DecexBER 24, 1881,

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.
in the field with thelr focks abiding,

Thay lny on thadewy gronnd |

And patient ander the sturlight

‘The sheep 18y whita arvund ;

When the Hght of the Lord streamed o'er thew,
And o1 from the beaven above

An ange) Jesvod fram tha glary
Aund sang this song of love «

He rang, that firet sweaet Cliristinag
‘The song that shall never crnan—
*OGlory to flod in the higheat

Oun enrth god witl and penas.”

“'To you in the eity of David

A Spviour is born lodday !

And suddasly 4 bost of the heavenly ones
Flashed forth to joia in the lay !’

1) never hath swreter messnge

Thrilled home to the sanis of men,

And the heavens themaelves hind naver honrd
A gladder chulre Gl then,

For they sang that Chirlatinaa Carot
That never on rutth shali repen :

T Olory 1o Ghed in the bighiret

On eanth good will and peace,

And the shephurds eawe to the matger,
And grzed onthe Haoly Child,

And anlily o'er that irndie rade

The Virgin Mother amiled ;

And the sk y, In the star lit silenen,
Reemod full of the angel tuy .

“To you, in the cliy f Duvid,

A Saviour is bora to day ™

Oh they satg--and | ween that pever
The Carol oo earth shall censn -

“Hlory to Giod in the highe
On earth yrinal wiil and peace.”

Ty Fecextmertins or Buroirts. At the
battle of Peach Orchard when MeClellan was
making a change of tuse, a Mickigsn infantry-
mau fell to the gronud as if shot stone dead, and
was left Iyingin a beap as the regitnent chayged
pesition.  The ball which hit him fimt ik

ton off his enal, tore the watch out of hie vest
weket, and then struck the man just over the
heart, und was stopred there by & woug baok in
hia shirt pocket.  He was unconscions for theee
uarters of an hour, snd it wax g full menth le.
ore the Wlack and Nlue spot disappeazed AL
Pittebury Landing, a member of the Twelfth
Michigan Regimuent of Tofantry stooped to yrve
2 woutnded tan a drink from s cantesn,
While in the act, a Luliet abmed at e frcast,
struck the canteon, turned aside, passed througl
the tuedy of a wman and bured eeldf fn the Joy
of & horer.  The cantren was split open, and
dropyed to the ground in halves. At the seeraed
battle of Ball Hun, av n New York infantrvman
was passing his plug of to

baceo 1o a comrade,

a bullet struck the plog, ghaneed off, and curied |

itarif it x knagmack.  The tobacen was roilad up
like a hall of shavings, wed currind a hondred
fert awav.  Directly in the hue of the balint
was the head of a Teatenant, and had not the
bullet been detlected, L would certmnly have
received 11 As it was be hadd both eves flied
with tobeen dust, andd bl to be fed to the tear.
At Brandy Station one ol Custer's troopers had
his left stirrupestrap cat away by a grape-shot,
which pas-e:d between his leg and the horse,
blistering hits skin as 1f @ redohot 1ran had been
wsed.  He diomountsd to ascertsin the extent
of his njuries, and as be hent over, a buliet
knocked ol his hat and kitded his horse,  lu
the same tight was & traoper who had suffered
aeveral duys with a toothache, In a hal-to
hand tight he pecvived apastol ball in his right
cheek. It knocked off s aching double touth
and paxsed ous of the left-hand corner of his
mouth taking ateng a part of an upper touth.
The joy of teing vl of the toothache wax so
great that the trouper could not be mude to go
to the rear to have his wound dressed.  An ob-
jeet, hawever trithng, will turn the bullet from
s true course. This was shown one day at the
remount camp in Peasant Vallev,  They had a
“ bull pen” :\u-n-. in which about 560 bonnty
jumpers anid other hard caws were under guarnd.
tinee in a whily one of thexe men would make »
break for hiberty.  Ervery sentinel in position
would open fire, and it did not matter in the
least if the map ran towanl the crowded camp.
On this oveasion the prisoner muade for the
camp and as many as six shots were fired at him
without effect.  vUne of the bullets entered the

teut of a captain in the Twelfth Peonsylvania)

