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ness of hie disposition or to the severe and 
extreme rectitude of hie conduct, it is hard 
to say, but certain it is that Mr. Joseph 
Chilblud of 19 Propriety Square was deemed 
a pattern in the quadruple character of hus* 
band, father, house holder, and inspector. 
His marriage, too, had been perfect as * 
stroke of business and a proof of good taste 
For the lady whom he honored with his hand

“What k pt you up so late !” 
"I had to mind the baby.”

-" Where was your mother ?”
* y" Please, teacher, mother went to the 
Dolphin to fetch father, and they didn’t 
come out till they was turned out, and 
when father and mother had a row, and he 

snosk"d her "pinning, and she’s bad to-day,

“ And was there nobody to look after the 
baby but you ?”

" No, cos the lady what lives in the next

memoranda pencilled on them.
Mrs Chilblud bent over her work, and 

— =3 was silence, save for the cracking of 
the fire and the subdued ticking of the time­
piece.

It was a cold, dull evening, and the room 
looked very comfortable with its handsome 
furniture, rich, soft carpet, and heavy plush 
curtains, on all of which the fire light threw 
a thousand dancing gleams.

“ Joseph,” eaid Mrs. Chilblud, suddenly 
looking up fiom her work, " I want to ask 
you something.”

" I am ail attention,” replied her lord and

The Midnight Fire.
Frc m the Somerville Journal.

The will alarum ball rings out
Upon the mid ‘«ht air;

Excited men m frenzy shout;
Tse sky is ail aglare.

From windows white-clad women folk 
Protrude their sizht-capped heads.

And, trembling, watch the flames and smoke 
That called them from their ceds.

Wi h twenty men to man the rope
The engine trundles by:

"Niagara No. let’s hope 
The reservoir’s not dry!

Tte ceaseless clangor of the bell.
The clam r of the boys.

The whole excited village tell 
The meaning of the noise.

But scon the glare fades slowly out, 
Niagara's quenched the fames

The farmer firemen turn about, 
And go back to their dimes.

And as they drain a steaming cup
Of tea, they ted a yarn

Of bow the fire flend gobbled up 
The Widow Jones’s barn.

master.
" I was reading in the paper this morn 

ing about a child dying from overpressure. 
Is it true ? Do they really make them work 
so hard in these Boa : Schools?” Mrs. 
Chilblud's eyes were full of pitying wonder, 
which her husband's cold orbs quickly 
quenched.

" My dear, pray do not you indulge in 
the absurd, mock sentimentality that is so 
much in vogue at the present time. The 
people—the parents, whose children can for 
a nominal sum receive an excellent educa­
tion —hate to be dragged from their wretch 
edness and ignorance. Born in vice and 
darkness themselves, they would rear their 
offspring the same way— they put forward 
every obstacle to prevent the children’s at­
tendance at school, and when forced to eend 
them, they make complaints about the 
amount of work. Those cases of which 
you speak are rank impositions to work on 
the feelings of the public.”
′ But there was a letter the other day 

signed, ′ A Teacher,’ stating that far too 
much is expected from young children. 
Did you see it ?”

" I < aunot say I did ; but I know the style 
of thing. I came across a young woman 
only this morning who is, I should imag­
ine, jus» the one to air her foolish notions 
in that way ; but probably she will have 
leisure lor reflection presently, for I doubt 
if she will be retained on the staff after I 
send in my report. I am determined-fully 
determined to do all I can to crush out this 
abominable spirit of resistance to the ad­
vance of education and the upholding of 
discipline,’"

′ Yes, Joseph,” said Mrs. Chilblud, re­
turning to her work, convinced that her 
husband was, without exception, the wisest, 
most far-seeing, and learned of men.— Lon­
don Truth.

“ But we are bound, in fairness, to listen 
to an reasons the children may have to ac­
count for their absence, late arrival, etc.,” 
objected the tea her, with a shade of 
warmth, “ otherwise 1 should have punished 
a little girl just now for < vying because she 
had had no food since yesterday.”

“I am really afraid, Mis Birton,” said 
Mr. Chilblud impressively, ‘‘that you are a 
little too sensitive for your post. Think of 
the cause in whieh you are enrolled as one 
of the workers, the education of the masses 
—a truly noble work. Do not, 1 pray you. 
sharpen your feelings on the woes, real or 
imaginary, of individual cases.”

“ But,” said the teacher bravely, • it is 
with individual cases one must deal. How 
can I compel a child to work whose eyes are 
heavy and limbs weary for want of rest and 
proper nourishment ? What can one expect 
from the exhausted systems of these babies ?"

” Madam, you know the schedule. It 
was arranged with a proper knowledge of 
what can be and is done by children under 
seven.”

“ Yes, but is it right to expect so much 
from these ill-fed, ill- clothed, and, in many 
cases, diseased children? Many of them 
bring their dinners to school. You should 
see what is provided for them. I would 
venture to assert that in this room there are 
pretty well twenty children with the same 
fare to-day—a thick slice of bread, with a 
disgusting looking black coLpound they 
call dripping, but which more resembles 
cart grease. I have frequently seen the 
delicate ones trn with almost loathing from 
this—their customary mid-day meal.’
′ Very sad, of course ; but because a child

“We shall miss her dreadfully,” said 
Mrs. Chilblud, with tears in her eyes.

