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A Story of Two
 Christmases.
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There was a dull grey sky over-
bead, streiching gloomily across the
calm waters of the St. Clair river. Its
bank in this particular part of which
I write, was a long stretch of low-
lying land with few trees shading the
smooth, wide road. A short distance
from the river, almost hidden among
a cluster of fine old trees at a turn
of the road, the gables of a quiint
old brown house are visible.

Winter has beenjite in donning her
white, icy mantle this year, for though
it is the day befsié Christmas the
grass is. unusually green and the
breeze soft and balmy as it flatters
around two children sitting quietly on
a lowy ., moss growa log on the river
bank. The eldest,a girl about eight,
is anxiously scanning the river, her
lovely dark eyes filled with an eager
expectancy which has flushed her de-
licate young cheek. /

“Oh! bhe i8 coming; there is dear
father at las:. I'm so tired watching
for him, Aren’'t you, Reggie 1" She

turns to her companion, a bright boy
of five, who is playing with the peb-
bles, secing how far he can throw into
the water and woefully coming short
of the mark in‘inm efforts.

“S0 is 1; and I'm drefful hungry,
too,” he answers, starting up and wav-
ing his cap towards an approaching
boat which has turned around the
bend in the river near them, and is be-
ing quickly rowed towards the bank
by its solitary occupant, who, resting
a moment on his oars, returns his lit-
tle son’s salute. A few moments later
and be has housed his boat and,laden
with sandry packages, joins the chil-
dren who fondly greet him.

“Well, father, did you see Santa
Claus at the viliage, and tell him to
be sure and come down our chimney
toimight ¥’

“Yes, my boy ; he is coming, so you
and lrene hang up the biggest stock-
ings you have.”

“All right.”, Reggie's chubby face
beams with satisfaction. *‘I love; San-
ta Claus, He's the bestest man in all
the country,”

“Oh, father !"” exclaiums Irene, point-
ing to the brown house at the turn
in the road, “Do you think our chime
ney will be widé enough to get his
sleigh down."”

Reggie's face falls as he looks up
anxiously at his father, who though
his cont is only a frieze one, and his
soft felt hat has sean good service, no
one can fail to notice his aristocratie
bearing and the dark beauty of his re-
fined face, as he smiles fondly at the
little fellow, saying: "““Then _he will
have to jeave his sleigh at the top
and slide down.”

“Father,” lrene quietly creeps closer
to his side. "“Mother is \H‘}l‘nin.'

Her father

starts perceptibly. A
cold nambuess steals about his beart,
which almost ceases beating as be
gazes at her

‘Aunty said she was delirious and
did not know what she was saying,
end sent us out on the beach to watch
for you.”

He answers not a word, but the pal-
lor of death creaps over his handsome

face as heewies out silently. Again!
Aain! God of Heaven, all hope has
Tled "’

Wonderingly the children try to
keep up with their parent's hasty
steps, who, apparently deaf, dumb,
and blind to all, strides on. Reggie s
stoul little legs fail him at length, and
he piteously entreats his sister to

wait for him, as his eyec fill with tears
at his fTathec's strange conduct.
Irene’'s cheek s flushed and her
breath comes quickly Very willingly
she slackens her pace and takes him
lovingiy by the hand, and they watch
theis father as he goes through the
evening shadows 1o his house

Entering the front garden, he opens
the hall door quietly. .Tall, strong
man as he is, his hand trembles ay he
does so. A door mear him is open
Someone in the room is talking and
singing in muttered, indigtinet tones,
It is a woman's voice. '‘As he hears
it a look of bitter Aisgust comes into
his white face, and he smothers a
curse beneatth his brown oustache.

‘Guay ; where is Guy ? [ want him.”
the cry comes in shrill tones.

He goes quickly through the hall
into the kitahen, anywhere away from
the sound of that voice ealling him.

He cotiés face Lo face with a stout,
elderly woman on whose usually
cheery countenance a dejected ex-
pression is sattled. As she sees him
she cries out sorrowfully, "Oh, Guy,
it is again the old story with her!”

