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CHRISTMAS VOICES.

VER hills and lower plains
Clash a thousand bells ;
Each the same great truth proclaims,
Fach the story tells;
014, old story, ever new,
Wondrous story, ever true.
shepherds watching once by night,
Watching long ago,
Heard a seraph choir bright
Murmur soft and low—
Good-will and love, love and good-wiil,
Then angels spoke and all was still.
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THE LILY OF FAR-AWAY ALLLEY.

BY LOUISA DALTOXN.

1.

@ OW the alley. ecame by its name robody

2) scemed Lo know. It wascertainly very far

away from the sunshine and everyihing

else that was pure and sweet; but then it

was painfully near to the smoke of the city and

all things that were foul and dreadful.  The

Wail sail onee, when somebody told him what

a beautiiul place HMeaven was, that he reckoned

the alley was named becruse it was so lar away
from that happy country.

The Wail was o dwart, and no one knew posi-
tively how old be was; 1 don’t think he knew
himsell. 1le was called The Waif beeausc on
several oceasions he hal been invited to o waifs’
Christnas dinner. 'The people in the alley had
no iden what the word “waif ” meant, only that
this little fellow was one, and that he had no
regular home. So, as most of the denizens of
the alley had some sort of a place to erawl into
at night, The Wait acquired a kind of distine-
tion among them ; and they were proud of him,
and had long ago forgotten whether his name
was Dick or Billy, or anything at all.

His body was well proportioned, but very
smal) ; and although there was a tradition that
he was twenty years old, he had a round, baby
face, and looked like a wise child. As for his
heart, s ginnt might have been proud of it; for
many years of knocking aronnd the worst sec-
tion of the city hul failed to make him actually
bad—though he could not be called innocent, 1
am afeaid. A sympathetic heart was beating in
that little breast, and every one had some kind-
ness of his to remember. And many poor homes
would have been sharved with him, but he was
used to the iife of a vagabond, and preferred o
bed on an old cont, with his feet tucked intoa
box of #havings, to any sheller the crowded
houses had to offer. He seemed so happy that
many a lad who was heaten at home longed to
be like him, & waif, free as air.

‘There was anew family in Far-Away Alley.
An English miner had, with his wife and chil-
dren, sunk Iower and lower in regard Lo prosper-
ity and neighborhoods, until he had landed there.
A number of boys, The Wail in their midst,
were discussing the new artival. The red cheeks
of the English peopie bad attracted their atten-
tion. Red cheeks, unless cansed hy fever, were
not common in Far-Away Alley. :

“The girl haint no red cheeks,” said The
Waif. “She looks just like a potato a-growing
in the cellar. Do any of yer fellers know how
angels look ?’ :

“\Why, wot's angels ?” asked the faller of the

roup.

“Well, angels—isonly angels. Didn’t yerever
see piclures of ’em? They've got long, shining
hairand wings; they can fly.  And that English
girl looks like one. But, my eye, kids! hereshe
comes herself.”

Yes, a thin girl, led by a boy, was stowly walk-
ing their way. 'There was n strange expression
on her face. She was looking at them, yet did
not seem Lo sce them.

“\Where’s a bread shop, please?” asked the
hoy.

The sight of the pale child, looking like a
white flower dropped into & guiter, aroused the
better natures of the lads, and in an instant
about ten ikindly offered to show the way.

“My sister's blind, you know,” voluntcered
the strange boy, as they moved on with two
guides.

Blind! blind, like the poor old beggar whose
dog led him about ; all the light ol day, orwhat
little there was in the alley, shut out as if a
black curtain had fallen! The rest of the boys
stood still and looked at one another in silence.
They bad no line words, although they were
moved.

Thit wag enongh.

B.‘]‘]It must be rough to be blind,” tinally said
ill.

“Well, T don’t know as there's any fine sights
here tomiss,” ventured another.  * Perhaps that
girl will think we're alf dudes with stovepipe
hats on,” he added, with a smile, at the same
time kicking his bare toe against the broken
curbing,

“Shutup ! eried The Wail,  “She's a-coming
back.”

