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A MAID’S STRATEGY
DISCOVERS A TRUE HEART i

A Christmas Eve Contest for a Woeman’s Love
(By A. Z. W.)
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“When a man makes himsell scarce
at the club; discayds the odor of
meerschaums for the perfume of bou-
quets; and writs poetry nstead of |
briefs ; it is all for one of the sex of |
whims and false hair. eh ?”

“For a most estecmed lady, with
mothing false about her but fortuue
hunting admirers, perhaps.”

“Oh—oh—ah ! You are smitten, in-
deed! Pray what is she, a town
a coupntry blossom?”’

“Both at her Pleasure.”

“Rich, then. And I needn't ask for
an introduciion.” !
“Not necessary ; you know her.”

“Hem, let me see. You —you don’t
mean Miss Engard, of Oak Hill 2

“The same.”

“Confound your monosyllables, Hol-
land, you are courting my aflinity !”

“Indeed ! And are you her’s’?

“Undoubtedly ! It’s the law of at-
trac.ion, doubly irresistible to North.
You perceive?” laughed Frank North,
conceitedly witty on the strength of
his owp name.

“Then, as the attracting object of
countless other attractions, Miss
Eugard, possesses a particularly cold
resistadce to remain mistress of her-
self and Oak Hill; so, after all,
Northern irresistibleness rather re-
pels your magnet. Do you perceive'?

"There was an embarrassing silence,
during which Frank North, eye-
ing his Iriendly thorn with a
pricking sensation, paced the floor
in rapid strides. He siopped sudden-
1y with clearing brow.

» Look here, Holland ; neithér of us
will long stand a rival. So much mag-
panimity- isn't in the nature of our
friendship, you know. Now, to prove
this vacillating beauty’s preference
for me, and do the fair thing by you,
I propose that each send her an in-
vitailon for a sleigh ride on the same
evening. Whichever gets the note of
declination will pocket it, without
malice, as his walking-paper.”

Jor several reasons Paul Holland
regarded the proposition favorably.
It might ass%t the lady to deter-
mine the drift of her alfection. It
wwould put an end to his suspense and
the chagrin of sceing deliberate flat-
sterers for her fortuune recelved as
greciously as he. Then, there was the
sweeter possibility. And the greatest
of all satisfactions df a little chas-
tisement to the bragging confidence
of his self-constituted friend, and
possible riddance of him.

He took the tempting bait vith
this proviso: that the invitations
shonld be written, read and sent in
each other's presence.

,4Both sat down to their task.
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DEAR CHRISTMAS BELLS

Dear are the sounds of the
Christmas chimes,
In the land of the ivied tow-
ers,
And thcy welcomed the dear-
est of festival times
In this western world of

ours.

Beight on the holly and mistle=-
toe bough
The Lnglish

h falls,

And bright are the wreathed

firelight

. another trip, in which I expect to

*“ By the way,” suggested North,
“let’s make 1t Christmas eve. She
delights in playing a sort of fem:le
8t. Nicholas among the poor farmers’
children, and will be less likely to
refuse an able escort. Last year I
was the lucky participant in the
sport. Ican assure you, it was the
most delightful experience of my life
—was almost converted to the de-
lights ot charity, and will be after

win the heiress’ heart and fortune to
do It with. First. I drove to Oak
Hil for the beautiful St. Nicholas
nd her load of boxes. Then off to
other Ripley’s, a gort of guide to
the young lady’s charities, for a list
of the needy. Finally, to the farm-

| would you do ?” she inauired of the

houses. Such a hubbub as the chil-

was required to theck such self-exile,
without showing compromising. par-
tiality. Because a woman had not
chosen .a husband in her twenty- |
fourth year and a half, it was no!
reason why she wouldn’t in the other |
half, and one might as well have a
variety to select from.

Determined wupon this womanly |
providence, the main consideration
wasg to make its workings all reach- |
ing, all satisfying, and non ap-l
parent. - !

Her first move was for a talk with
Mother Ripley. She did not expect, |
like so many people, to apply the gen- |
eral views of experienced age to her'
particular case, and spoil it with
mouldy ill fitting ' precepts. There |
were always certain shrewd observa- |

tions, and odd ideas in the toothless |

age which might furnish the cue for
further action.