“How! Where did she get it {”

His voice is calm, but it i the calm~
ness of despair. A sob escapes her as
she meets the look of utter misery
in his dark eyes, and mentally she
exclaims : “‘Poor fellow ™ God pity
him !"" us she apswers .. "l can't tell.
We have been alone since you left for
the village. She went upstairs ftu
straighten things in that aloset which
we have not used for some time.
When she came down, to my horror,
Gay, | saw she wasn't herself. As
she was rather wild 1 seat the chil-
dren out of the “ouse. Did you meet
them "' she anxiously inquires.

“Yes, Ann; poor, unfortunate chil-
drem. BSee to them, for I must be
aloge?” He turns to leave the apart-
ment. She calls dntreatingly after
him, “If you'd only go to her, Guy;
it might quiet her.”

“No: | wish | might never look
upon her face again,” he bitterly ex-
claims, as he passes from the room,
gobog quick:y up stairs to a small
apartment at the top _uf the house,
bolting himse!f in. It is almost bare
of farniture, gloomy and cold, but he
does not heed it. Throwing himself
on a._ seat, sobs, such as are only
wrung from strong men in the hour
of unutterable anguish, burst from
him. The evening shadows oreep
away and the moon is lighting up the
little chamber, still he sits there si-
lent, motionless, his bent head buried
in his cold hands, his thoughts busy
with the past, his ruined life by one
mad act of his, when, in early years,
he had married the bandsome, ignor-
ant, low-born daughter of bis father's
butler. The opposition of his aristo-
eratic relations availed nothing. He

o wed the village beauty, Lizzie Nor-
ton. Nine years have since
then, years during which he bas re-
@retted bitterly that fatal aot, for as
time weat by he discovered that the
irl, for whom he had sacrificed his
ife in his mad infatuation, proved not
only an ill-tempersd, jealous woman,
but’ was constantly giving way to the

ve up all, home ,wealth, and frienda,.

tefrible love of the inebriating cup.
His watchful care a
peals were in vain. -
fhe untold misery T.endured ! He,
with his proud, , sensitive na-
ture. Separated from his family, who
looked with contemptuous anger on
his margiage, he resolved to go away
and bury himself in some strange land
from ait who had ever known him.
S0 he crossed the ocean with his unfor-
tainate wife, two little éhildren and
a widowed sister of his wifes, who in
love and pity for her young sister and
her helpless babies, accompanied them
to their distant e.

God, and his own heart, alone, knew
what Guy Neviile suffered in that
loaely brown house near the river.
Life at times would have been un-
bearable were it not for his children.
His wife had returned from an in-
ebriate asylum a few weeks before,
repentant and resoived to amend her
life. Sister and husband ,trembling
with bope, guarded and sustained her
in this, the last chance for her re-
demption, but my story shows how
fruitless their efforts to save her from
the miserable, debasing babit, for she
had come across, in that disased
closet, some inebriating dram hid-
den awny by herself and forogtten.

Numb with cold and misary, Guy
Neville at length arises wearily and
g»s to the window ofthe little room.
The moonlit river stretches calmly
before him, the glorious stars look
peacefully out of a cloudless heaven
from the various houses near and far
along the river bank, lights gleam,
teiling, perhaps, of mirth and gladness
in hapdy bomes on this bright Christ-
mas eve.

Over thousands of miles of land,
across the wide ocean, his thoughts
fly, before his mental vision a stately
hall arises on which that same moon
will shed her light and gleam here and
there through fine old trees in the
park around. Oge face and form of
his boyhood he yearns for to-night, in
hopeless sorrow. Does she ever think
of him, the son who nearly broke her
proud heart, an outcast from all once
80 dear to him 7 Ob! how is it to end;
I cannot _bear— '

Hark! What is that ¥ Shriek after
shriek is heard from the lower rooms.
He rushes quickly from the apart-
ment, down the stairs, with an unde-
fined terror filling his breast, On the
way Irene calls to him, “Oh! father,
what’s the matter " §

She stands at the door of the chil-
dren’'s bedchamber. A sweet picture
in her white drapery, her small hands
outstretched, her dark eyes full of
alarmed eatreaty. Only a glance
can he give the lovely vision, as he
hurriedly exclaims:

*“My darling, shut the door and go
to bed !"

