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N. D. BECK,

———
(S8uccessor to Royal & Prud’homme)
Barrister. Attorney, &c.

-Solieltor for thec Credit Foncier - Franco-

anadien.
OFFICE NEXT BANK OF MONTREAL.

McPHILLIPS BROS,

Dominion Land Surveyors and Civil

KEngineers.

G. MePhullps, Frank McPhillips and R. C.
McPhill

ips.
ROOM 10 BIGGS BLOCK, WINNIPEG.

——

MUNSON & ALLAN,

Barristers, Altorneys, Selicltors, &e.,

Offices McIntyre Block, Main Street, Winni-

peg, Manitoba.

¥ H. D. MUNSON. @. W. ALLAN

—_—

McPHILLIPS & WILKES,

Barristérs, Attornevs, Solicitors,
Hargrave Block, 326 Main 8t,

I» @, MCPHILLIPS, A. E. WILKES

&ec.

F. MARIAGGI, Chef de Cuisine.

RESTAURANT FRANCAIS,

A LA CARTE,
316 Main Sireet, - « Winnipeg.

DINNER FROM 12 TO 2, 35 CENTS.

24 CATERING FOR PRIVATE PARTIES."%%}

MAROTITA & MARIAGGI, Prop's.

DR. DUFRESNE,
Physician, Surgeon and Obstetrician
COR. MAIN. AND MARKET BTS.
Opposite City Hall.

CONNOLLY BROS.
BUYUTCHERS,

have resumed business with ‘a large
ana choice stock ot

w— AT -

4, 349 MAIN STREET, WINNIPEG,

OPP. POTTER HOUSE.

23 A call respectfully solicited and satis
taction s‘uarant.ggd.

‘Winnipeg, Man.

ROOMS AND BOARD.,

Excellent Board and Rooms may be ob-
talned in a good and central locality and at
Teagonable rates. Apply at 88 Carlton, near

Corner of York ssreet. nv2l

EDWARD KELLY,

STRAM ND HOT WATER HEATING,

PLUMBING AND GASFITTING,
93 Periage Avenue, » Winnipeg.

Plans, Specifications and Estimates fur-

nished on application.  P. O, Box 471.

M. CONWAY

General Auctioneer and Valnator

Rooms Cor Manin & Pertage Ave.

" 8ales of Furniture, Horses Implements
&o., every Fridayat 3 p.m. Country Sales of
Farm Stock, &c., promptly attended to. Cash
Torms
liberal and all business strictly confidentia.

advanoed on consignments of goods.

D. HEALLENA4

~ FIRST - CLASS TAILOR AND CUTTER.

Repairing n Specialty,
Prieces Most Reasonnable,

48 McDermott, St, Winnipeg

RADIGER & Co.

WINES,

477 MAIN STREET.

A 8becial stock for the holiday trade at

low prices.

————

LIQUORS & CIGARS.

ALEX. SMITH & CO.,

Brokers ‘and Commission Merchants.

1st Floor, McIntyre Block, Main St.

Liberal advances made on all kinds of
&00ds, merchandiSe, or other collaterals.

LWI discounted, &ec.,’ &o.
1 transactions strictly confidential.

ALEX. SMI1H & CO,

A CHRISTMAS FIRESIDE MUSING.

BY FATHER RYAN.

I'm sitting in my silent room
This long December night,
Watching the fire-flame fiil the gloom
With nuany a picture bright.
Ah! how the fire can paint!
His magic skill how strange!
How every spark
On the canvas dark
Draws figures and forms so guaint!
And how the pictures change!
In a moment how they smile!
And in less than a little while,
In the twinkling of an eye,
Like the gleam of & summer sky,
The beaming smiles all die.

From gay to grave,'from grave to gay,
The faces change in the shadows gray;
And, just as I wonder who are they,
Over them al},
Like a funeral pall,
The folds of the shadows drop and fall,
‘And the charm is gone,
And every one
Ofthe pictures fade awary.

Ah! the fire witnin my grate .
Hath more than Raphael’s power,
Is more than Raphael’s peer,—
More than he in a year;

And the pietures hanging round me here
This holy Christmas eve

No artist’s pencil create,

No painter’s art conceive.
Ah!those cheerful faces
Wearing youthful graces

I gaze on them until I seem

Half awake aud half in a dream.
Thers are brows without a mark,
Features without a shade;

There are eye¢s without a tear,
Thereare lips unused to sigh.
Al,never miud! you soon shall die.
All those faces soon shall fade,—
Fade into the drearydark,
Like their piciures hanging here.
Lo! those tearful faces,
Bearing Ages traces!
1 gaze on them, and they on me,
Until I feel & sorrow steal -

Through my heart so drearily;

There are faces furrowed deep;
There are eyes that used to weep;
There are brows beneath a cloud:

There are hearts that want to sleep.

