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O say, boys, wouldn't you?
And then I would like to have

E. W, Thomnas,

A dozen of blacks and bays,
And about & dosen of girls to ride

glance some fixed and grave purpose
on his brow. Mr. Winthrop bad a
kind heart, and always a word of
ocheer and ehcouragement for his

were bowed 'neath crowns of crystsl
enow, with sparkling iridescent lights
ret like contly jewels in filigree work
of alabaster, of atately trunks of beach

cold ctisp snow. Gone where the

flerce ery of onset rang over sanguin-
ed fields of slaughter.
A paug of sorrow, of loving re.

her formeracquaintances. Had John
likewise forgotlten that fair fuce, fram-
ed, like some besuteous Peri’s. In a
wealth of golden hair? It must have

and cared not. And yet, with and
beside him, there went some strange,
utidefinable presence. From the open
vestibule of a palatial saloon—whoee

long, thrilling ery. The vision faded
quick as an enchanter's dream. It
was broad, garish day, and John
Arch stood pale and trembling in the
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And then I would l{ke to have

‘Where the crystal gems of connulilal love
Drop llke the morning dew,

Bat wouldn't I be happy then ?
Well I 'spose [ would—wouldn’t you ?

And then I would like to have
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[CHARD V. HUGHES, Resl Estate Agentand
¥otary Public. Office in nortizeast corner Mc-
Paersoc s Biock. up siairs, Brownville, Neb.
FILLIAM H. HOOVER, Real Estaie and Tax
“ Psving Agent. Office in Diatrict Court Room.
Wlligive prompt attention 1o the sale of R}ul Es-
ists and Psyment of Taxesthroughoutibe Nemaha
Land Dustrict.

Geo. G. Start,

48H DEALER IN GRAIN AND AGRICUL-
C tars! Implements, and Storage, Forwarding
4 Commission Merchant, Aspiawall, Neb.

BADDLERY.

J E. BAUER. Harpess, Bridies, Collars, Etc., No.
« 6 Main sireel, Brownville, Neb. MeRding done
toarder Sausfaction Gasrsnteed.

A nlee little farm to till,
A farm like the farms of old,
With its orchard and elder mill,
And then I'd have Christmas come twlce

I'd have the boys come courting my girls
And the girls turn up thelr nose,
Just like the girls do treat me now—
Just when I don't want "em to,
But wouldn't I be happy then!
O whoop de doodle doo.
TR T

Fr-ar the Advertiser,
A CHRISTMAS STORY.

| RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED TO MRS. JEN-
ENETT HARDING.

Out-side the high, long building
with its smoking chimneys, and dark
stained celing and walls, was the
noise of moving multitudes, the
steady tramp of marching batallions,

and the swarthy sons of labor turned
heart-sick and weary away.

and lathe, waiting, in sullen silence,

overshadowed the land, fer days snd
months they had heard the angry
rumblings of the storm, and now they
waited for the bolt to fall.

“It is hard, very bard, my men,"
the master began, **I would fain stave
itoff if I could; but to now go on

was with the South, that is entirely
ruined. Of course when I resume
my old hands shall have the prefer-
ence."”

There was a dead, solemn and
gloomy silence. One could almost
have heard the agony heart throbs,
under that great tidal wave of emo-
tion. *“‘In thespring''—in eternity"
would have done as well. How were
they and loved ones to liveduring the
flerce winter that was already upon
them. But the fiat had gode forth,

Carl looked at John sad a eold, ma-

and in which Rose was there adarned

beauty amidst the wavés of her dark
golden halr. Once he had hoped to
say words of earnest love to Rose;
never, never would he say them now.
What was it? SBome strange pres-
ence seemed to gather thickly around
him. Itassumtied no shape, and yet
it was everywhere as an imipalpiible,

light upon the worn pathway he knew
mother's. face watched from behind

cottage, though but poorly furnished,

there was the memory of past beauty
that lingered like softened light from
rose tinted sunsets on some time
stained ruin; while from the wistful
brown eyes (for they were like
George's) there went out a wealth of
love and eonfidence that implored a
heart's full return. You could imag-
ine in that face a picture of such love-
liness as dies in one's first youth., At
any rate, in spite of paternal authori-
ty it had won William Arch, and
while losing his heart he bad also