cavalry, He was Iying down, and the course of
the bullet would have huned it in hix chest.
Fortunately for him s candle by which he was
reading sat ou a stand between him and where
the bullet entered,  This was struck amd et
squars in twe, and the lighted end dropped 1o
the floor withont being sumfed out.  The ball
wa~ deflected and baried in the pillow under the
officer’s heal, pasaed ont of that and through
his tent into the one behind ity passed between
two and brought up against a camp kettle.
There is in Detroit, Mich., o man who was
wounded five times in less than ten minutes, at
Fair Oaks.  The first ballet entered hin loftarm
the secopd guve him a sealp wound ; the third
hit him in the foot ; the fourth buricd wtsel( in
his shoulder: the Gfth entered his right leg.
While he wus being earried to the rear, the first
two wen who teok him were killed.  While his
wounds wera being dressed,an exploded shell
aliost buried him under au avalanche of dirt,
In being removed further to the rear, a ranaway
ambulanee horse enrried him half a mile and
dumped him out, and yet he is seemingly hale
and hearty aund walks without a imp, .~ Phreno-
fogical Journal (New York).

JANAD

UNDER THE CHRISTMAS SNOWV,

The wild, black night stoops down without p atar,
Above the T'yrol’s annws — '
l)un:r! from the icy lands of night afar
The wugry north wind Liowy ; °
Behind tha storw the Chrlstmans moon is shiving,
HBeyond the night the barnld angsla xing
My not w whisper of that far sweet carol '
[he raving vight-wind« bring.

l.'ml'r.r their snuw fringed axves, far dawn the vallay,
The winduw punes shine roddy throngh the storm

And rverywhara the Jittly rosy fancas '
Crowd 1n the firelight warin—

By every henrth same voles is aoflly telling

; How, in the midnight, far and fur BWAY,

The unynin aang, und Christ the Child of Mary,
Was born oo Christmas Day.

The wind awespa roaring round the rocking belfry,
he bells swake and slug :
Faghiron thngue tukes up the glad old story
Of Christ, the Child—of Curist, the Lord of Glory—
Of peace on marth they ring |
Atthe high Altar !l the priosta xee chanting ;
L.ike yanuw atara the Christinas candien Hare ;
‘The dim bloe smoke-wreatha from the
fenners
Flost faint und sweet ulonyg the frosty alr;
Tbere in thu little cradie lies the Babe,
By hoeeling peasants worahiped, as of old
The Three Wise Kinigs irom out the murning-lands
Unto s masyger brongbt, with reverent hande,
The myrrh and spice sod gold.

swinging

But up above, among the roaring pines,
The drifted depthe of anow,
No cenwers awing, ne yellow tapar shioes,
No lighted sitars glow ;
And, pale, with blosd drops aprinkled, from His Cross,
As from His throse ou bigh,
Watehes above the world of nigbt aod storm
The Carist of Culvary.

There at the wayside Rood one woman, lying,
Like Mugdalene of o),

Hearn the sturmn’s ungry voirea sweeping, dying.
Far up the mnnntain peak’s eternnl cold.

Wurm 0o her,breast o littie huad ia creeping ;
She feeln it atis atd thnll—

Atd un the suft Ths of the baly sleepiog
A Ureath of Summer still

The wenry, apbill road Hes dark behind per,
Traveimt in tal and paina,

. And down the valiey wlopea the chimen seem calling
the barrel of hia gun, glanced and struck a bot !
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Her it feet home again,

She hears them faintly on the night wind swingiog,
S0 far and sweet anad Jow—

Nhe herrs the echo of 1the chornl siuging
Huorse ot the gusta of snow -~

Ctiloria §n Eresdais— Domane [

§ e dying jips tnke up the angels’ song -

Y Hear we Lant Christ from cut Fhy hume in glory,
Ated B me—Thou art stroage?

Nay, pay . not me ! Oh, Jesu of the mavarer,
Bethiehrm and Calvary—

Oh, Holy €Cnild, whom o ‘Thy mother cradiad,
Take upmy chiitd 10 Thee!

The suow i drifting—driftivg—
My tert ainh deep—nn deep !

Stoop dess, dear [ord 1 My arme sre wenry hiling
The Uittie lawh avlesp !

Thsne whins are atrooy, and death will never reach Leor,
tinee o6 Thy wonnded breast—

Lift ber, o, Lard ! dndd et the snowdrift take me—
And let me—rest

‘The night {ies dark ou ber eyelids,
The spuowdskes choke her breath
[ut shie lifts the child Tike a glowing ruse
From ber ebilied Losom's death
And e’ from the Bigh Croee fensened,
T wo pailed - pierced Hrods renelr down,
And ail the tlgbtin fowied
Witn ight frum a thorny rrowa.
Acd the starm dirs nway in sticace,
And the wind 18 atH '
Only the chimes srennlioR
Pescw and goodwiiis
And ibe hasts of enrth apid heaven
Take up the okl old stmin—
Joy afler alos forgiven,
And Peace tur Pain !