Never mind; the shaqows creep
From the death-lard; and asaroud,
Tenderly A8 & mother’s arm,

Soon shall shield the old from harm;
Soon shall wrap its robe of rest
Round each sorrow-haunted breast.

Al; that face of Mother’s

-+ Bister’s too, and brother’s,

And 80 many others,
Dear in every name;

And wherever they are to-night, Y know
They look the very same
Asin their picture Lere
This night, 0 memory dear,

.And painted by the flames,

‘With tomb-stones in the background,
And shadow for their frames.

And thus, with my pictures only,
And the fancies they unweave. -

Aone, and yet not lonely,

- I keep my Christmas eve.

. . . .

I'm sitting alone in my fire-lit room;
But no, thefire is dying,
And the weary volce winds In the outer gloom
Are sad, and I hear them sighing.
The wind has a voice to pine
Plaintive,and pensive, and low.
P=Hath it a heart, like mine or thine?
Kuooweth it weal or woe?
How it walls in a ghost-like strain,
Just against that window pane!
Astlit were tired of its long, cold flight,
An . wanted to rest with me to-night.
Ceacge, night winds cease,
Why should you be sad?
This'is & night of joy and. peace,
And Heaven and earth are glad!
But still the wind’s veice grieves,
Perchance, o’er the fallen leaves
‘Whien, in sammer bloom,
Da.nceci to the music of bird and breeze,
But, torn from the arms of the parenttrees,
Lie now in their wintry tomb,—
Mure types of man’s own doom.
And thus with the night windsonly.
And the fancies they unweave,
Alone, and yet not lonely,
I keep my Christmas eve.

HOW T0 HAVE A HAPPY CHRISTMAS

«Happy CHRISTMAS to you, friend More:
ton!” cheerily exclaimed Mr. Mc Worthy
overtaking his friend, and slapping him
on the shoulder with the familiarity of
old acquaintance. :

4Good-morning, Mac,” replied Mr.
Moreton, grasping the proffered hand.
“You look as if it was ‘happy Christmas’
sure enough with “*you,’ at any rate”

And so0 he did, for his face was all lit
up with a ruddy glow, which showed how
blithely his blood was bounding under
the influence of his agtive morning walk,
and of the dry, cold December wind
that was whistling along the snowy pave-
ments, while every feature was radiant
with a smile of exuberant contentment
and good humor. .

“To be sure it is happy Christmas with
me,” said he, taking his friend by the
arm and hurrying him into a quicker
step, “and I’d like to know what else 1t
should be with any man? Isn't it happy
Christmas with you, old friend?” .

“Well, no, Mac, 1 can’t exactly say it
is,” replied Mr. Moreton. And then, as
if anxious to evade the subject: “But
where are you coming from, so early in
the morning?”

“Why,I've just been to early Mass and
received my Christmas communion, and
now I'm hurrying home to breakfast.
And where are you going, ifitis a fair
question?”

“Well, 1 thoughs I'd step down to the
store a minute. I had to leave rather,
early yesterday evening, and I want to
see whether anxiety to get their Christ
mas jollifications hasn’t made my scatter-
brained clerks neglect a matter of impor
tance that 1 told them to attend to.’

“Going to the store on Christmas
morning!” exclamimed Mr.Mac, ¢Who
aver heard of such & thing! . Now, look
here, my dear Moreton, do let me use
the privilege of an old frriend, and ask
you what you meant when you eaid
just now that Christmas wasn't exactly

happy Christmas with you.”

“Well, no, Mac,” he replied, it isn’t.
To tell you the truth, Christmas day
always gives me the blues. You need
n't look so astonished—it is a fact; and
I'll tell you why. Of course, there was
a time when I looked on Christmas day
as most other people seem to do. When
1 was a hittle tellow, I suppose I used to
dream about it for weeks ahead, with
its glorious visions of sweet things, and

July wasn't & circumstance toit, Then.
when grew up, its social gatherings
and home enjoyments made ita day of
real happiness to me. - But, as I became

.| older, the sugar—coating wore off, and

now the whole thiug seems so - empty,
and I can feel so little sympathy with
all this bustle of enjoyment, that posit-

geeit. There-at home, now, I'ye just
left my family in the height of their
Christmas merriment. I didn’t wish to
throw a cloud over it with my gloomy:
face; and,to tell you the truth, that is
more than half the reason why I started
out for my countingroom.  May be
I've grown too cynical; but I can‘t help
1t. ‘Iv’s just as I've told you.” And he
he struck his walkingstick heavily on

.| the sidewalk three or four times, as 1if

he would gladly pound to death the
mirthfulness that anndyed him.