erous friend of his youth and riper
manhood, that had been his wark
mate throngh many vears of toil; but
in the early spring he had gone with
the Union hoets, and his life tide had
erimsnned the sward at Carnfax Fer-
ry. But with a great heart cry of
agony he thought of the litter dirap-
pointment which had fallen upon his
life, and he grew stern and harsh, and
a desire of self awept over his mind
cold and chilling as the iced earth and
frosty air around him. WIith his al-
tered mond the presence seemed to|lust his patrimony, and while win-
fade and float away dim and indis-|ning the illiterate daughter of a poor
tinet, till there was naught above him | working man, he

and yellow borders a4 of oriental

stately dwellings that stretched far
AwWay upon either hand. A lamp was
set in the low window e0 a4 to cast its
80 well, and well he knew that a

the faded curtain for his return. The

al borozin, and it seemed as if the

flict, in which the blood should flow
as in the Apocdlyptie vision, to the
bridles of the horses, and in whicl a
whole generation of men should pass
awiy in the flerce and flery battles of
interhicine war. Afaln the snow lay
thick on fleld and grange, agaln cold
chililug blasts swept down through

far acroas & world of snow and lce,
glad faces looked from many a Home,
and anguish wept by many a board
where sorrow was unknown when
last the spring flowers blossomed
'round their doors.

John Arch sat In the gloom of his
chamber, sullen, angered, and with
many a revengeful thought stirring
in the turbulent depths of his spirit.
Almost without thought to himself,
heopened a book and read: " There
are strange, secret, and potential
agencies, ever working and striving
between spiritusl powers and corpor-

had wou with it eal man. A strong wish has at times

an obscure corner, there floated up
through nave and gallery, and high,

The face of the presence was bright
now, indeed, and around its phantom
form was @ sbining halo of glory such
asonly angels wear. A deep trauce
seemed settling down upon the strong
man ; the outward world and Its sur-
roundings faded and swept away,and
grew by degteés as impalpable and

whose light fell from high candelabas
on amber and sattin, and made a
golden glory in the room. It was a
rose garden of ybiing life, of ineffable
delight, luxury and beauty, and float-
lng in the midst was Rose True,
allorned in gauzy lade and blush tint-
ed pearls, yet he knew that he was
an unbidden guest, and that no such
sweet blossom could ever gladen a
poor man’'s cottage. Again be beheld
dancers In floating robes, go down
long vistas of light, like bright plum-
aged birds, moving in snd out be-
tween columns of purest marble,

 around tables of siabaster, freighted

Ah! it was worth & thousand Hfe

spake as man never spake, in that
mother’s full, brow? eyes. She could
but sob upon his strong breast, and
kiss him with a mother’s kiss,

John Arch was soon upon his way,
for where the heart is ready the feet
are awift. Small trouble had bhe in
floding out where his uncle and bro-

stone hospital he knew; so weéll. At
the door he met Rose, dressed In plain
yet meat attire, with asoftened face,
and a beaming look of mercy Iin her
fine violet byea. He had told herall,

“It is God's band that opens the
door, and then we see the sin,” said
Rose, solemnly, and then shé held
him back from his settled purpose no
more. The alr was hot and stifling,
snd John opened a small window
that the air might fan the [fevered
cheek of his brother, who waws tossing
about in the wild unrest of delerium.

Duy after day passed, and daye
lengthened luto weeks, and still the

: liclous smlile crept over hig effeminate but the dull, | sky, and its leaden, of The moth- | ' ad ros
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HOTELS.

"MERICAN HOUSE. L. D. Robison, Propristor.
A Front sireet, between Main and College. Good
Feed and Livery Stable in connpection with this

House.
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GUN SMITH.

\ M. F.CRADDOCK, Gun 8mith & Lock Smith.
Shop ot No. 5, Main streei, Brawnville,

Nebraska (uns made Lo order, and repairingdone

prompily st cheap rales. -1y

BLACKSMITHS.

J. W. Gibson,
BL&CRH){ITI[ AND HORSE SHOER, First

street, hatween Main and Atlantic, Brownville,
.‘r.nd Work done to order and satlsfaction guaran-
taad.

BOOTS AND SHOES.