The wiid, binek night stoopa doswn withoo? o star,
The earth liea dead and cuid—

And evid sbeve the mother asd the chitd
The vast, white dritfts are rollad

And the paile Porm ujpvrn the wayside croskae
Looks worn and weary down —

The biood-drops vf the pasrton un His side,
The sharp theros for His erowo ;

But, high above the deatb of Calvary,
The risen Christ stands mikd—

At Hix dear feet in peace the mother hies
And on His bregnt, the child !

Beliud the aplimered ivce peake slowly larning
The day rolie apits tire,
Aloug the elernal nnow -fetds wulks the morniog.
And, high in Beaven. atd higher,
The crimson glory deode the dyiog bLige.
The white stury vae by vne
Gio bk Lo heaven, and the nisgcht 4 done—
The loag worid s.darknesds meits in Hght wway,
Out of the BEast has nsen the Nivran! Sun,
And Christ briogs Chrstmas Day!

VARIKETIES.

Tut Iate Rishop of Lichfield, who was alike
remarkable for wit and learning (he translated
into elegant Latin in one mght, the address of
the Bishops at the Pan-Auyglican Counail), way,
not lung before his death travelling in o ndlway
earriage in Fogland, when a bustering man ex-
clattned, ' 1 should hike to meet that Biabop of
Lichtield ; I'd put a question to hio that would
puzie him"" ** Very well,” sarl a volve out of
another corner ; ** now is vour time for L am the
Bishop.” The man wax rather staith d, bt pre-
sently said, © Well, my lord, cin you tell e
the way to heaven ' ** Nothing eaver,” an-
swered the Bishop ; ** yon have only to turn to
the right, and gostraght forward.”

Tue Rive iy Magstack -~The objection to
the use of 1 Ting in the IATFlage ceremony was
felt by Puritaus geuerally, in Fugland as well
ns here, even by those who o uo sciples
about the solemmzation of the rite by amnnster,
e wain grownd of this ubjection was ihie com-
mwon Wea that the ring was symbuolicabin such a
sensv as to imply the sweramental character of
waitinge.  The ring wias used in espousals by
the ancient Greeks and Rowany, but was not
usedd by them ns o purt of the murviage cerenony.
1n the church it continued to be used in be-
throthal, us a symbol of the tie which has
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been formed ; but in the marriage rite ‘itgelf it
was probably not used until aliout the tenth
century. The introduction of the marriage-ring
was probably derived from the custom of giving
the ring, with the statl to bishops at their con.
secration.  Whether correctly or not, the cere-
mony of placing the ring on the bride's finger
was helid to indieate the sy mbolic and Sacramen-
tal nature of marriage itself. The couples of
Puritan descent who go through the form of
bestowing and receiving the ring, at the present
day, certainly have no such dogmatic associa.
tion }vilh what they regard as a harmless and
pleasing custom. But there is no ground for
flinging stones at their Puritan ancestors who
were in the thick of the battle with Rumish
thenlogy, and who felt called upon to scrutinize
the usages which had cowe down from times
when Christianity waa taught in a perverted
forns, and the rights of the laity were absarbed by
the clerical body. —Pror. J. P. Fisner.

DAN WHEELER'S BEAR
STORY.

AN ORIGINAL SKETCH BY ARTHUR T, GRAHAM.

Bears don’t never show fight unless there
druv’ 1 Wul, praps you know a good deal,
young man, awel p'raps sgain you aint altogether
a Salomon.

Wal, yes, I reckon 1 hev’ seen a bear turn on
a feller promiscuous like, and what's more the
frller w s just the party you're speaking to, and
he don’t want another slice off the same cake,
vou bet.

Want to hear the story. Wal, I suppose,
uow. 'Tan't much of & story, that's so.  More
kindd of 4 curions experience, as them book
muking fellers eall it. T told it toone of them
surt » while ago, o civil spoken chap enough,
tho' | allow he was u poor shot.  Seemi=d awful
anxious to gt a bear though, and we got him
ot amongst ns that he thinks he shot to this
duv. Yes, he said he calenlated to fix this "ere
yarn P'moagoin” to tell yon up in one of them
magazines | think it wa-, but T never heard no
more of it sence.