“ Of course we shall,” assented her hus­
band, “ but it is a case in which we must 
make our feelings subservient to the child’s 
benefit,” and with what sounded like a sigh 
he took out his tablets to look over some

was pretty, rich, and good-tempered ; and 
moreover she retained after seven years of 
matrimony the same respect for her husband 
and awe of his stupendous talents that she 
had carried in her fluttering little heart to 
the altar.

Mr. Chilblud was on the point of opening 
his watch when Mrs. Chilblud entered the 
room. He replaced it in his pocket and took 
his seat at the table, while his scrutinizing 
eye involuntarily turned to survey his wife’s 
gown. Observing that it was in her usual 
correct taste, he gravely desposited the eggs 
in the boiling water and placed his watch 
On the table to mark the time.

“Joseph,” said Mrs. Chilblud, while the 
meal was proceeding, “I wish you would 
look at Ethel before you go cut : she seems 
Utrifle feverish.”

said, “ Try and bear up, Mrs. Collier ; you 
have at least the consolation of knowing 
you do your best. As to Bobby, tell him 
that he is to come to school to morrow. I

“Well!” said Miss Burton, in answer to 
the op lifted band.

“Please, teacher, Tommy Carter’s asleep !” 
Brought thus plainly under her notice, 

the teacher was compelled to tee what she 
did not wish to observe at the moment.

"Tommy Carter, come here” ; and at the 
round of his name the boy eat up and rub- 
ed his eyes. “Why, Tommy, what is the very mou, un coureo ,uuv vecaure a cunu 

meaning of this !” said Miss Burton in a has not proper food is no argument why it 
find voice, for the boy was one of her * " -* ----------- *
brighteet pupil., and she knew something 
about his home life. He was a tall boy for 
hisLage, a little under eeven (all the children 
in Miss Burton . room were under seven), 
with a face that might have been any father’s 
pride ; such a handsome, open countenan se, 
in spite of its griminess, and the thick lock.
« matted, unkempt hair which fell over his 
, “ Please, teacher, I didn't mean to go to 

Bicep, bat I war co tired !”
“How is that !”
“ I didn't go to bed till long past twelve 

— night, and father he woke me at five to 
light the fire, 'cos mother couldn’t get up, 
eoe she ain't well" "'

Christmas is with us once more, the day 
on which Christendom agrees to celebrate 
the nativity of its Founder. It is always a 
pleasant season. We look forward to it 
with agreeable anticipations, we strive in 
our several ways to enjoy it when it comes, 
and it leaves with most of us some sense of 
moral refreshment. It visits us in our dark­
est days, or rather when the darkest is just 
a little behind us, and when we know, 
though our eyes can hardly discern the fact, 
that the sun’s course is lengthening. Month 
after month we have seen from our windows 
the shadows oast by it growing broader, 
throwing lawn and garden and hedge-rows 
into deeper gloom. When a high gable is 
thrust between us and the southern sky we 
can make a season dial on the grass and 
mark how, day by day, the shadow of the 
gable creeps upon us inch by inch from June 
to December. If the process went on with­
out stopping for six months longer we should 
lose right of the son altogether, and terri­
bly cheerless the world would be. Its con­
tinued absence would be a sentence of death. 
The flowers would bloom no more. There 
would be no more delicious vernal airs. 
The trees would remain as gaunt and melan­
choly as we see them now. Seedtime and 
harvest would cease. Then weshould soon

Christmas Customs of Old Eng. 
land.

Although the decay of English hospitality 
has been often and justly regretted, yet if 
there is any season of the year in which it is 
more particularly retained, it is during the 
festival of Christmas. It is then that th • 
hour es of the nobility and gentry are thrown 
open, and the beneficence that “gladdens the 
heart of the poor" is most extensively dif­
fused. In proportion as the intercourse be­
tween the metropolis and the distant parts 
of the kingdom has inc reased, their man­
ners and cusroms have been more nearly 
assimilated ; and it is only in parts far re- 
moved from London, that we can find the 
remains of those customs which once were 
universal throughout the empire.

There is one portion of winter (says Dr. 
Drake) when the fireside, from the custom, 
ary convivialities of the period, become- 
peculiarly attractive. I allude to the sea 
son of Christmas, a festival which, from a 
vivid recollection of the manner of its cele 
bration in the North about forty years ago, 
has been indissolubly associated in my mind 
with al the delightful reminiscences of 
early life; blending the rain-bow visions of 
youth and unalloyed hope, with those re­
ligious feelings and innocent recreations 
which give to the close of the year so hal­
lowed and at the same time so exhilarating 
an aspect.

W ith what a soothing melancholy, as the 
blast sweeps across u.y shutters and whis­
tles around my room, do I often sit by the 
fireside on the dark nights of December,and 
call to mind the festive pleasures of a nor­
thern Christmas ever

“The happy night, 
Thst to Ue cottage is the crown. 
Br u« ht tic In «8 of salvation down.”