¢ Why, my dear Morewn!’ exclaimed
Mr. Mac, ‘ you do indeed astonish me,
and pain me too. This is s0 unlike what
1 should expect from my dear frend on
Christmas morning. There must be
a sccew loose eomewhere,  Surely this
sweetest festival of the year ought to be
enough to gladden any heart that has s
spark of religion in it, Why, man
alive 7 just to think that it is our bless.
ed Savior's birthday—and to hear the
big-toned church bells telling us so—and
to listen to the organ at early mass
pealing forth the . Gloria in Excelsis,
which the angels sang on Christmas
morning—and to hear the priest repeat-
ing to us their joyous;salutation: ¢ Be-
hold I bring you glad tidings of great
joy, which shall be to 311 people, for this
day is born to you a Savior, who is Christ
the Lord.’ T ask you, is this not enough
to thaw out any heart that is not ice
itself? | )

¢ Sureiy, Mac, it ought to be, and I
wish it .could thaw milie; -but it.den’t.’

¢ Have you ever given it a chance?

¢ Well, probably not as as fair a one as
Iought. To he candid with you, Mac,

 there is the whole trouble ; my religion

has always been more in my head than
in my heart ; I have always been ready
1o defend my faith, but remiss m prac-
ticing the religious duties it enjoins;
and of course not practising its duties, 1
have not been animated with its spirit,
and so its festivals find my poor heart in
no condition to share in their sanctify-

.|ing and consoling influences. I see it all

clearly enough ; but how can it be other
wise with all the business worry and
family cares that I have to engross my
thogghts 1 And now, while we are on the
subject, let me ask you plainly, Mac,

.| how you, having similar cares to engage

you, have still managed ta keep up the
good spirit so well.! g . pup

¢ Well now, friend Moreton,, said he,
¢1 dod’t wish 10 seem as though 1 were
preaching you a sermon, but as you have
asked a plain question, I'li try to give a
plain answer. I didn’t begin life with the
principal that my worldly duties must
necessarily interfere with my religious
duties, and I have never found it neces-
sary to adopt it. I started with two
good’l resolutions,: first, that, as I am
God’s creature, and not my own or the
world’s, my duties to God should always
go before every other consideration;
secondly, that as an absolutety necessa-
ry means of keeping this resolution, I
would always be faithful to my religion,
and regular in receiving the sacraments.
I have always tried to stick to them. Of
course, I have all along found plenty of
obstacles, and many a time, when the
day would come for receiving the sacra
ments, some other attraction, or an an-
noyance or care of some kind, would
come athwart my good resolution to
throw me off the track ; but I had de-
termined that my duties to God must go
first, and thanks be to God, I have found
that * where there’s a wili, there's a
way.” So I go on quietly, and I must
say I don’t find it yery hard- In fact,
friend Morton, [ can't help feeling cer-
tain that any man can live up to his re-
ligion if he only triee in earnest, and
that, if he does, he will need no stretch
of imagination or enthusiasm to taste
the sweetness of religion, to' enter with
gusto into the spirit of its.festivals, and
s0, when Christmas morning comes
round, to feel thas it is hapgfy Christmas
m earnest. Eh! friend Morton, now
don’t you believe so yourself ?’

*Ah you rogue !’ he said laughingly.
‘You want to catch me and make me
condemn myself. Still, I suppose I must
own up yes. - But let me ask you to
make me understand a little better than
I do now the meaning of that expression
you use, ‘ the spirit of the fertivals.” I
must acknowledge my notions are more
indistinct than they ought to be about
such things, And then youwll tell me
what the spirit-of Chtistmas is.’