« Under tne circumstances, what
old lady, after an account of the
two notes in hand.

« Being an old woman, I don’t know,
but I would tell them to hitch their
horses together and take me between
them in one sleigh. But young folks
manage to keep comfortably warm
so one-sided, there’s no telling them
than three heads are Detter than
two at such a time.”

«1f the hostler 'was not sick I

} turn -t
tion.
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eness he has shown

usion that,
if he had so much gallantry for A
_womap, he would have none.
ts old. It’s
and all I say ‘is,

spent like money, .
beware of extravagant politeness.

Motlier Ripley’s piece ‘of wisdom
gaused Miss to wrinkle her.
great concentration of
thought.  And the result of agday's
deliberation were two notes, one of
which Paul Holland kissed in rap-
tures of delight, the other was tri-
umphantiy flourished by Frank North
when he met his friend. “Fold your
wings, old fellow, and go to sleep
over the holidays, the game is minel”

“My invitation is accepted,’ re-
plied Holland, with calm confidence.

Frank North echoed the same with
still more confidence.
didn’t read right. These girls have
a way of declining that one has to
read twiee before.one knows that
one Isp’t wanted.”

The notes were exchanged with
airs of “I'm all right.”

“Confound it! She is worse than
a coguette!” exclaimed North, read-

ing his rival’'s unmistakable accept-l

ance.

“What ecan it meam?’ murmured
Paul Holland, crushing the other
note, equally plain, between his
nervous fingers.

“Yt means that she is going ‘to
make fools of both.”

“Miss Engard? Impossible! I am
going, if only to prove that there is
a mistake somewhere.”

“So am I, if only to let you see
how clumsy she has exercised her
woman’s wit. She knows nothing of
our agreement, and we can confront
the beauty in a manner that will
bo rather embarrassing to her.”

Both agreed to arrive at Oak Hill
with thelr sleighs at the same time.
But Frank North no sooner left his
rival than he determined to get
there before him. As long as he was

Adding, “You |

¢ thoughts, his scowliig 1ooke

he spegker, shiver-

MGkt out of my way ! Do'you wait
to be . run over! Out! TH bave'

better. freight. than you, ~or none.
Aunother chap will be along presentiy,
nqk".mn.j_lt will be about all he'll

; L this, for 1 - With a erack of the whip, and a

8 ‘i let people. find - langh at his: witty remark on his

a:%l wselves.: But when I thiuk rival. the- slelgh flew past, and he,
‘of the'kiad of polit

viewing the lights of Oak Hill, laugh-

ing- | e at the idea of tolerating such a
“‘bundle of old age between him and

Engard. ¢
he,_old . womran, left ddling la-
boriously through the show, wrap-
ped her shawl tighter around her,
and occasionally stooped to pick up

a bundle that had dropped from-her
stiffened v_ﬂngeu. A e,

Presently Ehe heard more slelgh-
bells. She could see this team, too,
‘' coming ou at a furious pace. It was
almost upon her. But with the
previous rude rebuff ringing in her
ears; she evidently had no courage
to repeat her reguest. With a sigh
her head drooped only a little lower.

The sleigh was stopped close beside
her, however, and & cheery .voice
rang out:

“Want a ride, madam? Jump in
quick—haven’t much time—never
! mind your bundles, I'll fix them.”

Paul Holland’s strong arm gqnickly
helped her to a seat beside him, and
tucked the rich buffalo-robe around
her, as he said kindly—

“It’s not pleasant walking; but I
suppeose children are clamoring for
their presents.” -

The old woman nodded her head, ap-
‘parently too full of gratefui emo-
| tion to utter a word. And the
young man, fancying he heard a

suppressed sob, turned abruptly to-

wards his horses. With his own
| heart bursting under a sense of
wrong, it required all his efforts at
| self-countrol not to sob with her.

i  He, too, watched the lights of Oak
Hill, bat with no such exultant feel-
ings as his rival. And when he drove
own tremble violently.

his companion’s hands she felt his
‘up to the gate and put the reins in

At the gate he paused. The next

few minutes held the balance of his
| whole life’s hope or disappointment.
| And he tried to gather resolution by
i anticipating the agonies of the lat-
ter. But tremendous hope left him
‘lonly glddy sensations and a hundred
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evergreens now
That gladden our own home
walls.
And hark! the first sweet
note that tells
The welcome of the Christ-
mas bells.