When, after having surrounded the yule 
log, as it lay in ponderous majesty on the 
kitchen floor, and each had sung his yule 
song, standing on itc center, we consigned 
it to the flames that

“Went roaring up the chimney wide;" 
and tripping across the hall, sprang with 
joyous tix*a into the parlor where the tale, 
the dance, and the game, the mince-pie and 
the s .iced bowl, rendered doubly sweet by 
the ap proving smiles of our delighted par­
ents, completed our satisfaction*.

It I in combination with imagery such aa 
this, which in the morning of life spread, as 
it were, a‘ fairy mantle over the severest 
rigors of the season. Well may those who 
are still wise enough to cherish the feel­
ings of these enviable hours, and love to 
see them remembered in the sparkling 
eyes and joyous gambols of their own 
children, deprecaie, wish our pues laureate, 
the misrepresentation of the season as cheer­
less and severe:—
“They should have drawn thee by the high 

heaped hearth.
Old Winter! seated in thy great armed chai. 

Watching the children at their Chri-tmas mirth;
Or circled by them, as the Ups declare 

Some m rry jest, or tile of murder dire.
Or t> oubled spirit that r isturts the i Ivht ; 

Piuetr g it times to move the languid fire.
Or taste the old Ue ober, brown and bright.
The festivities to which this amiable 

writer alludes are still retained in many 
parts of the north and there is not perhaps 
any part of Great Britain In which Christ­
mas is kept so splendidly, or with such 
hospitality, as in Yorkshire. The din of 
preparation commences for some weeks be­
fore, and the sports and festivities continue 
beyond the first month of the new year. 
The first intimation of Christmas in York-

Miss Burton colored at the sarcastic tone, 
but replied quietly:

“ It is very unusual. I had occasion to 
take a child away who -felt ill, and I am 
sorry to see that the others have behaved 
badly during my absence.”

“ Hum I Perhaps it would have been 
better if you had sent a monitor, instead of 
leaving the room yourself. Kindly place 
the children ; I wish to examine them. 
Tnat is right. Now, children, attention ! 
Wait ! Do I see a boy asleep ?”

Miss Burton once more roused Tommy 
Carter, at the same time endeavoring to ex­
plain «otto voce to the Inspector the reason 
of the little fellow’s fatigue.

“ Yes, yes,” he said in his lofty but po­
lite voice ; “ one hears so many of these 
kinds of stories—generally excuses for idle­
ness, you know. ”

" But I believe, I am almost positive, this 
bo/s story is correct, for his parents are

" Pardon me, but I should never get 
through my duties if I stayed to listen to all 
the stories the children bring. The way 
to do the work in a place of this kind is to 
go straight on, regardless of obstacles, and 
above everything, to discountenance chat­
ter.”

die out, covering the earth with our bones, 
with none to sprinkle upon them a little 
pious dust. Science has dispelled the ter 
re rs which many of the common phenomena 
of nature must have tended to produce upon 
mankind in those barbarous times which 
preceded the dawn of history. Personal 
experience and traditions of course have al 
ways instructed men in the uniformity of 
nature’s operations, but they do not go so 
far as certain knowledge. We not only 
know that summer will return ; we also 
know the grounds on which that expectation 
rests. The heavens have ceased to be a 

. mystery to us. The want of this knowledge
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were universal. They engrafted themselves 
on all the pagan religions. They flourished 
in Egypt and Persia, and they were nation­
alized in Rome. There are some learned 
men who see in these midwinter observances 
the historical origin of Christmas Day. Ec­
clesiastical historians admit that there is no 
evidence as to the precise date of the Nati­
vity, nor even as to the time of the year 
when it occurred. This will doubtless seem 
a small matter to a sceptical age which oc­
casionally professes to doubt whether Christ 
had an historical existence at all, though 
one would suppose that no fact in history 
was better verified. What may be accepted 
as certain is that at an early period of the 
Christian era the Churches both of the East 
and the West kept the festival of the Nati- 
vity, but at different times. In the course 
of the fourth century the practice became 
nearly uniform. With one notable excep­
tion all the Churches agreed co observe the 
same day, the day which has been observed 
ever since. How this day came to be se­
lected originally is mere matter of conject­
ure, and it is here that our archaeological 
historians offer to help us. They say, or 
some of them say, that the prior existence 
of a midwinter festival in honor of the Vic 
torious Sun fixed the date of Christmas, the 
two festivals, Pagan and Christian, soon 
becoming one and the same. There can be 
no doubt that this is what happened as a 
matter of fact in the experience of our an­
cestors. St. Augustine found it easier to 
get them to assent to the doctrines he 
preached than to wean them from their 
Pagan rites. In this difficulty he applied 
to the Pope for counsel, and the answer he 
received may be found in the pages of Bede. 
St Gregory, gentlest and wisest of Pontiffs, 
advised him to deal tenderly with his new 
converts, and, instead of roughly abolishing 
their Pagan observances, to give them, if 
possible, a Christian meaning. In this way 
doubtless the old yule-tide became christened 
and refashioned, or, rather, the two festivals 
were amalgamated, and they both live. 
The Christian festival is thus in every way 
venerable. We may say that it represents 
two religions, as it certainly represents the 
social characteristics of our race. It is a 
festival of humanity, and is sure to Is st 
whatever else may become extinct. Noth­
ing, of course, is easier than to indulge in 
light jests at the * eligious aspecis ef Christ- 
mas Day, but it would not be so easy to 
justify them. We have not yet outgrown 
the weakness of honoring the memories of 
great men, or of keeping alive the recollec­
tions of great events. Now, if we take only 
a secular measure of things, it must be ad­
mitted that no event in history has been 
comparable in importance to the origin and 
spread of Christianity. The beliefs which 
were promulgated in its Founder’s name 
have dominated the Western World for six 
teen centuries. We should probably have 
managed to civilize ourselves without the 
aid of Christianity, but our civilization is 
indebted to it for the graces of gentleness 
and benignity. It is a civilization which 
helps to make men free, and can only flourish 
in freedom. Christianity b the religion of 
equality. It taught for the first ti me in the 
history of the world that ail men are of 
equal value in the sight of God, that their 
relation to each other is one of brotherhood. 
No form of faith can be made responsible