&sz ROBINSON, Boot and Shoe Maker, No.
A 8 Mainstrest, Brownville, Neb. Hasconstanst-
I{nn huod & *ood assortment of Gent's, Lady's,

isses’ and Chlldren's Boots and Shoes. Custom
work done with neatness and dispatch. Repalriug
4o08 92 short notice.

SALOONS.

IOQKPH HUDDART & CO., Peace and Quiet Sa-
Y looa. No. 31 Main street, Brownville, Web. The

snd won, and yet the flerce strife
swept on, and rolled its crimsoning
waves In long snd angry awells, farth-
er and farther toward the South.
Within there was a sudden and great
hush, in those long, dark stained
rooms, where Lut 8 moment before
hundreds of busy lathes were swiftly
turning, from rough bars of metal,
gaily tinted threads of steel and Iron,
that spun rapidly down before the
finely tempered chisels, in long glit-
tering ribbons, sparkling with a
thousand metalic hues, whose keen
edges showed bright specks of elee-
tric light, and erinkled in wierd forms
as they caught and mingled with the
slant December sunbeams, pouring in
long belts through the high factory
windows.

ing man as he was, had a quick eye

give thanks to the party in power.”

and gone to the front.”

bitter sneer, ‘‘he will come up miss-
ing or dead some of these days, and
old file's money."”

John Arch, factory hand and work- | turned away with a bitter pang in his

for and a ready appreciation of the| book, turned it over in bis hands, and

tion murderers? Yoa ecertainly should

“Poor fellows ; oh their poor famil-
ies,” said John, thinking of the men
first, ere he sought to pitty himeelf.
“Oh, they can go as soldiers,”’ eaid
Carl in & sneering voice. *“Govern-
ment should surely support the pau-
pere it makes, As for you, John, that
precious old unecle of yours, old Arth-
ur, you know, has faised a regiment

“Well 2 sald John coldly.

“Why then," replied Carl, with »
his promising nephew will heir the
but

He had no heart to answer,

breast. He took the paper from his

hraln, and did not fortune favor the

natures ever feel iu"the presence of
the strong. Yel there was another
look in those eyes, one of dewy soft«
ness ahd heart-felt longing. It was
her younger boy, her darling that she
thought of now. A deep sigh as she
turned to her labors. Would she ev-
er see him again? Her mother's
heart shrank in fear from the answer.
As John Arch stood before the
glowing grate his gaze become fixed
upon a faded portralt of his uncle Ar-
thur, that uncle who had heired his
father's patrimony, aud as the bitter
trials of the day passed in review be-
fore him, sowething like a°strong
aversion began to spring up in his
breast against one whom he deemed
had unjustly defrauded him of Inher-
rent and lawful rights. Out of the
poor, faded and lifeless shadow he in
vain tried to discover the hard gfasp-

brave and self-reliant? Were others
to dash forever from his hand the
golden wine la the chiliced cup of
love? Was he never to taste the
longed for nectar? Why should not
he wring fortune from the world with
his own strong hand? If factories
stopped, if the land was deluged in
blood, and brave men die in the shock
of poised battle, what was that to
him. He would win in the race, with
Rose or without; if the heart must
corrode let it be for self, and self only.
As his heart, not without a pang, ut-
tered these thoughts, he instinetive-
ly looked up; was it the moaning of
the wind in the ice clad forest, or the
ory of some disembodied presence
freighted with more than mortal
agony, and yet how Ilike the
living accents of his dead friend did

son with whom the mind is in confliet
has been fulfilied at the time, altho’
the persons hiave been separated by
great distance of space.” Was the
dark and fatal glamour of the mystic
(German correct? And could the an-
gered desire of the mind, thro’ these
agencies, plunge, id an instant, an
enemy, down into the darkness of
the abys=s of death? He closed the
book with a shudder; the air of his
chamber became icy ; the fire smoul-
dered low and fitful in the grate, and
the lamp flame flickered as if In the
breath of & charnel house. Had he
wished his unele; the playmate of his
youth, then his loved brother; Carl,
his rival; and darling Rose, dead
and laid to eternal rest in the garden
of the silumberers. His eyes closed,
and his mind seemed wrapt in some
fearful trance. He felt conscious of