They ‘are ringing to-night
through the Norway frs,
And across the Swedish fells,
And the (uban palm-tree
dreamily stirs
To the sound of those Christ-
mas bells !
ring where the Indian
ianges rolis
Its flood chrougn the
fi-lis wile;
Tl-s sweil the far hymn3 of
the Lapps and Poles
To the praise of the Crucl-
fied.
Sweeter than tones of the
ocenn's shells
Ming'e the chimes of the
Chiristmas beils.

They

rice-

The years come not back that
have circled away
With the past of the eastern
fand,
When he plucked the corn on
the Sabbath' day,
And  healed . the withered
hand ;
But t1he bells shall join in &
joyons chime .
For the oiae who walked the
sen,
And rine again for the better
time
Of the (hrist that is to be;
Tihen rine! for the earth's
tes! promise dwells
Tn"ve, O joyous prophet ;

ells !
vl ;

| of expectation, dreading in vain a

| discretion

' gameness in
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NICHOLAS, PATRON SAINT OF CHILDHOOD.

dren raised! 8uch shouts! They per-,
sisted in taking me for the old salnt,
who had got so fat and feeble that
he brought his wife along to help him

should make

the distributing tour
team. Mr.
rather over-

with my own double
North's sleigh ‘was

loaded last Christmas with the goods.

to the chimneys. Of course, Miss En- ! Besides I would rather not be hailed |

gard’s face was a rose-leaf of confus- |
fon. I confess, Holland, if I wnsn'ti
so sure of being preferred this time |
also, I wouldn't be so ready 1o share |
my chances with you.”

“Your sentiment is reciprocal,” was
his companion’s smiiing reply  as |
both began to write notes which
were read and re-read. the next day, |
with a perplexed little frown, hyl
the mistress of Oak Hill. i

With an estate tempting enough to
make every admirer lhng to embrace
it in the person of the owner, Miss |
Engard managed both to advantage |
with a shrewdness and tact which
spoke equally well for heart and
head. Like her acres, her acquaint-
ances were cultivated to their re- |

! quired yield. Anl as she had not yet

required a yield of hearts, she care- |
fully avoided disturbing that tender
soil. Admirers were always in a state

painful
tion. {

It was the necessity, brought by |
these notes, of exercising greater
than ever, and |
the . suspicion, roused by the
style and quality
of paper, and color of ink, that they
wero written at one time and place
for some underhand purpose, which
trebled the frown on Miss Engard’s
brow.

If sbe was the subject of a wager
she would cut the stakes with a de-.
cided double “no.” But, if it was some
contrivance of rivals to get rid of

antidote for their infatua-

. each other a decidedly delicate move

' tongues wag

again by the children as I was. Do
you remember 72 asked Miss 'nzard,
gracefully ignoring the indellcate |
phraseology of unsent!mental years.

“ Yes, Iremember. And am rizht
glad that you don’t want Mr. North |
to be the husband of Kris Kinkle.” |

* Indeed ! Why ?" and Miss Engard’s
eyes opened in wide surprise.

** Never mind. If old people's!

with precepts they |
shouldn’t with gossip.” |

Here was a prospect for enlighten- !
ment, and Miss Engard, knowing
that persisting inqui 1tiveness meant

tant movalizing from the old
ady, changed her tactles.

“'But Mr. North) Is a favorite in
fociety. He is the most gallant of |
men.”