She obeys, sobbing - quietly, her
young heart filled with dread as she
thinks: “Oh ! the trouble has come to
us again, and we thought mamma
would be well now. When auntie sent
us to bed she said we couldn’t see our
dear father ! What will he do, and all
of us " ;

“Is it Christmas now, and Santa '
Claus come, Irene?” Reggie asks in
slespy tones, as he sits up in his lit-
tle bad and peers anxiously about.

“No, it's dark night yet. Santa
Claus won't be here for hours.”

“l thought I heard his sleigh rat-
tling down the chimney, and the bells
ringing. Is my stocking all right; I
can't see it "

“Look over there near the chimney,
Reggie.”

He turns and gazes i the direction
indicated, where two immense black
stockings, lent for the ocecasion by
aunty, are grimly suspended, await-
ing the midnight visitor.

“Yes; | remember now. lots of
things can fit in them. L must go to
sleep, 'cause he won't come if | don't,
gnd that would be drefful.”
¥ Nestling down, he draws the clothes

about his curly "head so Santa Claus
cafit see him, he whispers to Irene,
who, fondly kissing and tucking him
snugly in his small bed, as she has seen
aunty do, goes to hér own couchi won-
dering why her father or aunt do not
as usual, cqme to bid thera good- ]
night, until, wearied out, the troubied,
lonely child falls asieep.

It is Christmas morning, very early
yet and stormy for it is snowing heav-
ily. The wind blows cold and bleak
from the river around the homestead
of the Nevells. Reggie is the first to
awake, as he sees the morning light
coming dimly through the window,
with a shout of delight that it is at
last Christmas, springs from bed and
goes swiftly to the chimney, thrust-
ing his hand eagerly into the stocking
intended for him. It is empty, quite
empty, and so is lrene’'s, which he
next examines in breathless amaze-
ment,

“Oh, Santa Claus never came!
There's nothing in our stockings.
What shall I do; what shall I do!”

His bitter sobs of  disappointment
arouse his sister, whose wonder and
grief is almost as great as hisown at
the Bad fact that Santa Claus has for-
gotten to bring the nice presents he
told father he would.

“He is a bad old man, [ would like
to kick him !” exclaims Reggie, in an-
gry indignation.

“Oh! Reggie, don't  say that; it's
naughty,” remonstrates Irene through
her tears.

“Yes, I would, and hard, ;too,
he is just "the baddest mas- in
whole world ! .

“What will father say ! returned
Irene.

“He will fight him like this,” and the
little fellow doubled up his small fists
savagely. :

“He said he would be sure to come,”
mused Irene. ; :

“He told a lie and the Devil will
get him " eried Reggie, with evident
satisfaction.

“I wish father or aunty would come
to us, for the door is locked and we
can't get out,” exclaims his sister, who
has attempted to leave the room. They
had often before been locked in when
their poor mamma was ill, as they
were told. | They feared, rather than
loved, theit unfortunate parent, of
whom they saw very little, but Irene
was old emough to perceive ihat all
the trouble and sorrow in their home
was caused by her, and bher young
heart hardened towards her wretched
mamma when she saw the distress of
her father, whom she idolized.

for
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The light of the quiet Christmas
morning shines cheerlessly inlo one
of the lower apartments, wherg, un-
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Catarih is a Menace to the Race--The
Precursor of Much Suffering and
the Fore-runner of Incurable Throat
and Lung Troubles.

But This Great Bemedy Cures snd
Provant Uclds, Drives dut Ca-
tarrh Germs and Frees the Wh ls
System From the Foulnsss Inci-
dent to Datarrh.
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No remedy yet compounded for the
healing of catarrh has received the un-
bounded eulogy from people in high
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der its white covering, a cold, mo-
tionlesy form reposes. She is quiet
now, and silent forever in the home
she has made so wretched—for Guy
Nevelle's wife is dead, called sudden-
ly away during the night, and he sits
alone, dazed, shocked, by the sudden-
ness of the event which has freed him
from the galling chain which for years
has so cruelly bound him. To leave
her to God's mercy and lay her in
her quiet grave is 4ll that is to be
done.

He thinks of his children and, go-
ing to seek them, they are soon cling-
ing about his neck, telling him of their
bitter disappointment; and when he
sees Ltheir empty stockings remembers
that it is Christmas morning, and sun-
dry packages come to his recollection,
thrown aside in his despair the night
before, which were to have made glad
the hearts of his darling little ones.