themselves into a shudder at what might 
happen than it is for us, who have only to 
turn to an almanac to know beforehand the 
whole history of the year. Hence it is easy 
to understand the important place which 
this season has held in the mythologies of 
barbarous races. The gradual dim in ut on 
of the sun’s splendor, the shortening of his 
daily course, the decay of vegetation, in 
northern regions the invasion of frost and 
snow, may well have seemed to them aa if 
nature were descending to the tomb. What 
if the process were not stayed ? What if no 
revivifying touch were ever again laid upon 
earth’s icy bosom ? The shortest day comes 
at last, and then as it comes to us the 
shadows begin to draw in and the sun to 
mount higher in the sky. It was natural 
that they should greet the change with fest­
ive celebrations, and joviality and worship 
would go hand in hand together. Hence 
the yule-fires and brimming mead cups of 
our Pagan ancestors ; hence the consecration 
of the holly and the mistletoe, which seemed 
to reserve their beauty for the darkest days, 
and to show at their best when everything 
else was dead. These or similar customs

Returning to the school room, Miss Bur­
ton stood still for a moment at the open 
door. The children had taken advantage 
of her temporary absence to vacate their 
p aces, and were amusing themselves in 
various ways. And worse than all, at the 
other door, leading from the main corridor, 
stood the Inspector, the man whom they all 
dreaded because of his influence in high Mr 
quarters, and because of his cold, calculating there 
nature, which regarded the maintenance of 
discipline as the first law of the universe. 
There he stood, his light, inquiring eyes 
calmly taking in the whole scene.

“Good morning, Miss Burton. I’m afraid 
my call is rather inopportune. May I ask, 
do the children often disport themselves in 
this manner ?”

shire is by what are calle d the vessel (was- 
sail) cup singers, generally poor old women, 
who about three weeks before Christ­
mas Day go from house to house 
with a waxen or wooden doll, deco ated 
with ribbons, and sometimes adorned with 
an orange or a fine rosy tinged apple. 
With this in their hands, they chant an old 
carol, and are sure to experience the boun- 
ty of the “good master and mistress of the 
house."

Another custom which commences at the 
same time as the wassail-cup singing, is that 
of the poor of the parish visiting all the 
neighboring farmers to beg corn, which is 
invariably given them, in the proportion of 
one full pint of wheat, at least, to each. 
This is called mumping,—a word, the etymo­
logy of which seems very doubtful. A 
similar practice is mentioned by Brand as 
existing in Warwickshire; where the poor on 
St. Thomas’s Day go with a bag to beg corn 
of the farmers, which tney call 'jwixg a com­
ing.

Christmas eve is celebrated in a very pe­
culiar manner in Yorkshire ; at eight o’clock 
in the evening, the bells greet old father 
Christmas with a merry peal, the children 
parade the streets with drums, trumpets, 
belle, or perhaps in their absence, with the 
poker and shovel, taken fmm their humble 
cottage fire ; the yule candle is lighted and

“High on the cheerful fire
Is blazing seen th’ enormous Christ mas brand."

Supper is served, of which one dish, from 
the lordly mansion to the humblest shed, 
is invariably “frumenty,” (boiled wheat 
with milk and sugar). Yule cakes, one of 
which is always made for each Individual in 
the family, and other more substantial 
viands are alto added. Mr. Thorn, the 
author of “Christmas, a poem,” thus notices 
th Aso et stems : —
“The welcome eve, loved Christmas, now ar- 

lived, . .
The parish bells their tuneful veils resound. 
The mirth and gladness every breast pervade: 
The o ndrous as ^eu faggot fr m the yard 
The j ly farmer to h’s crowded ball

onveys wito speed; where, on the rising flames; 
( 3 Ires dr fed with store of massy brands) 
It biazes suon.”

Poor Robin in his almanac for the year 
1676 (speaking of the winter quarter) says 
“and, lastly, who would but praise it, be- 
cause of Christmas, when good cheer doth 
so abound, as if all the world were made of 
minced pies, plum puddings, and frumenty.” 
And Brand says, * On the night of this Eve, 
our ancestors were wont to light candles of 
an enormous size, called Christmas candles, 
and lay a log of wood upon the fire, called a 
Christmas block, to illuminate the house, 
and, as it were, turn night into day.