creative life of the master's touch,
of broad, sweeping savannahs, hoary
mountains, silver lakelets, and ocean
skelches, wheré the stars seemed to
quiver and gleam in the dim azure of
the crinkling waves. Anon he pa-sed
through chrystal doors into a garden
of serenest summer, roofed with glos-
sy leaves, and whose walls were fres-
coed with goldep, snow-white, and
flame-tipped blossoms, kept ever
green and fresh by chrystal spray
falling from jasper-bossed fountaifis.
The walks were flushed with red ca-
malelias, while yellow jasmines, and
cream-white magnolias, made the air
faint and heavy with perfume. Or he
stood beside a column of pale, white
Parian marble, about which dark,
green ivy hiad been trained to climb.
On the one side grew an English mis-
tletoe, with its dim, opal berries, aad
dark, green leaves.

dark violet elouds. and the alr began
to heave and toss as with the bedlt-
ings of the flerce heart of the storm ;
dun, blue clouds whirled up, and beld
the fitful lightnings in their breast,
while crashing thunder bolts ever and
auon shook the frail beds where the
sick and dying lay. Flerce, rushing
sheets of water poured from leaden
clouds, naught was to be seen but a
dull, black expanse, save when thé
lightning gushed out of the molten
lead of the clouds, and ran shudder-
ing across the sky. With morning
the storm had passed, and as the light
of dawn stole In through thé window
where John tended with lightest
touch and motherly care, George
opened wide eyes of consciousness,
and said. In familiar bome volce:
**Jobu, is that you 7"’

** Yes, it Ia me, George,’’ sald John,

baxt Wines and Liguors keplon hand, it sound. Yet there was naught|ing lines and featuredi of miserl besides that of his own ; ; -
—— e — | shifting kaleidoscope of light falling | gazed in a listless way at the carefully : PR 4. LRCING DRIESSCO A Jobu bad forgotien that It was | hestecing to bim wi maeh
e through the high, time-stalned win-|drawn lioek and Was. be |270und him bt aparkling jos, stain:|greed. whish his mind that afleenoues |1 sha room.  Slowly ae out of SPITb!| Chirlataiind "oSil} NS sw ihid Bo |14 bis face, thet Georys santd bot as-
"""" J. BRAKE, |, . and touching for him, as with | dreams! or ﬁt—c bt | 188 snow, stately trees fo sliver cors- r the lines | . mist wea evolved. 1 placked a UIs of 18, meehauteally.— | ywor, ' God bless for a dasling
: ows, a0d touehieg for hitw o with | dreatuing oo ur SCRICET STt i 6ad Jomilad: frone. wock, swore|cur AJER. Al s fragal supper be [loem, o pmigiand Semel SmblollS Then o gles doot epsmed, Weretgh | rothec. PASY
I]["TISI ming lathes from which potred spark- | the' \nvew. | De8utiful than ever ctussding con- |sought his own room. of "’"‘rw""‘“""’"‘ which B6-eaught the glitter of mar-| 1y w,, Foee that Thie?
ming ! oyt qileror Wore. Gally rang the Christmas ctitmes, | form 8lept By the waves of a far off | yle. The next moment & soft, pink Was took her faca et

== 4 |] Operations Per-
formed In the best

OFrick:
Atresiftenceon Msin

. : stresl.
At Rock Port, Mo., from 1st to Tth of each

ling cascades of steel and irom, and
that changed to a thousand fantastic
forme, the multitude of whirling
wheels, revolving shafts, and moving
belts, and kindling to his vision, in

A pallid golden ray from ouve
of the dark blgh windows fell across
the paper-as it lay spread out upon his
bench, Was there any plcture of
hope in the time to come to be evolv-

blithely down the streets trooped 6ld
and young. Well he knew that the
church was decked in garlandsof liv-
ing green, that the great organ rolled
its sounding notes over & CODZrega-

But John Arch became consclous of
another step beside his own upon the
crisp snow ; at times I§ seemed rlow
and hesitating, then again it cameé

river. Aod how that likeness grew
gud strengthened as it approached
nearer gnd nearer to the entranced
and mroftal form. It wag close beside
him now, and above his bead it held

flush, like a cloud that vulag the rosy
dawn, floated near him. Aud Rose
was at his side. He held the mistle.
s over her and smiled. Then a vi-
sion of a guiet home, of & mother, ro-

by the couch, for John 'had gone

ese his Uncle Arthur, feebla yet, but
able to hovviv w3 an arotahis. —

Little need bad Arthur Arch to tell
Johi what an angel of purity and

month, 3 He had Enown

e the glowing heart of the furnace fires, | ed by cunning fancy out of crank, or|toward him with rapid strides. He . . comfort Rose was. &