Wal, about that bear. It was quite a while
ago, somewhere about ifty years, | a‘wuld Judge.
How old am T now ¢ Wal boss, I reckon you'li
hev' to take your ewn hearings and strike an
average. Anvways | was a youngster then, "way
back on Red River,  tt was pretty rough work
living up around there, you san helieve, but the
huntin' was tirst rate Jand we had a pretiy lively
crowd, mostly voung fellers like myself, and we
tizured out to have wlble good times, and make
money too most o the while, for furs were plenty
and the Company paid up fair and square.

{ remember the particler day, I'm telling you
about same as if it was yesterday, Ope of the
half-breeds, ¢ Skimny Pete’ as he was known in
camp,came in late one uight all exetted like "bout
the trail of 4 farge bear that he had struck on
the out-kirts of the blneberry swamp, that lay

about aomile and o balf to the north of our
vatiping grouud,  Him big as batfalo,” de-
clared the ludian.””  ** Plenty fine hunt to-
morrow, plenty bear-meat; Pete plenty like
bear,” snd he rubbed his bread basket affection-
ate hike, thinking o what was goin’ into it.

Tue boys mostly took Pete’s yarns jest for
what they was worih, and we coneluded he was
probably iayin’ 1t on extra thick in the matter
o size.  Suil he warnt likeld to be much out
where a bear's  trail was consarned, and we
turned in early, sa's to be about fust thing next
mornin’ after the durued critter.

Wal, maybe turnin’ in is suunthin’ of a large
word, seein’ as how we on'ly hat to roll our.
~eives up in our butfalos and court the embraces
o' Murphy, as young Doctor Weston, the
scholar of our pariy used to call it He was o
sttt feller, that Jdoctor, knowed most every-
thing, and vould write out a Laten prescription
wost as struight as he coald shoot, and that was
steagght-ind, vou ean bet vour boots.

Old Phoaebus Potle (that's the sau, on'ly
tother seetss Riuder wore poetieal) did'nt get
in o great deal shend of us next mornin’,  We
started pight out, soou as it was light,  Pete
rought his dogs along, a nnghty ornery crowd
1o jook at, vou g¢an believe, but ** good "uns to
go." 1Us a queer thing, boys, that the nglier o
eur s, often tunes the better bear dog he seems
to nnke. Kind o low of uature maybe.,  Hvery
dog's good tor sunthin® | suppose, sune as every
tefier, though there’s crowds of "em lellers |
tean ot dogs) seess as though they was made
by tutstake somenow. But dogs is useful mostly
for one thing or another, and when you get a
cur, as ugly as sin, and seemin’ly ‘thout a good
plnt about him anywheres, just you try him on
bear, atd it's & hundred chanees to one it you
don't maybe just strike his vo —cation, right
thero. v

Wal, we started as | said, Pete leadin® with
the dogs "a following him, p'raps a bhall a
dozen 1 all, and the rest of us, tive altogether,
or X unaybe, iu Londian tile, sneakin® along thro
the ctacktin® branches and dead leaves, as quiet
as tield widee, sud never a word spoke awong us.
Tt was just about the commencement of the fall,
and there was a heap o leaves and dead bush
that made it thunderin’ hard work to tiavel
yuiet like.

Our camp was tixed in a little clearing protty
nigh the top of a hill that sloped down gradual
may be three parts of # mile or more towands
the blucberry swamp 1 told you of. © The river

run elear through this hill pretty nigh north
and south, passin’ closy by the camp and
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comin’ out on the plain 'bout 2 mile and a half
to the south. It ran through a kind o’ ravine,
maybe a hundred feet or more of perpendicular
rock hangin’ right over it.

The whols hill was covered with a pretty thick
bush, stretchin’ away for miles to the north,
and 'most impossible to push through ’thout
usin’® an axe.

Howsumdever, right along the edge o’ the
cliff the bush war pretty thin, and we used to
use this for a path to and from the camp. There
was a pretty large stretch of prairie 'way below,
what we used to call our larder, for we were
most sure of a deer there when we ran anyways
short.  Yousce the deer used to come down to
water in the evenin’, and stay in the open
mostly all night, so’s we could stalk ‘e early
in the mornin’ from the broken ground at the
end of the ravine, or lie in the edgn of the bush,
sud pot 'em as they come in.

Wal, boys, 1 aint anyways gaod cn descrip-
tions, but 1 hed to wade in and try my level
best to shew yon the way things war fixed, so's
you'd kinder understand whatfappened a while
later.