Herrick in his Hesperides, after enumera­
ting these customs, adds:

“Come guard this night the Christmas pie.
That the thiefe. though ne'er so slie. 
With his fesh do kB don’t come nigh. 

To catch it.
From him who all alone sits there,
Having his eyes still in Ms care.
And a deal of nicbtly feare,

To watch IL
To name and describe all the good cheer 

that is prepared at this festival is not necer- 
sary. In Yorkshire the Christmas pie is 
still a regular dish, and is universally ser­
ved to every visitor, while the humblest 
cottager never enters a house during the 
twelve days of Christmas, without being 
tendered yule cake and cheese, or at least 
bread and cheese, to which tarts, mince 
pies, and sometimes a glass of wine, are 
added.

knew. But, to do him justice, he could, as 
a rule, in spite of his supreme egotism, form 
a tolerably correct idea of how they had 
been taught and disciplined, although he 
had never yet met with a teacher who fully 
satisfied his requirements God be thanked.

School over, Miss Burton hastily donned 
her walking attire, and hurried round to a 
dismal, dirty street not a stone’s throw from 
the school. Qui kening her steps, she pick- 
id her way through groups of loud-voiced, 
gossiping women and miserable, squalid 
children playing amid the dirty bones and 
garbage of all sorts that filled the gutter, 
until she reached the house where little 
Annie Blake lived. Finding the child’s tale 
was perfectly true, she left with her mother 
what money she could spare, and went on 
her way again. But a sudden thought strik­
ing her as she was nearing the top of the 
wretched alley, she retraced her steps, and 
knocked at the door of a house about half­
way down. It was opened by a thin, pale 
woman with a baby in her arms

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Collier; I just 
called to ask why Bobby has not been to 
school to day ?”

“lam very sorry, miss, but I could not 
get him to come."

“Why ?”
“ He would not go without his boots, and 

they won’t hang on any longer.”
“ Is your husband still out of work ?”
“ Yes, miss,” said the woman sadly ; “it’s 

just over three months now since he earned a 
penny.”

“ But you get help from the parish?”
“ Not a farthing—they say we must go in­

to the House ; they will not give out-door 
relief ; and Jim, he’s set against that. He 
can’t bear the idea of breaking up the home, 
poor as it is ; besides, we don’t want to 
make paupers of our children.”

There was quite a flash of pride in the 
poor woman’s white, hungry face as she 
spoke.

“ But you cannot go on like this !” said 
Miss Burton, gently.

“Jim’s got hopes of a job in a week or 
two—he has been half promised, and it may 
lead to something constant. I go out wash- 
ing and charing four days a week, so if we 
can only hold out a little longer things may 
get a bit brighter soon If it wasn’t for the 
little ones, I should not mind, but it’s hard 
to see them hungry and the cupboard empty. ” 
The mute suffering iu the woman’s face was 
far more panful to witness thana demon­
strative grief.

Miss Burton laid her hand on her arm and

‘The infant King of Spain has received 
three orders from the King of Portugal.” 
They are not described, but from experience 
we presume that they were:—“Take your 
thumb out of your mouth 1” “Slop drool­
ing !" and * Keep your fists out of your 
oyes !"

Schuylkill County lyceums are discussing 
the vital question whether a good dog is of 
more velue then a good gun. A doz eats 
more then a gun; but it doesn’t go off and 
kill a man when it is not loaded. It is a 
difficult problem to decide.

“Oconomowoc ! ' yelled the brakeman. 
“O’Connor may walk, may he ?" exclaimed 
an Irishman at the othos end of the car. 
‘•An’ faith, il yee mane me, you’ll have a 
foine time makin’ 0 Connor walk when he’s 
paid foive dollars for this bit o’ pasteboard.

He was an ardent but economical lover, 
and hart been courting her for three months. 
“When do you think, dearest,” he said, as 
they Mt near the moonlit window one 
evening, “that the moon appears at its 
best ?” “I think,” she replied, “that the 
moon always looks the loveliest when one is 
returning home from the opera"

Returning from San Francisco. — Citizen— 
“Greet fight, wasn't it!" Parson (returning 
from Convention of Anti-Vice Society)—‘It 
wae, indeed, and we carried our points un. 
animously. " Citizen :—’ ‘Collar many Heads 
on John?" Parson (not understanding 
vernacular)—“Me; we devoted considerable 
attention to Mark and Luke, though." 
Citizen—“When's that coinin' off!"

will arrange about some new boots. I mean 
we will see to it among us."

Not waiting to hear the woman’s thanks, 
the teacher hurried away.

“Where are your tickets, gents?” "asked 
the doorkeeper of a Ht. Louis theater to a 
le of men who confronted him In “Indian 
file." "It’s all right," shouted a man at the 
tail end of the Une. "I’ve got the tickets. 
There’s twelve of us with me. Count ’em 
as they go in. " "In you go, lente,” said 
the doorkeeper, end be tallied off eleven 
who immediately mixed with the crowd 
within The Cerberus turned to look for 
the balder of the tickets, but he bad disap- 
peered, and eleven men saw the perform 
anoe safe from identification in the tremend­
ous throng of people.