1 - — .g:;f.g, weg;rd ptotures of moss ting-|shaft, or cylinder? But ms his eye|scarce need to turn, for well he knew |tion of worshipers, that sweetest, | its long, sttenuated and shadowy fio- | gy.lipped, brighteyed and’ falr, of| ., weeke and weeks'sgo.
A.Bergmnnn&co.. ’ i who it was, His face was cold. hard | purest amongst the swelling voices, |gers, from whose marbled points | two young and loving bruthers, 88| The great stroggle for national life
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ed and trailing ferns, of tropic lilly-
cups deep as Genl’s gobblets, and
briming with aurient wines, of foli-
age, flowers, and cool depths of sum-
mer woods, of rose and smber tinted
jewels, costly fabrics from Eastern
looms, rich in warm and golden col-
ors, and shaded into beauty by the
silver and pearl grays of neutral

1.
EE!A!: 1" thought he, ‘“‘could I but
weave such fancies into the dull warp

of sctual life, what perpetual sum-
mer-land it would make of home,

when flierce wintry winds walled
round my door.”

wandered up the belt of yellow sun-
light falling from the high window,
it became entranced by another pic-
ture; a picture of cottage garden,
summer gay. lying in dewy splendor,
with many a shadowy walk and mos-
sy seat, where a face shone out resy
white, framed in soft waves of golden
brown hair, amidst the shadows of
hotiey suekles and vine bowers, or ir
the glowing sunlight as she moved.
Was it Rose, or but a tempting vision
face from impossible l#nd ?

He crushed the paper in his strong

hand with a fierce regret, It was on-
ly yesterday how complete and per-

arid white as he turned round wait- |89 the sublime anthem ULroke In
ing for the man to come. A young|Waves of song,
man, with soft, fair face, shaded by| cheretis dorn in Bethlohem,”

ringlets of clustering light bair, full| was the voice of Rose. “‘Glad tidings
brown eyes that had a pleading, yet|of great joy.” could come into his life
besitating look, as If expecting & ¥e-|n, more. What cared the petted
pulse. Something haggard in the|pejce of the wealthy iron monger,
face told of dissipation, and a some-| fr the poor, despised and abandoned
thing in the yieldlng lines of the working man. Rose would in due
mouth of 8 weak will and a desire to | ime wed her cousin Carl, she would
do and act as others might dictate. | wear costly jewels, and live in a man-
One of nature's dainty sybaritﬂ. like gion rieh in pn]nunn and aarble. A
Persian rose leaves, whose sea of life | great durkuess fell upon his soul,
should always wear a tranced sum-|black elouds of anger gathered dull
mer calm. A womnan might have

will to men,

and sullen over his mind, his hour of

poured molecular dtreams, like shift-
ing, wavey sparkles of white light,
that fell upon his head and seemed to
wrap him with a balo of electrie scin-
tillations, throogh whose edying mist-
wreaths fell, shower-like, to finest
diamond dust, each particle incan-
descent with a thousand points.

He awoke as from a dream ; a flerce
smile, as of anger or tritmiph, passed
over his countenance. Could his Un-
cle Arthur be dead, and he left gs the
sole possessor of his wealth? The
shadowy presence had slowly with-
drawn to the lar corner of the room ]
ita form grew indistinet. and an unde-

they bung, in childish glee, their
stockings by the chimney héarth on
Christmas Eve, Did he pity his al-
most forgotten brotber, then? It
must bave been 8o, fo¥ the kindling
light on the face of the presence Was
almost triumphant pow.

The church was dark afd silent,
and its aisles werfe chill as theé vaulls
of a tomb. A faint, magnetie Fight
showed only where the presence still
stood with {is imploring, oulstretcbed
bends. He wasa conscious of it all.
and yet the vision still swept on and
away; where, he knew not, but he
was conscious of icy feld, snd moan-

still went on. The then President
and Secretary—but now the immor-
tal and laurelled dead—began fully to
gee the heginning of the end: Anoth-

Chriatmas Eve had camé,
» And opward far 10 meet the starlight,
Swept thelr sounding chimes.”

