AOTHAm
varried gently along in the center of the

sound,

sireatn,

the current and that my wvelocity would |

increase with ecvery moment To my
ears the roar of the fall and the awful
tapids below sounded louder and more
drendful than they ever had befors, [
knew the course of the current perfectly,
for 1 had stood on the bridge many times
and watched the sawiogs in the spring
earried gently along In the cender of the
river, going ever “aster and faster until
as they pearsed the dam the current
roursed shoreward toward the left bank
and then plunged downward, fluging the

| logw balf their lengthe in the air as they

I was drifting slowly, but 1|

in Arives every apring
this boom was Dactor David, with & riv

erman's sixteen-foot pike In his hands ‘

Betweeti tue and the boom was the other
plece of lee, the companion 1o the one ob
which | was floating to destraction
Biriking his pike-hook inte the foe the
old man drew it toward him till he could |

FLOATING DOWN HTHEAM

leap upon It. Then, turning. he planted |
his plke against the boom aud sent bin
plece of ice out into the stream with &
powerful shove. Using the plke an a pad
dle, he soon came within reach of my floa
We were within & few rods of the dam
now, where the water swirled toward tie
bank befors golng aver the awfnl fa
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Hunning slong ™ #ies back again in place. The lea

and berries are India rubber. sir, an
Fifty renta Tha
Harper's Ma

Aid you say?
sir.  Good day.”
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For New Year's Day.
Fternel anurce of every joy
Well mar thy pralse our lips employ,
Whiie [y Lhy tempie Wwe ARpaar,
W hose goosdness cFOWne the circling

The fowery apring at thy comwmand
Embalms the ale, and palots the land,
The sottimer rays with vigor shine,

To ralee the corm, and cheer the vine

Tur band |n autama rickly pours
Throngh ail our cossts redundant o
And wipters, soften’d by thy rare,
No more & face of horror wear

Beanina and monthe asd weeks and &
Demand successive sngs of prales,
Kilil be the cheerful bomage pald

With npening light, and svening shade!

Oh' may oar more harmonions toagues
In woride unknown porsoe the songs;
Apd |n those hrighter courts adore,
Where days and years revolvé o more

#ome Timely Reacolutions,
Everyixaly in supposed to swear off
the end of the your, that In more or i

Ererybody 18 alse suppossd to swear
dne eourse of time. In ot
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went over the watery precipice | pictured
mysell going over the faial (all, aud then
my wugne loosed and I added my cries 1o
those of y terrified playmntes, who until
now had not bad the presence of mind o
run for heip.

In an incredibly short sjace of time the
banke were lined with excited villagers,
helpless to render any ald, but each shout-
ing uecleas directions to the others |
could see my mother runping frantioally
along tbe the bank and then, sinking up
on bher kaees o the suow, turn her white

whether It would be lewn
luto the ley water nod
o ﬂu frail plece of

pieces below the

awlul pirture came
I hind closed my syee
Jjump inte the wates,
shout so different from the
eriea alung the shore that I looked
rght, toward (he Lank nevese
on which wasmy mother,
From the right bank of & ver, |
{n the rear of Doctor David® e

face fo beaven. The terror of wy situn- |
had guieted my cries and T was try- |

Another moment and we s} '
pounding on the pocks below. Fut 4
ol mwan never hesitatid, Mieiking
pike into my flos, he pushed with all
| mdght, sending the pole out hand oee

| hand ita full length, and then potting
his strength into one mighty
| droppesd the pike, and the cake on whicol
I was went shorewnrd until
to cateh n tiosemed clothes line whioh w
Ing hands cast toward me. | wan sised [
bt even a8 | was dragged (nto the wa®
by the ruge 1 cnnt wy eyes townrd |
preserser Just In tioie 1o sow blm stag i
ing on hiw dow floe ot the very verge of the
fall, bis enp beld in one baud and the ord
er rained nbove Lis wrnkled old (o e,
which be hiad turned howvenwared,

A he plunged downward 1 fuigted 404
knew po more I 1 awoke in my owy bed
with mother bending over me

Droctor David's pmoor erushisd bunly won
resovered next day wnd buried sty o«
homors at the Londs of the villngers

Until her denth wy mother nover full<d
on each recurring Christoas to hang o
wreath of Inurel wod bolly over the 1o
preteations stone beneath which my hero
reots, aud I have coutinued o so hosor
i sluce, thongh minny times | have bad
to send iy offering (rom s distapes of
thousanda of miles —A. M. Dickinson

. A Qrear Invention,

1 Bave hern,” Legan the energetic mn,

be bundied Wto the youug lawyer s
r veation of the wg "

thal the lawyer wapted,

i b said wommeth ug

‘the emwrgetic mau
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worids, the gosd reselutions made at o
leath of 1he are supposed to

biroken shortly after the birth of the ne
In order to winke the way sasy for the
who propose (o go lnte the business
resolving the following have been p
pared by an «ditor ln the Past:

Hemolve: That you will lend an u
rleht and noble life. As you will prom
Iy brink this resclution [t will eane &
qualing of consclenes you may have
lircnking any othera

Resolve: That you will speak noth
but good of your friends. I'n this wayy
will be able 16 loarn very shortly he
very {ew friends you have.

Resalve: That yoy
Fheti for & couple of wenks
van tell your friends that you ha
broke your good resolution mersly

irink with them, spd they will feel v
very hanos

will pever dri
Again

Hemolve: Not 1o marry, i1 married
ready, point to (his resalution s
end of the yoar with pride. If & fema
(which In 16 be hoped you mre pot), t
all the men ahout j1. l

Resolve: That you will be prudent a
economioal during the entirs year.

you are not ali will be well, for you wi
probably  have

year to make up for |1,

Resolve: Not to tell your girl of ol
New Year's resolutions ﬁh‘:l pmb:hl
a trusting young thing, and It will
her hoart 1o lewry that, after all, you

ot aitually as divine
el as she had
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