Dinner was over in Propriety Square. 
The children, who always came down to 
dessert, had been captured and carried off 
by their nurse. Mr. and Mrs. Chilblud had 
indulged in a quiet conver ation about the 
arrangements for Ethel’s departure ; for Mr. 
Chilblud had managed to see the doctor, -—- - — -—----------------- — ---use
who highly approved of the country plan, in earlier times left more room for the imagi- 
Consequently, it was to be put into execu- nation. It was then easier for people to work ,y, " themeoluau sin n akunainaw nt ==-li.A _z..2..tion without loss of time.

The boy spoke in a quiet, matter of fact 
tone. Why not? He was used to hie life; such 
scenes were of daily occurrence, and if the 
previous night’s experiences had been a trifle 
worse than usual, there was one oomfort to 
be derived from them— his mother was too 
ill to get drunk that day, at least. . 1

“You may goto your place,” said the 
teacher quietly. “ I am going to give out 
the sums. • Annie Blake, what are you cry- 
ing for ?”The little girl addressed vouchsafed no 
reply, but after a little hesitation the child 
who occupied the next seat volunteered the 
information that Annie Blake felt sick.

Miss Burton called the little girl to her 
side. “ What is the matter. Annie ? have 
you had anything to disagree with you ?”

The child shook her head. She was very 
clean and tidily dressed, though in wofully 
patched garments.

“ What did you have for breakfast ?”
“Nothing, teacher,” eaid the little girl, 

looking np with timid eyes. “ Mother 
couldn’t give us any this morning, because 
all the bread was gone.”

“ Is your father out of work ?”
“ Yes, teacher, he’s got a bad foot.”
Miss Burton led the child into the headmis- 

tress’s private room and gave her a roil out 
)r* of the bag that contained her own lunch, 

a “ Sit down and eat that, and if I can man­
age it I will go round and see your mother 
after school.”

Mr. Chilblud—Mr. Joseph Chilblud you 
will understand, not John, the happy, good 
hearted ne’er-do-well—entered the break ′ 
fast-room on a chilly autumnal morning, and, 
glanced critically at the table laid for the 
morning meal. Yes, it was arranged as it 
should be and asMr. Chilblud always ex 
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fold edond .finally the.net paper ready cut Father said he’d chuck it out o’ window if and aired and spread acrons the arm of his mother didn’t quiet ita row."#2 ehabima"ekc72:has.t-tosap"nteç"gza The boy spoke i a qusei, matter of act 

his position on the hearth-rug causing him 
to fronta mirror, he naturally glanced at 

- his reflection therein. A long, brood face, 
with very neatly trimmed whiskers, no 
moustache to hide the wide, thin lips, light, 
penetrating eyes, an aquiline nose, and care 
fully brushed dirk lair, formed atout ensemble 
which, to one person at least, wae altogether 
pleasing, and that person was Joseph Chil- 
bind. It may be said with truth that Mr 
Chilblud entertained a very high opinion of 
himself, both physically and morally, and 
it is equally true that he had grounds for 
doing so. Born in a somewhat humble poei- 
tion, he had, by steady perseverance and de 
termination, raised himself gradually until 
he held, at the age of forty two, the post of 
Inspector of Elementary Schools, with a 
salary of between £400 and £500 per annum. 
And from boyhood to manhood bis life had 
been exemplary, no temptations having 
had power to move him from the paths of 
virtue. Whether this wae due to the cold-

Helps to Digestion — Christmas 
Chips.

HOW THEY FIXED IT.

O’er the silent, slumbering city.
Night had sorad rer Sible pall.

And a den e funereal lacknes 
L ft its shadow over all.

Smith and Jones end Brown together 
Chatced to be that sombre eve.

And t e darkness brooding o’er them 
Could not fail to make them grieve.

“Ah. It’s sad to sae • his blackness 
O’er curtowr,” they softly said. 

Then tbev put their heads together
And agreed to paint it red.

A chestnut is a jest-nut.
It’s a wise nie ht-key that knows it own 

keyhole.
An exchange has an article on “Why 

Bees Make Honey.” They make it to cell.
A book-agent was shot in Texas the other 

day. Let us hear no more about the an. 
civilized West

Hostess — “What has become of Sandy 
Smith, who stood so high in your class?” 
Alumnus—“Oh, he’s taken orders some 
time.” “He’s in the ministry, then?” “No; 
in a restaurant. ”

The bicycle is sometimes called the whirl­
ing wheel, but the real whirling veal is a 
calf chasing ita own tail.

A Boston woman., by way of experiment, 
tied a pedometer to her chin and discovered 
that -be talked thirty-three miles between 
breakfast and lunch.

“My new bonnet is a perfect poem,” re­
marked Mrs. Melliggs. “I suppose that is 
what makes me a-verse to paying the bill,” 
replied her husband.