Again Jobn and Rose, Ais Rose
now, sat together in that old church,
where they had loved and worshiped
8o loag ago. And close beside Rose
sat Uncle Arthur. SBhe was his loved
and l6ving dsughter. And was not
th&t stately mansion of grahite and
marble whith he bad bLullt and adorn-
ed, her and her busband’s home.—

DOWN WITH M : b As these pleasant fancies filled fora yielded to any plea offered by the ap- | revenge would come some day, and :
quart or gallon at ,Td‘.’f;&“iu.‘?"‘““ﬂ?&}' moment his mind, his hand mechan- fect, but How useless now. Jobn Arch pealing glamces from those wistfal| hose who now stood between him |fined sgony, as if striving for mortal | ing, leafless woods. There were dark And in the pew before ﬂ:'!: :I'
Simmaae at &
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jcally opened & memorandum book
and came in contact with a rustling
bit of paper, upon which were anum-
ber of carefully drawn and original
designs. They were his own, and
many & year of weary, patient labor
had they cost bim. Already they
bad been submitted to the imspection
of Mr. Winthrop, the owner of the
factory, and pronounced of the high-
est practical value by & number of
skilled and experlenced workmen.
These cunningly devised drawings
were to be his passport to future pro-
motion. True, be already beld an
tmportant position in the factory, but
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when his Istent talent should be fully
recognized what might he not expect
and obtain in the wWay of advanoe-
ment and soccess, and then Rose

T what meant this sudden si-
Jence? The great engine had sud.
denly ceased to pulsate; its hot pant-
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ing breath grew hushed in the still-
pess ; the great eylinders revolved for
a moment in & tired way sod then
gtopped, and the noise of shafts, and
wheels, and belting, and lathes stop-
ped with a drowsy lull, and the great
heart of the factory bad ceased to
moment Johm Arch

went slowly out into the eold, stirless
aud frosty air. It had snowed the
night befare, and the world looked
dead and wrapped in its coffin shroud.
Above, through rifts of pearl, the blue
sky shown, and beyond the western
hills, ridged in swathing ice, lay vio-
let drifts of amber tinted clouds,
John Arch wandered idly down by
the slopeing factory sheds, where the
earth wore dark stains from coroding
iron, and yellow biotches of stunted
grass grew about huge stacks of rusty
ore and slag. The plre smow was
stained with their coutact and thick-
ly covered with flakes of soot from
the smoking chimneys. Theré was
no need for him to hurry now, a great
pause had come into bislife. He had
no further work to do. No need to
hurry home.and tell to bis kind old
Joving mother the ead, sad news, 80
he turned from his trodden pathway
home, into n by lané thal skirted the
foot of the hille, and led sway from
the town into the deep woods beyond.
Weary of lite as he was, be could not
help remarking that the winter, cold
aod dead a» it looked, had a regal
beauty of its own, even amid the sad’
thoughts of home, of his futore pros-

brown eyes; but John Arch owned
to no such womanish softness. As
his brother drew near he met him
with a word as sharp as a blow.

“George,” he forgot himself in us-
ing the pet name, ‘‘you have told me
falee agsin,”’

Was it the pallid light of a dying
winter day, or the flush of wounded
pride or sorrow that spread over the
young man’s face.

“John, you are bard on me; you
always were,”” he began, piteously.
Had Johu Arch any weakness? Was
not streugth, manly and upright, his
{deal? It may have been his deca-
logue to conquer, and, if needs be,
die in the struggle, rather than do
wrong, but was not that a faith grand-
er thun all the weak creeds of men?
And was not he, the elder, the judge
of a frail snd erring younger broth-
er?

“Apd do yon, George,’”' he sald,
“eount it no hardship that I should
have wrecked my happloess to save
you from the just punishment of &
erime? In vain will you ask me for
money. My purse is already empty,
and ere the winter is passed famine

and the cherished hopes of life should

bitter waters.