¢Why,' said Mr. Mao, bardly able to

conceal his astonishment at his friend's
unusual interest in such a subject, and

togs, and fire-crackers— the Fourth of

ively it gives me the blues to have to

barely managing to overcome the em.
barrassment which he could not help
feeling at finding himself moralizing so
seriously. ‘Why it means simply this :
Every festival comes to teach us a par-
ticular lesson, brings with it a special
grace to help us to learn and protit by
that lesson, and has attached to it a
sgecial blessing from Almighty God for
those who shall have tried to do so. This
is what 18 meant by the spirit of a festi-
val. Then, to look forward to a coming
festival as being in this way a season of
instruction and grace, and to endeavor
to attune one’s soul to the lesson it
comes to teach, and to pray for the grace
1t brings that we may benefit by its' in~
fluence—this, you see, is what is meant
by entering into the spirit of the festivals
So they pass by and pass again, year
after year, benefitting every soul that
cares to be benefitted by them, and
leaving a new blessing from Almighty
God with every soul that was wiliing to
receive it.’ _

# Come now, Mac!” interrupted Mr.
Moreton, in a1 matter-of-fact way as he
could assume. ‘That is all very nice;
but don’t you think there is more fancy
than reality in it ?

--+No, I don’t, you provoking fellow !’
retorted Mr. Mac, ‘and I know you don't
either. You know just as wellas I do
that our blessed Lord intended his life to
be .our model, as he says himself, “1I
have given you an example, thatas I
have done 80 also you may do.’ You
know without my telling you that every
mystery of his life is fall of instruction
for us, and must bring grace to help us
to profit by it and that it is sccording
to the guidance of the spirit of God
that the church brings these mysteries
before us in the various festivals of the
year. I'm sure you are not a deist, and
if you are not you must know that all
this is true. Eh, old fellow, what have
you to say for yourself ¥ - .

~ 4Well, well,”" he replied, with pretend
ed pettishness, “I suppose I must let
you have your own way about it. But
go on, and let us hear about the wpirit of
Christmas.” S

«That is easily understaod,” said Mr.
Mac, resuming the line of thought which
his friend’s pretended incredulity had
interrupted. -‘The spirit of Christmas
flows from the lesson taught us by our
infant Saviour in his -birth. To know.
what the lesson is, I have only take a
little peep into the poor stable of Beth-
leheim, and every feature of the scene
speaks it loudly enough. Whew!” he
erclaimed, as the wintry blast came
rushing down the street they were just
then crossing, *how the wind is sporting
itself this morning! 1 wonderif it blew
so ¢ 1d and fierce around the poor stable
on that first Christmas night. Ah!yes,”
he continued with real emotion, “I've no
doubt itdid ; for good kind Lord was
pleased always to take the worst and
bitterest for his portion. Yes, as 1 was
saying, every circumstance of our Sav-
iour's birth teaches me a lesson. The

oor stable itself, so strange a palace for
the King of kings ; the manger with its
bed of straw, and its little Baby oczcu-
pant, wrapped in swaddling clothes, and
weeping the tears of infantile weakness ;
the poor young mother,bending over her
Babe to screen him from the blast, and
mingling her tears with his ; good, sim-
ple-hearted St. Joseph, and the lowly
shepherds, kneeling or standing around
in wondering awe—all these are like so
many great voices that speak to me of
humility and self-denial, and detach-
ment of heart from the world’s goods,
warning me at the same time how im-
portant must be the lesson which the
Son of God hds taken such pamns to
teach us, and coaxing me to the love of
the good God who has loved his poor
creatures with so touchingly tender a
love. Friend Moreton, when I think of
all this, I could not if I would, resist its
influence. For the life of me, I couldn’t
help taking the lesson to myself, and
trying in my own poor way to putit in
practice ; and, small though the result
may be, yet the mere effort makes me
feel like a better and happier man. The
effort to imitate our Saviour’s humility
gives me more peace of mind, by help
ing me to be tranquil and cheerful un-
der things that would otherwise torture
my wounded pride ; and, far from de-
pressing me, makes me stronger and
more resolute, by causing me to lean
more on God’s strength and less on my
own weakness. The effort at detach-
ment from the world’s goods gives me a
more confident frust in divine Provid-
ence, enables me to look with compara-
tive calmness on reverses which would
otherwise worry me to death, and gives
a real stimulus to my industry, by mak-
ing me esteem money not for its own
sake, but for the sake of the good I can
do with it ; not as a means for my own
gelfish aggrandizement, but as a treasure
which Providence puts in my hands,
that I may use it for the good ends
which Providence sends in my way, and
as enabling me to prove the sincerity of
my compassion for our infant Saviour’s
poverty, by relieving the poor whom he
has declared to be his representatives,
Then, to6, when I try to animate all
that with love for our lovingGod, 1 can’t
tell you the buoyancy and freedom of
spirit it gives me, . My OChristmas com
munion, which I would not miss for the
world; tecomes a real feast with our in-

fant Saviour himself ; and when I leave
the Church, I feel as if I did mdeed
catry with me a blessing from his own
and his Mother’s hand. How in the
world, then, could I feel otherwise than
happy on Christmas morning? But,
gracious me !” he exalaimed, remarkin

features the effect which the simple elo-

in his friend’s pensive air and softened.

quence of his own warm feelings had -

produced, “see how I've been running
on, preaching away at you, and ‘blowing
my own horn too’ too! Fred Moreton
forgive my thoughtlessness!”