In climbing the ladder of fame, my son, 
you must not look for nnmixed pleasure; the 
man just above you will be continually 
treading on your fingers. But then you 
have the satisfaction of treading on the 
fingers of the fellow just below you. It is 
only he who is at the foot of the ladder 
whose state is wholly unblest.

Edith—“W hat a novel time Miss Winnie 
Davie, the ‘Daughter of the Confederacy, ’ is 
having now. This is her first winter in the 
north ' Mabel—‘ Has she been sleigh-rid­
ing yet?” “Yes, at Syracuse, and the paper 
states that she says she never enjoyed any­
thing so much in her life." “I am so glad 
she happened to get hold of the right kind 
of a young man.”

“Why,” asked the teacher, “did Payne 
write ‘There is no place like home?” “Be­
cause,” replied the smart bad boy, “it was 
the truth. He had no home, and, of 
course, there was no place like a place that 
wasn’t anywhere.” And the teacher start 
ed to make him zero, bat stopped and got 
to thinking and thinking, and finally told 
him that wasn't correct, and marked him 
perfect.

“Mary, suppose you sing something.” “O, 
it’s so late, Charite; I’m afraid it will wake 
everyone.” “That's too bad,” exclaimed 
Charlie, with every appearance of distress. 
“But why do you want me to siog, dear?” 
she tenderly inquired. “Why, you see,” 
he replied, “a fellow I owe $5 to has been 
waiting outside all the evening for me, and I 
thought maybe if you’d aing a little he’d go 
away.”

should also remain ignorant. ”
“ Will you allow me to ask you one ques- 

tion. Mr. Chilblud ? Would you force your 
own children, who bave every advantage, 
to do what is required by the School B ard ?”

The Inspector looked at this daring 
teacher much as one regards an impudent 
menial who has the effrontery to dictate to 
a superior.

“ The cases are not parallel,” he said icily, 
and then proceeded to hie work of examina­
tion This he conducted in a manner one 
wou d have expected from him. Going the 
mo t roundabout way to ask the simplest 
question, and thereby puzzling the little 
brains needlessly, was Mr. Chilblud’* notion 
of discovering how much the children really

for the sins and errors of ita votaries. It is 
unjust to decry a doctrine because thoss 
who hold it, or profess to hold it, render it 
no better homage than lip service. Religion 
is not responsible for the follies and passions 
and crimes of mankind. All that can be 
said to its disadvantage is that it has failed 
to prevent or subdue them, and this result 
ought surely to be charged upon thoee who, 
having had the better part offered to them, 
have not chosen to embrace it. We have to 
look at the moral contents of a doctrine, 
and at what its tendency is when honestly 
embraced. Viewed in this light Christianity 
is not unjustified of her children. They 
have borne aloft the sacred torch of phil 
anthropy. They have taught ns to look 
with pity upon the widow and the orphan, 
upon the desolate and the poor. They have 
visited the dungeon of the prisoner and 
broken the fetter* of the slave. They have 
had sympathy with the weak, and made ns 
feel that the protection of weakness 
is a duty. The way of the world is 
that the weakest shall go to the wall. 
the way of Christianity is that the 
weak shall be shielded against the strong 
This is the doctrine it teaches, and within 
the area of its moral jurisdiction it has not 
been unsuccessfully per formed. We may 
surely approach with some interest the na 
tai hour of a faith which has brooded with 
so much tenderness over the world. If the 
independence of a nation may be celebrated 
with transports of patriotism, it is permissible 
to turn with grateful hearts towards the 
cradle and birthday of a religion which aims 
at nothing less than the moral and spiritual 
enfranchisement of mankind. But histcr- 
ical Christianity is one thing ; the person 
of its Founder is another. When we have 
made up our reckoning with churches and 
creeds we have to deal with Him. Beyond 
the eighteen centuries which have rolled 
away since He trod theearth, bey ond the hier­
archies which have boasted of His commis­
sion, beyond the age ot enthusiasm and of 
martyrdom, beyond the apostles who pro­
phesied in His name, there arises His gentle 
and majestic form. He is a poor man, a 
carpenter’s son, His parents have lived ell 
their lives in a small village of an uncouth 
province. Save for the affectionate legends 
which surround his birth. He is unknown 
till he appears as a teacher among the fisher­
men of Galilee. He speaks to them, and 
they follow him ; Hia sayings soon stir up 
the whole country side, and multitudes flock 
to listen to Him wherever He goes. We 
know the doctrines He taught. “ Blessed 
are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the King­
dom of Heaven. Blessed are they that 
morn, for they shall be comforted. Blessed 
are the meek, for they shall inherit the 
earth. Blessed are they that hanger and 
thirst after righteousness, for they shall be 
filled. Blessed are the merciful, for they 
shall obtain mercy. Blessed are the pure 
in heart, for they shall see God. Blessed 
are the peacemakers, for they shall be called 
the children of God. Whatsoever ye will 
that men should do to you, do ye even so to 
them. Come unto me all ye that labor and 
are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.” 
The poor, the mourners, those who are filled 
with a love of justice, those who are merciful, 
those who are pure, those who are peaceable 
and peace making, it is these that He calls 
blessed. The chief blessing He seeks to 
give us is that of inward repose. Other 
things we can get elsewhere. This is what 
He would give us. These are the lessons 
of Christ, these are the ethics of the Gospel 
They may not have the ring of science in 
them, but they appeal to the deepest senti 
mente of huma 2 nature, and the principles 
they embody are such as, if carried out in 
action, would change the world into that 
moral and social paradise of which some 
who deny Him love to dream. No doubt it 
is difficult to get face to face with this unique 
character, so thick are the obstacles which 
tradition and dogmas and the scandals aris­
ing from the historical development* of 
Christianity throw across the paths which 
lead up to Him. But the task, though diffi­
cult, can be accomplished if we please, and it 
is our business to seek out that which is 
right and true.. We are told that in politics 
the people habitually prefer men to mea­
sures. Christianity presents us with a Per­
son to admire and imitate.