_Fhe hoy carried a loal of Lread, and led his
sister.  “ il be out pretlty soon amd get ac-
quainted,” he enlled, Jooking over his shoulder.

In alew minutes an animated talk was going
on, spired by theadvent.of the givl who locked
like an angel. [t cannot be quoted literally.
Those lwds were children of the strect; their
conversation was that ol thicves and vagrants,
and mnst be translated for these columns. But
the new boy, whose name proved to be John,
was of a different type; and there was hut little
of the conrseness of the slums about his speech
as he went on, in answer Lo eager inquiries:

“ Yes, she's my sister.  She's twelve, I'm ten,
She’s blind from ketehing cold when she had
scarlet fever,  That was when we wasn’t soawful
poor. She don’t know how poor we are now,
Mothier’s kept it from her. We let her think
this is a pretty nice place to live in, but 1 think
its the worst | cver saw. MHer name’s Lily.
She’s awful good, and somehow she makes other
folks good. They’re so sorry for hier, I expeet.
Mother's feeling awful, ’cause we shan’t be able
to have a Christmas ¢elebration this year, and
the time is drawing near. Lily was born on
Christmas Day .

“ Christmas don’t never come here to any-
body,” spoke up a boy—“ouly to The W,
That's him—that Jittle chap on your right, who
forgot to grow any after he was seven years old.”

When the lnugh cansed by this sally had sub-
sided, The Wail gpoke.  “Boys,” hesaid, “some-
ow 1 don’t take much comfort thinking of that
there dinner; and if' they comearound this year
a~giving out tickets, I'm going to ask ’em il
bhnd girl what looks like a hungry angel ean’t
have it instead of me.” '

“ JHooray !” shouted  tall boy approvingly.

“Yes,” the little fellow went on ; “and maybe
some of you kids ¢can help her have a Christmag
too. What makes her happy the most?” he
asked, addressing the English boy.

“Oh, she's happy anyway!  She imagines
things; makes believe, you know.  Butif there’s
anything she dotes on it’s muasie, especially hand
organs.”

“ Apy particular tune ?”

“Yes; she likes ‘ Swanee River and ‘Home,
Sweet Home!" Guess she likes ‘ Home, Sweet
Home! best, though. Do you know it ?”

“ No,” answered The Wal.

“Most of our homes is just places Lo go and
get licked when the old man’s drunk,” explained
a looker-on.

“ Now, kids,” continued The Waif, “what do
you say to giving that blind girl a treat when
Christmas comes round? Pl tind out what
hand organ man will charge to play cvery fifteen
minutes all the afternnon, and have every other
tune ‘Home, Sweet Home !  Then we'll rstle
round—at something hounest, mind you—and
chip in enough to pay him.”

The idea was so novel that the boys were sur-
prised into agreeing before they knew it,

“And,” smd John, “ Il get her to tell yon a
story, a true one, about Christmas. She’s great
at telling stories.”

So the meeting broke up, the boys going their
various ways, The Wail wiping his eyes on his
sleeve. As he passed the old house where the
English family lived, & little song Hloated out into
the smoke and gloom,—

“ Be it ever so humble,
‘Iiere’s no place like home.”
And he knew it was the blind child singing.

In due time an Italian organ grinder was en-
gaged for the day before Christmas for fifty
cents. He had atb first wished to have seventy-
five for hisservices, but had lowered his price
when he heard that Lily was blind; and he
would fix the instroment so that every other
tune should be her favorite.

II.