“God bless you for it my dear Mac !’
replied Mr. Moreton with genuine feel.
ing. “God knows it would. be well for
me if I heard more and thought more of
the same kind. IfI did, I shouldn’t feel
as | folt this morning. But may beit
isn't too late yet.”

“Too late! My dear Mr. Moreton, it
is never toolate for such a heart and such
a will as yours. Just try it, and I'm
sure, when this day next year comes
round, you won't feel like growling at
your old friend for wishing you a happy
Christmas.” ’

Taking his friend’s hand for a parting
shake—for they had reached the corner
where Mr. Mac turned off to his home—
#nd looking full in his face he thought he
saw something like tell-tale moisture
glistening in his eyes. Glad to escape
further risk of his own emotions, with a

squeeze of the hand that spoke mofe -

than volumes, he darted round the

‘corner, and in a féw moments was in the

bosom of his family, spreading around
him the same happiness whose he' had
just planted in his friend’s heart.

Mr. Moreton meanwhile continued his
walk. He looked thoughtful and ab-
stracted. Every now and then he
punched the snow heaps with his stick,
as if angry at the emotion caused in him
by the conversation, - and anxious to get
rid of it. But he could uot shake it oft,
He thought he would not go to the
store this morning after all. Turning
another way he soon found himself ami
a stream of persons all going in one
direction. Almost unconsciously he
followed the tide, and, in a minute mare
found himself in St. Patrick’'s Church
where second Mass was just beginning,
Droping mechanically into the nearest
pew, he knelt motionless; but his
brain was working hard and fast! - The
Mass went on but he felt as if in 2 maze.
He had a vague consciousness of rising
to his feet with the rest of the congrega-
tion at the “Gospel,” and then of hesr-
ing the priest “saying something that
gounded very much like what Mac had
just been saying, and the thoughts
crowded faster still.
began, and from the transept gallery the
sweet voices of more than a hundred
orphan girls floated out in the touching
strains of the “Adeste Fideles.” He
could stand it no longer; he broke right
down, and, after a convulsive quiver or
two through his strong frame, wept the
first genuine tears that his eyes had
known for many a day. . :

The little bell in the sanctuary ' tink-
led at the “Sanctus,” and then at the
“Consecration,” and again at the “Dom.
ine, non sum dignus,” and then there
was a movement among the congrega-
tion that aroused him. Lifting his face
from his hands, in which it had been
buried, he saw the crowds advancing to
the communion-rail, He felt very lonely.
But the die was cast. Then and there
e resolved that he would be ready to
recaive holy communion on the follow.
ing Sunday, and the resolution made
him calmer. :

Mass was over. The congregation
dispersed, save those remaining for their
tharksgiving after communion; and
still he was on his knees, his lips saying
nothing but his heart a great deal. = At
length he arose. As he passed out. he
saw a poor woman kneeling near the
door, an infant in her arms, and shiver-
ing with the cold that crept through her
scanly clothing. He thought of the Mo-
ther and the Child shivering in the
stable. He slipped a dollar ‘into her
hand, “*Here, buy something for your
Chrismas dinner,” and left her wonder.
ing at the unusually large alms. The
outside amir felt bracing. Passing hig
hand across his forenead two or three
times, he sat his bat firmly on his head,
and started homeward.

Things
Somehow or other the noisy merriment
on the streets did not annoy him as it
used to , the young folks at home re-
marked how much more pleasant than
usual pa was ; Mrs, Moreton wondered
what good news he could have heard
upon the street ; he went with them all
to High Mass and Vespers; at the din-
ner table he was the life of the party ;
and when he lay domn that night, with
the events of the morning still fresh in
his mind, he felt that he had at last
learned how to have a happy Christmas.
. He kept his resolution. The follow-
ing Sunday he received holy communion.
The two {riends met frequently, feeling
more friends than ever, and often re.
verting with grateful pleasantry to “that
Christmas morning walk.! Twelve
months passed, and Mr. Moreton re-
ceived his Christmas communion kneel
ing at friend Mac's side. He never let
the ice grow over his heart again.

Kind reader, do you use the same

(Continued on Firth Pags)

The “Offertory” -

wore & new face that day.
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