“ Not to old ladies,” replied Mother
Ripley, with a sharpness which |
chowed that the string out of tune

| had, been touched. *“The other day,

when Twas in town to have the new
monrning beads put cn my h" st
bonnet, Iie knocked it out of my hand
runnine for the train, and pever evai g
stonped to keep it from rolling down
the culvert, mourning beads and all,
now " 3

“Tt's a sef®us matter to miss the
train when ona has imnhortant—"

“Not as serions as my mourning-
bonds” interrupted Mother Riplay,
indignant at her vicitor’s strange
lack of svmpathy. “There were oth-
er trains. bnt there ain’t mo mere
monrning-beads  like them, no there
ain’t I”

certain of Miss Engard's preferenc?,
he could afford to give his rival a fair
chance to get rid of him afterwards.
But now no such small matter as an
agreement should make him risk his
already slim chance. What did he|
care for Miss Engard’s
duplicity ? Her wealth way none
the less solid, and halfl the world’s
matches were made by fraud.

With a motive diffcring widely from
Frank North, Paul Holiand came to
a similar resolution. He loved Miss
Engard sincerely enough to wish to

gpar> the embarrassment with which

his rival would have puhished her.
He would preced® him, if possible,
and quictly take his leave if not

wanted. Yet that thought drove the
flush of scorn and indignation to his |

temples.
‘hristmas Eve found Frank North
at the livery stable, hurrying the

work of harnessing his team halfl an |

hour beforer engaged time.
A iresh fall of snow had put the
roads in splendid condition. And Miss

. Engard’s admirer No. 1 vowed, by the

merry jingle of the sleigh-bells, that
if the heiress of Qak Hill was to be

won at all he wolild win heg. Rivals,

were getting dangerous.

Smoothly, swiitiy lie sped along the !

four-mile road which divided Oak Hill

from the city. In the distance the |
{ lights already glimmered from its
m+ny windows, and he chuckled glee- !

fully at the thought that she was
even then, putting the last touches
to hepeell beforg the mirror.

“Mister, couldn’t you take a wo-
man along a, gtreteh, it's getting
so dark. and these bundles are
heavy ?”

Angered at the interruption of his

apparent |

disconnected thoughts. The Helen
Engard he loved would not be dis-
pleased to have the old lady’s com-
pany for a short distance. Had his
rival preceded him ? Was she gone ?

Ho bounded up the steps, and the
cld woman cowered deeper into her
buffalo robes,

Presently he returned with lan-
guid steps. “My good lady,” he sald,
smiling through his broken, husky
voice, ¥it is a consolation to be of
service to some one. But for you 1
should have gone on a fool's errand
to-night. I will take you all 4the way
to your homs if you direct me.”

Shé pointed stralght ahead; and he
drove his team wildly along under

kept him a little while from home
and himself.

|  Dcceived and rejected, Paul Hol-
"Jand despiséd himsell and everybody
except her who seemed most to de-
sorve his scorn. True love always
| exonerates and defends its wobject,
| even under the crushing evidence of
| guilt.

|~ Y5, che was lost to him. She could
nover have loved him, never. Tue
sleigh bells shrieked out a ceaseiess
| never, n2ver ! His chest heaved.. and
cuch n moan of anguish escaped him
it m:de the woman start. She was
abouat to lay her hand on his shoulder
and fprak. when she saw lights in
. the distance, and lm‘ne}v’.imcl_v sank
| back to her crcoked po=ition.

|  Drisidg up. to the house at a4 me-
{ti» from her, Paunl Ho Iinl notl-ed
| gnother team prancing impaticntly
bef »re the ggt>. An in-tantlater
Frank North issued from the house,
shoting in spiteful satisfaction:

! wgince I'm not the only one on

the moonlight, glad that something -

followed - the
ol uight through;
As It moved with tie mid-
{ aight they moved Wo;
And cared mot:wuaitner ic led,

nor knew,
TOF Chelspoas  day - in the
homaing. J

ot at tho.dawn in the.
s,
the stable, and,

/ We have folldwed the star a
whola long ‘year,
And watched I3 bracom, now
Iaint, ' now cl.ar,
And it now’ stands siill as we
draw near,
To Chrbstmas Day in the
moreing.

And just as the wise men ald
of old,

In the hush of the winter
dawning cold,

We come to the stable, and
bebold ¢

The Child on the Christmas

morning.

0, Babe, once laid in the oXx's

With never a pillow for thy
aead,

Now thromed in the highest
meavens instead,

O Lord of the Christmas
morning.