The 24th of December was clear and warm for
the season.  Lily had entered heartily into the
scheme of story-telling, and had her own little
secret besides,  She had no iden of the rags and
squalor of the alley ; it was fuil ol c¢hildren who
had never heard the beantiful Christmas story.
Mis. Perking, who took n
washing, had put her tubsout of doarsand given
upa wholeroom for the oceasion. At the proper

monment The Wail gave a signal, and the hand
organ struck up.  When the music wasover Lily
began, Her voice was clear, though low, and not
a word escaped her listeners.  Strajght on she
went, tefling in her own way of the Babe and
His Mother; of the Child Jesus, and then of
the Man and His agonizing death. *“ And.” she
ended, “ He died for poor folks just as well as for
vich folks; for He was poor too, He had no-
where to lay His head, and He never had a

“beautitnd Christmas like this, with music and

everything lovely in it.” The Wail was weep-
ing, with po attempt at conecalment,  “ And
now,” the blind girl went on, * here's a lady who
wants Lo talk to yon.”

Miss Bowen stepped from o corner, and told
them how some kind people had built a home
for boys who had no other, and how even hoys
with homes were invited there on the blessed
Christmas  Day ; and she told them how a few
days before she had come to thealley to look for
ehildren, and had first of adl found tittle Lily,
who was their friend, sind who had planned 1his
surprise for them. “ And,” she concluded, *1
want every one of vou to take dinner with me
to-morrow.”

“Will she g0 ?? asked one, with an awkward
mation to indicate Lily. And when the lady
smiled and nodded yes they allshouted. and The
Wail gave thesignal for the hand organ tostrike
up again,

SAnd toey did go, cach with as deeent garments
as he conld muster, to St Joseph’s Home, of
which Miss Bowen was the presiding spirit, and
to the building of which her fortune had been
given. Andafter High Mass in the chapel, st
which the boys were awe-stricken and delighted
attendants, there was 2 real old-Laghioned Christ-
mas dinner and & warm suit of clothes for every
cuest,

Here would be a good place to end my story,
with the boys of Far-Away Alley learning to
love the One who died for them: but there is
more to tell, DBesides, this is not a Christmas
story. .

That night The Wail conld not slecp. [t was
not. the cold that kept him awake; l(or the
weather was mild, and he had asnog place nnder
a doorstep. 1t was the new, strange message
which kept his brain in a whirl,

“ Christ died for me—me, n poor dwarl in Far-
Away Alley! D'vestole, and drunk a little too
much sometimes, and lied, and yet He died for
me, and will lorgive me if Pmsorry. And He
started 2 Chureh when He was on earth, and 1
¢an be in it and there's nobady so—what’s
that? Tire!”

Thin tongnes of flame were bursting out.of an
old wooden louse in that narrow street. He
sereamed with ali his m ght, and then some one
gave thealarm,  In less time than it takes to
tell it the alley was swarming. Fire engines
rattled over the stones, and oxders were shouted.
Suddenly, above it all, & woman’s voice was
heard.

“ My baby ! my baby ! Ly the corner room up
there. 1 thought Jim had her safe.”

The fiveman hesitated to mount the Jadders
which were placed against those burning walls ;
but The Whif, his body that of a child, but his
muscles those of a man, wasup one of them
lile a cat. He swung himself into the window,
snatched the little one (who was sound asleep),
and dropped it into & blanket held below, just as
the roof fell in. Some timbers eanght him and
held him. The people saw himand worked like
madmen, in order to reach him before the tire
did. He was trying to be brave, but the smoke
was choking him. Just then a clear voice arose
above the shouts and the crash of falling walls.
Lily was as near as they would let her go, and
was calling to him to keep up his courage. Just
then the man lifted a beam ofl' his chest, and
the tlames burned his hair—but he was saved!

* @ * * % I o

Far-Away Alley is no more. The lire wiped
it out, and then began an ern of improvement
in the neighborhood. Wide sireets were made,
and its inbabitants found homes elsewhere. The
Wail is a wail nomore; he is auseful and hon-
ored inmate of St. Joseph’s Home, and has been
named James Bowen by Chureh and Staie,

And Lily 2 An oculist say's she may sce again
before Jong: but whether she does or not, she
will, we are sure, always be the happy, loving
Lily, whose version of the “old, old story”
soltened the hearts of the Loys in Far-Away
Alley. °
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A Western paper says, “ A child was run over
by n waggon three years old, and cros-eyed,
with pantlets on, which never spoke after-
wards.”