= . -

It is a chilly evening towards the
end of the summer, damp and foggy.,
having rained all day. Around the
fire in one of the cosy, luxurious
apartments of Glynne Hall, a quaint,
ivy-covered old mansion, situated in
one of the most picturesque parts of
Devonshire, a family party are gath-
ered. On a low couch near the fire
a lady and little boy are seated. The
child is showing his mother some pic-
tures, while she holds a piece of fancy
work in her white, jewelled hands,
but her gaze and thoughts are fur-
tively directed towards a handsome,
elderly lady in widow's weeds, sitting
in an easy chair opposite, and a tall,
slender young man who is earnestcly
verusing a letter. He folds it np
presently, saying tothe lady beside
him :

“What a relief, mother, to know
that woman isdead; that the haunting
fear of his bringing her here to be
mistress need no longer trouble us.”

“No, that unhappy chapter of his
life is closed. How keenly he must
have felt the disgrace of his marriage
as time went on, when he would never
let us know where he had gone to.”

“Was he aware of father’'s death
when he first wrote to you, and that
we were looking the world over for
him

“He was not, but as she was dead
he longed to come home and bring his
children if T would receive them.”

“And you will be glad to see him,

mother, if he comes {" questions her
son.
“He must return, Chester, and take
his father’s place now,” she sadly an-
swers, “and though in my bitter pride
and anger [ sent him from me, I
have often wept to think how he must
have suffered for his madness through
all these long years, and yearned to
look once more on the face of my
first born,—~and the children, poor lit-
tle things!”

“How many are there, Lady
Glynne !’ inquires her daughter-in-
Jaw, from the other side of the fire,
her heart full of bitter envy towards
the absent heir and his family, for
she had hoped he might never be found
and that her husband would become
Sir Chester Glynne.

“Two, Guy writes. He called his
daughter after me,’—a pleased smile
flitting across her sad face as &he
speaks.

“What impertinence, when you
think of the low-born mother !" ejacu-
lates Mrs. Chester Glynnée, an expres-

sion of scornful indignation resting on
her haughty and unprepossessing fea-
tures.

“Impertinence! Why, Sara, you are
not thinking of wha§ you are saying,”
remonstrates her husband, with an
angry frown.

“Oh, yes, I am, Chester, for such a
disgraceful episode in the family re-
cord is not easily forgotten,” she an-
swers contemptuously, bent on pain-
ing ber mother-in-law, with whom she
knows she is no favorite. “I am con-
stantly in terror when walking about
the grounds that some of your bro-
ther's wife’'s miserable relatives will
meet and claim relationship with me."”

Her hushand is silent, through sheer
amazement and anger, but Lady
Glynne replies with flushed cheeks and
something of her old haughtiness :

“Do not, I pray, be alarmed by the
fear of coming in contact with them
any longer, for my son has no rela-
tives here except those of his own fam-
ily.” .

“Are they all dead, too? How con-
siderate of them, eh, Chester 1"’

He is tog much annoyed to answer
her, but, turning eagerly towards his
mother, inquires, “Is that the casef
I knew old Norton was gone, but there
was, I think} a sister also "

“Yes; but she accompanied them
when they left -home, and has decided
to remain where they now are. Guy
writes it is far better so, though he

feels grateful to her for the chi 's
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positions, sjcially, publicly or profes-
sionally, as Dr. Agnew's Catarrhal
Powder. .

Dr. Agnew's Catarrhal Powder is.a
specific for catarrh. It gives almost in-
stant relief, not only in the acute
forms, but chronic cases of many
years standing vanish under its per-

sistent use. It will break up a cold
in the head in almost quicker time
than i ttakes to tell it. [t is apleas-
ant, powerful and potent protection
against the almost constant elimatic

DR AGNEW'S CATARRHAL POWDER HAS HAD
ALMOST UNIVERSAL ENDOGRSATION A
GREATEST HEALEROF THE MOST INSIDIOUS
AND COMMON DISEASE OF THE CENTURY.

is subject.

counsel of the thousands to whom it

baven of health. '
Mrs. J. H. rte, of 223 Church St.,
Toronto, in telling of her faith in

says:
stantly from catarrh in its worst
form.

out any permanent results until I
tried Dr. Agnew's Catarrhal Powder.