The teacher’s heart ached as she returned 
to the school-room. It was horrible to 
think of a child, little more than a baby, 
sent breakfast I ess to school.

She knew well the externe destitution 
there was among many of the children, for the 
school was situated in a very poor neighbor- 
hood. She did what little she could to re­
lieve the most pres-ing cases in her own 
room, but it was only a drop of kindness in 
an ocean of distress. Many a parcel of old 
clothes and boots she collected among her 
friends and distributed to the children, but 
there were some to whom it was worse than 
useless to give—the children of idle, de­
praved parents, who would strip every tidy 
article of apparel off their own and their 
children’s backs and pawn them for a few 
pence, to obtain what was more than de­
cency or natural affection to them—drink.

The teacher did her best even in these 
cases. " Now, Mary,” she would say, 
fastening a warm petticoat on a little girl, 
“ tell your mother if you come to school 
without this to morrow that I » hall send 
you back You are to wear it every day.” 
Occasionally the hint had the desired effect, 
bur not often.

“I suppose she has been running and over- 
- heating herself again,” said the gentleman 

in a voice which was a natural concomitant 
of his whole person - clear, cold, and search­
ing. “I told Sarah that for the next offence 
of the sort she would receive her dismissal ; 
the children must not be permitted to ov er- 
tire themselves with exercise.”
“No ; it is not that ; I am afraid it is Ethel’s 

own fault. She will try to learn Arthur’s 
lesions, though Dr. Sinclair, as you know, 
strictly forbade her touching a book for an­
other year at least. He said : “Give her 
plenty of exercise and play, but no lessons 
until she is five ; and yet she knows the 
whole alphabet, and can read little words !” 
Mrs. Chilblud’s face was a mixture of dis- 
may and maternal pride in her child’s capa-

“Do yon use year authority in the matter,

“I endeavor to, but it is impossible to tell 
how or when she picks up her knowledge. 
And she asks me such strange questions 
sometimes I scarcely know how to answer 
her.”

Mr. Chilblud pushed back his chair, and 
took up hie former position on the hearth- 
rag—only with hie back to the fire this 
time. A little frown of uneasiness marred 
the customary serenity of his aspect.

“Marian,” ho said, after a lengthened 
pause, “we shall have to be extremely care­
ful with Ethel, Tne child ie preternaturally 
Quick, her brain-power preponderates un­
duly over the fragility of her body. She 
must be kiat back ; as Sinclair says, nothing 
must be allowed to excite the activity of 
the mind, but every aid given to strengthen­
ing the delicate little frame. How is her 
appetite now ?’

“Wonderfully good ; in fact, as a rule, 
she appears to be in very fair health. I 
sometimes wonder if the constant surveil- 
lance we exercise is not as harmful as allow­
ing her to learn what she can by herself.” 

"My dear Marian, in a case of this des- 
cription a medical man must be the j udge ; and 
my own opinion entirely coincides with that 
expressed by Sinclair. We must not all w 
Ethel’s intellect to be forced, er grave conse- 
quences may ensue. With Arthur it is 
entirely different. He is of a quiet, unexcit- 
able, somewhat phlegmatic temperament, 
and will plod steadily on without making 
a particularly brilliant show. I think the 

knewisest CGae we can take is to send Ethel 
y into the country. It is, of course, impossi­

ble for me to leave London just now, so 
that we cavnot remove the household ; but 
we can send the child to your sister’s. The 
place is extremely pleasant and healthy, 
there are little ones near her own age, she 
would be out of doors the greater part of 
the day, and the food—fresh milk, eggs, 
and fruit— is highly desirable. What do 
you say? Suppose you write to Mrs. Cole, 
and we can talk the matter over this even

“Bat, Joseph,” interposed Mrs. Chilblud 
anxiously, “you do not think she is going 
to be ill?”

"Certainly not,” answered her husband 
in his smooth, precise tone, “only I am a 
great believer in the old adage, ‘Prevention 
is better than cure,’ and with a child of 
Eshel’s calibre cne cannot be too vigilant 
and careful. Now, my dear, we will have 
the children down: for I must go in ten 
minetea I will try and see Sinclair later 
on to discuss our plans, in the meantime, 

there be a truce to all lessons to-day ; 
and could you not invite the little Howlands 
over, and let them all have a good romp 
together in the nursery ? It would do Ethel 
good."
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