If a blank now comes In our slory,
it but resembles the lives of poor mor-
tal men. There are pauses in the
great drama, of days, of years, when
life wears the semblance of death,
when no outward impress is marked
upon the tablets of the soul, and when
a dull inertis steals over the brain,
and thestrained tnstruments respond

sleep in the silent city of the dead.

done and éaffered for the right, and

pects, and of Rose, the darling of bie

 msy stalk in at our mother's door.”

be made to drink deep of its cup of

no mote to the vital forces of acting
life than does the cofined forms that

Christmas bad passed and gone, with
all its joys and sorrows, Its gay and
sordid life, its petty cares and passion-
ate loves, its grandeur of great things

its death on flield and flood, amidst
loving friends, and by the quiet hearth
of many & home. Jofrr Arch bad
again found employment, yet in &
much smaller way and st gresatly re-
duced wages ; still what he now earn-
ed was sufficient for the support of
himself and mother; hé pursued in s
dull, mechanical way bis round of
daily labors, giving but smiall heed to
the affairs of men and thinge around|

speech, dwelt upon its cold linemeuts.
It wrung its pale phantom handsand
the air seemed to vibrate as with
proans of anguish. A wave, as of
clashiing Christmas ehimes from high
church belfry, swept down the frosty
air.

Some forgotten memories of the
long ago may have been born to the
spirit of John Arch on their ringing
peals. For again the stern face sof
tened, and the eyes closed as of sieep.
Agsin the ghostly presence drew
nigh ; its form dilsted and brightened,
and from fts paltid flugers soft spar-
kles of lWminotw light poured down
upon the slumiberer’s head, as if its
subtle, phosphorescent particles were
seeking to penetrate and diffuse its
bright wavelets through bis brain.—
But with it, and in a momeant, there
erashed down through lobe and
sphere of brain, the sharp cry of the
news-boy : '* Latest news from the
geat of war!” It was but the work
of s moment to rush out and obiain a
copy. It was brief news; only “a
skirmish at an lgsignificant gap in
the Blus Ridge. Four privates and a
Colone! killed.”” But the last one
bore the name of Arthur Arch.—

cricison sfains from clotted blood up-
ou the snow, snd the wreck and ruin
of battle strewn around. There were
heavy columns of armed and moving
men, and the tramp of swiftly nysreh-
ing squadrous. There were streets of
wall teuts, and a long stone building,
from whaoss roof floated a yellow flag.
He knew it was an hospital. He bad
wo power to turn sway, sod already
he was within its walls., Stretched on
either side were long rows of cols,
and upon them weré siretehed stal-
wartli men, suflering, wrosning sod
dying from stark snd fearful wounds.
There were shattered limbe, malmed
and tractured jaws, and gaping, fes-
tering wounds, frightful to bebold.—
Upon the cot nearest to him, was a
middle aged, strong faced man. As
his eyés betame used to the light, be
began fo wonder where he had scen it
before. Indistinct memories of the
face, and the faded picture above bis
mother's mantel, slowly formed in
his mind, until they became realities,
and in another moment bLe koew I}
was Arthor Arch.

As he cast his eye down the long
array of cots, it rested at lust upon

ope o the farther corner of the room,

George and his mother.
world of pure, deep, Loly love shone
from the liguid depths of those great
brown eyes, as she looked at her dar-
ling. It was her youth of life and
love that she saw reflected back from
his pale, fair festures, and wistful,
looging eyes. Next to her hong an
empty sleeve. It wasalways in her
hands when she was by his side. Did
she "feel the thrilling touch of a lost
hand io those loose folds? Ah! the
presence was bright and glovified now.
It filled the church, ths earth; It
miogled with the star dust that shown
around, away and beyond, snd %
swept In widening folds bread af
space and eternities of time.
e

“T'Il take a glass of your divine nec-
tar,” said a young man 1o a laget beer
saloon the other day. ““Vat gésdot?’
gikeéd the walter. "1 wanta gobled
dratn of the extract of the somaifer-
ons hop.” *“We o't gob hesm,'
answered the wailes. “Numbskull,
bring me 4 glass of 1.{" ()" The
walter went to the bar-keeper and In-
formed him that & crazy man wanted
& glass of beer, but didn’t know ho
to ssk for it. T kees he ton’t mooc
Engihb speak,’” sald the barkeeper.
Most eve ::ody thougiis the barkeep-
or WiR , ‘
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