simple to apply — gave
greal relief. I persevered

me

of it for eight months, and to-day 1

STHE

changes to which this northern world

Dr. Agnew’s Catarrhal Powder is
the permanent eradicator and perpet- | there tickli
val exterminator of this most insidi-
ous and yet common foe of humanity
generally. If you are a sufferer take

bas been a sovereign balm—the bea-
con to show the way to health and the

and cure by this wonderful remedy,
“I cannot speak too highly of
Dr. Agnew’s QCatarrhal Powder. For
years | suffered intemsely and con-

I took everything I could pur-
chase that promised me a cure, with-
The first application of it—and it s so

in the use

£

om of the remai
and [ am able to give this tes!
for so worthy a remedy after
s0o many so-calied catarrh car
-to add disappointment to dis

am fully restored, mot the sligh.
sympt

the
droppings in the throat? there |
burniag pain in the throat f Any and
all of these symptoms indicate the
presence of catarrh, and while some
of them may seem but trivial, you can-
not afford to treat them lightly, for,
remember, dire consequences may re-
sult from neglect, for all vietims of
throat and lung troubles have been
subject to catarrh.

Dr. Agnew’s Ointment puts out the
fire from distressing skin troables,
such as Eczema, Salt Rbheum, Secald
Head, Tetter, and will- cure Piles *
from three to five nights.

Dr. Agnew’s Care for the He
gives relief from the most viol
spasms in heart disease in 30
It saves life.

Dr. Agnew’s Liver Pills.

S.
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g-puine spprecistion

delivered at any time whan ordersd.
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Far better so, to part from the light
of her eyes, the little ones she has lov-
ed and cared for since their infancy.
Far better she kept from them so they
may forget her, and all recoilection
of their young lives be banished from
their memory. So, martyr-like, the
faithful aunt resolved to remain in
the lonely, old brown house, broken-
hearted, yet willing to suffer for her
.darlings’ sake, though never again to
look upon their sweet faces. It is the
only restitution she can make to them
and their father for all they have suf-
fered through their connection with
her. Poor aunt! Your rare, unselfish
devotion will surely meet its reward
some day, when for you the sorrow
of living is over.

“Hark ! the Herald Angels sing
Glory to the New Born King.”

Sweet and clear the ancient hymn
thrills through the tastefully decor-
ated church in the village of Glynne.
It is the close of the early mérning
service. There are not many worship-
pers in the little edifice at that hour.
One form we notice as he turms to
leave the crimson-lined, curtaified
pew, where for an age, as \ % tablets
and monuments above it pra aim, the
noble family of Glynne have M iftly re-
posed, screened from the vulgar gaze
of the humble villagers, languidly con-
fessing themselves miserable sinners,
while their hearts swell with the pride
of beauty, rank and fortune, and in
their secret sonl, like the Pharisee of
old, they rejoice that they are not
like other men.

A mouument recently erected to the
memory of Sir Guy Glynne stands out
prominently, he pauses before it with
grave, sad face. It 18 Gay Neyille's
bandeome featurws, we see once more,
pow Sir Guy Neville Glynne come back
to the land of his birth to fiod himealt
Lord of the Mavnor. The poor, low-
born wife sleeps is a foreign grave.
Seemingly forgotten in his past folly,
u8 his noble relatives and the surround-
ing gentry welcome bim bowe.

ile turns presently and Jooks uround
the ancient sanctuary bright with its
Curistmas decorations. His guze rests
on the beautiful staived window in the
chancel - through which the sun is
lighting up the form of the blessed
Ourist kneeliog alone io the gurden in
the bour of His agony. How familiar
it looks although the few faces around
bim ure nearly all strange. He goes
out into the frosty air and takes bis
solitary way through the little ﬂlllcc.
until he ses into the grou bout
Giynne Hall. The well-known towers of
his old home stand proudly amid.the
picturesque beauty of the surroundiog
country, on that bright, glad morning.
Back to his memory rushes the remeém-
brance of that hour spent iu the little
room at the top of the old gabled
house, so far away by the river side,
whea in that dark hour of bis despair
he looked out on the mocnlit waters
in that land of his looely exile and
yearning with paesionate longing for
the eight he was now gazing upon.
That life was forever over but the in-
tense misery of it could pevér be utter-
ly effaced. He basten his steps going
up the wide terrace through 'the
ancient into the wspacioue
ball, with its antiquuted
and quaint-stained