We took the reg'lar way down along the
edge o’ the cliff, as | was asaying, and Weston,
who wag just a head of me, stopped 'bout half
way down to look over into the river.

He give a look over, and whispered to me,
“That 'ud be an ugly place for tumble, eh!
Dan.” ¢ Wal, it would, that'sa face,’ sez I,
“though its a mighty pretty sight too.”” And
80 it was, hoys, the niver tumblin® over them
boulders 'way down below, all {roth and foam.
And the cliff, jest a perpendicular wall o’ sand.
stone, with little ledges projectin’ here an’
there where the rock was a piece harder, and
the water couliln’t wash it away, so the doctor
told me. And most every oune of them ledges
hed a little saplin’ or a bunch of grass or the
like growin’ on it. Jest as pretty as anything
as [ told you boys, but it gave me a shudder to
think of twmblin’ over them, and so I told
“ Doe'”

Wal, we marched along pretty quiet till we
got down to the open ground.

Then wi: held up awbile on the edge of the
bush, and put our heads together to luy out our
plans. The tracks DPete hed noticed when he
was comin’ home was crossin’ frowm the bush
into the blueberry patch, and the way he come
on 'em was by making 4 short eat, in his
| durned Indian fashion, up along the wige o the
swamp to the camp, which lay pretty near in a
tine with it.  Mest like the old hear hed put in
the night fillin® hisself with his favenite grob,
and we calenlated to find him still settin® in the
WL,

AMter a bit o' talk, we conciuled to spread ont
along the edge of the prairie and sond Pete
on ahead with the dogs to strike the swamp on
the far side, to see 'ef he couldn’t drive that
there hear to break on our side, so’s we'd get a
chance to tackle him in the open,

Course afier bear got afoot, we were to shift
for ourselves, bast way we conld.

I guess it was hardly five minutes after we
got fizxed that we heard one of the logs give a
velp, and then another, and then Pete ahollerin’
and cheerin’ to e, and a minute after Charlie
Thoins, —Chariie was standin’ nght on the cor-
ner o' the swamp—hollers out, ** Thers he gaes,
bovs." With that he runs forrard a few vands
and firss his ritle, kind of a snap shot seemin’ly,
and then ‘thout stopping to load agin, tears
alang the edge of the swamp like mad.

Weston and I was a bit further up towands
the river, ant could’nt se¢ u thing on'y we
heard crash, cvash in the bush, as the old hrute
thundered along  through th: undergrowth.
* Doc ™ and the rest of the boys tambled vigir
in after him, jest where they happened be
standin’, but I thought 1 know'd a trick worth
twa o' that. The bear was making straight for
the river, aud, as [ was telling vou the bush was
terrible thick right there. | was a piece bohind
the rest of the party, and wot far from the bank
we'd come along by, so 1 concluded to try back
up the path and head the old critter off when b
struck the top of the hill.

Wal, I patright straight up the puth rannin’ -
pretty smart. T conld hear the bear and the
dogs crashin' along, and ovbee in a while [ heard
a stray cuss from some o' the boys, when they
wot stuck in the bush. He was makiun' richt
straight for the river, 1 could hesr that plain
enough, so | chuckled a piece at theid o o’ wet.
ting the fust chance at him away from the rest
o' the fellers.

Al on a sudden the ery Co the dogs con-
utenteed 1o get faintere | stopped and istened
aspell. Thar was no wistukan” it the bear hald
trned off towanl the other side of the busiy,
way off bevond the camp,

You may believe 1was riled. 1 jest ser down
amd cursed for quite w while.  To think that |
was cleanout of 11, the fust bear hant of the sea.
son tog, and a rattlin' e bear at that, for |
could tell by the way he crashed through the
underbrusl that he was astunner and no mis-
take, 1t was all my internal foolishuess leavin’
the dogs, to g cavertin’ up the hill and get on
the wrong truek  after all,  Mavbe the boys
wouldu't smile—durn e all,

After a spell 1 got through enssin® and con-
cluded to make the best ofa bad job, 1 reckoned
1'd strike back to camp and gt hreakfast hefore
the boys got in. 1 got my legs moving and
started up the hill apiece, il 1 got wmost oppo-
site where the Doctor and | had pro-speated over
the mavine in che mornin’.  Jest avound here 1
thought T might as well light my pipe, so 1
fetched up sittin® on o log that lay right alig
side the cedge,