Because we have known and
ave loved that star,

And bave followed it long and
have followed it far,

From the land where the

shadows and darkness are,

To find thee on Christmas

morning.

Accept the gifts that we dare
to bring,
Though worthless

the offering.
And help our souls to rise
and sing.

In the joy of thy Christmas
morning.
—Susam Cowolidge.
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* this fool's erraidd, i cui cajoy - it!

1 suppose the servants told you the
same fine tale: ‘Miss gone to Mo-
ther Ripley—gentleman to meet her
there.’ Now, the only angel I can
find her? is a little black one in
the capacity of a servant, who
tells me that Mother Ripley is up-
stairs with the ache in her jaws—
gossipped too much, I guess. So I
thought I'd wait and see how you
took the young lady's little game.”

Paul Holland bit his lip. But be-
fore he had time to reply, his rival
purst into a laugh.

“By all the fiddle-sticks ! if you
haven’t brought the very woman
who asked me for a ride, and I told
her to wait for you. I congratulate
you, old lady; my chum is much
more obliging to elderly people than
1 am when he can't get”—

“That he is. indeed!” soueakeda
voice from the second-story win-
dow. “He wouldn’t ha’ knocked an
oll lady's bonnet down the culvert,
mourning-beads and all. And be-
cause she got the neuralgia worry-
ing over it, guessed she gossipped
too much.”

Frank North's look of surprise at
the' nightcapped window picture
changed to, an embarrassed little
lJaugh as he turned to the woman
in the sleigh.

“Bless me, madam, aren’'t you
glad you waited for him, then ?”

«] am, indeed, Mr. North! And ir
you will be kind enough to take this
new shawl and bonnet in to Mother
Ripley, with my compliments, and
your apology for the accident she
just mentioned, I shall continue my
ride with Mr. Holland, very much
relieved,” replied the old® woman,
with a ring in her voice auite elec-
trifying to her hearers.

Divesting herself of the old” wo-
man’a habiliments, the speaker re-
vealed to her astonished suitors the
graceful figure and mischievous
face of the heiress of Oak Hill

Placing the shawl and bonnet in
Frank North’s restless hauds, while
the little colored angel rapidly
loaded her sleigh with bundles, she
continued with a touch of apology
in her voice:

“I accepted both your invitations,
thinking one sleigh insufficent to
hold all the goods I wished to dis-
tribute. And as a certain gentle-
man’s carelessness about an old
lady’'s lost bonnet oblized me to
purchase one at the eleventh hour,
the idea occurred to me, on the way,
{o test that gentlémen’'s courtesy
mysell. I had determined that
whichever accommodated an old
lady one-half the way, should have
the young lady the other half. I
am confident that your friend will
be equally attentive to the young
lady that is, and the old lady that
will be after mainy more merry
Christmases. If the packages are
loaded, you may drive on, now, Mr.
Holland. We shall have to dispense
with Mr. Neorth’s services and
make two trips instead.”

Leaving his crestfallen, stupeflied
r'rival with the two garments, which
made the despised old woman, hang-
ing on his limp arm, Paul Holland
drove away with his precious charge,
not daring to look up for fear it
wase all a dream.

But when the lights of the first
farmhouse gleamed on the road, it
revealed Helen Engard leaning on
his shoulder. And the merry sleigh
bells rang out their whispered
gecret till the shouts of children,
with arms full of presents,  hailed
them as *“good St. Nicholas and his
wife,”. no longer to Miss Engard’s
embarrassment. .

——— e m

Her Fears Allaved.

Suddenly a pale, agitated woman
appeared befoye the g nial landiord.

«Sir,” she exclaimed, <here are
sirange ,poisos in my room. . I am
afraid a burglar lieg hidden in the
closct.”

“ Fie upon you. madam!” quoth
the landlord, merrily. * Tis no bur-
glar. "Pis mercly the spirit of a
drundmer who cut his throat in your
room thirty years ago.”

Whereupon the woman. abashed at
giving way to idle fears, thanked
the landlord, and returned calmly to
her bdd.—Indlanapolls Sun.
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