'i days of he seeks hi
n 808 L]
mother’s boudoir. m is there now
stately us ever and retaining much of
thohunt{:‘lbuud torm for which
she wus distinguished in earlier days.
He bends tenderly towards her ard in
bis rlasping srme, she thaoke Heaven
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Presently hurrying footsteps in the
corridor are hmé. with the sound of
joyoua laughter. Lady Glyope looks
expectantly towards the door, ejaculat-
ing in pleased accents, ‘‘Here come
the children, my son!'"’ Sir Guy tures
to greet his darliogs, as they‘;n usher-
ed in by & trim waiting maid. What!
are those handsomely dressed, merry,
little ones, the cisappointed, tear-
stuined children whom we last saw, in
that small, dim room acroes the ocean
last Ohristmas meoroing, becavse Santa
Claue bad forgotten them?

Yes, the same indeed, but this year
them by ; for as they
wish their father and newly f.und
grandwother & ‘*‘Merry Cnrnistmas,’’
they tell of wonderful things the old
gentleman has brought this time.

“*Oh father!'’ cries Reggie excitedly,
I can’t remember ail the presents nice
old Banta Claus has brought we, my
stockings wouldn't hold them, and
Irene got heaps too. I think he iaust
be awful rich."’

Ilis gracdmother smiled amusedly
ut the little fellow's innocent delight,
while her mental remark is, **Poor boy,
what has his life been?'"

Irene’s soft dark eyes, so like his
own, are raised to her father's:—

*“[ think I must bave heard the
angels singing. It was pretty dark ana
they woke me up, such beautiful sing-
ing about our Saviour and the Kinog.
I tried to open the window and look
out to see them, but I couldn’t. Ob!
it was lovely, sweet singing!"" Her
father glavced at his mother, Her eyes
wore woist with tears whica were very
near his own,

“] heard the angels singiog too!"’
exclaiws ie, but in rather itat
ing way. ‘‘Were they apgels?'’ grave-
Iy quer

rene.

“‘No, my darling they were people from
the village singing carols or hymns for
Christmas morning. '’

*“They never used to sing to us,'’
she answers musingly.

“Oh! cause there is no carols or
bymaos ion“our home far, far away,'
cries her brother lbnkluﬂ his curly
locks impressively, *‘'I like land
the bestest,’’ and advaocing timidly to
Ler side with a winning emile, *‘My
H e stately lndy ~

state caught the beauti-
tul boy to her bosom tenderly kissing

he has come back to her in her
widowhood. ‘ L

Mitie Jodat thie mowiet thet B
4 momen t Sir
Guy’s brother with his w

P
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and son enter the apartment, havie 7
come to the Hall much against Mre
Chester’s wishes to ecpend Christmas.
For, .the first time she looks ou Si
Guy's children, and her menta: remar
is **Why they are Glyones! ug
the bemuty of their father's pround
racd, instead of the commwon-lookig
children [ boped to see. '’ Lady Glyrne
was infatuated with them, Bber-iu'y
saw, they would always cowe first to
the exclusion of her own . spoiled dar
ling, and & bitter hate ‘arose in b
beart towards the unconscious childre
Here we will say *‘Good bye' to ¢
Guy aod his littie ones. whor we me.
on the solitary beach of a Canadiun
river, leaving them in their howe in
Glypne Hall,baviog portrayed the con-
:rnt between two Christmases in their
ives,

e se—
A DRUGGIST'S FAITH.
What's Most Called for Must Be The
Jest Remedy.
A druggist’s testimony of the *
larity a is the s

. str st
kind ofAn proof that it will d‘fm'g::l

it promises. Paul Livingood, druggi

of Allentown, Pa., says: "Dr, .\ggﬁ:
remedies have sold away beyond my
expectations. You can quote me for
saying that Dr. Agnew s Catarrhal
Powder is the best seller for catarrh
I bavein the store. Many of my custo-
mers praise. it highly.” It iy great
remedy and has a continentyl reputa.
tion.” . 4

Sold by J. W. McLaren.
R

Minard's Liniment for

where. sale every.

h:oot‘: o e s sold in O
Guan & Oo'y, Drug Store, ©
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