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THE RINGDO t OF THE CHILD.

Out of the common daylight of the worid

I wandered forth into a golden dawn,

A buoyant and » briltiant ntmosphere,

Tn which all langunge had a sweeter sound,
All faces shone, and salutations elad

Of love and cheer tlew fast {rom lip to lip.
Then, as the light glew strong upon the heights,
Bell answered bell with jubilant refrain,

Until the hills the fying echoes caught,

And wafted upward even te heaven itsolfl

And then there was a silence and groat peace,
While in the air above me and around

A whisper rosethat grew into & song—

* Enter the happy kingdom of the Child !™

And then a mimele befell my sight,

With eyes no longer holden 1 boheld

A rea)m immessurable, a golden zone

That like a ring of flatne shane round the world.
And everywhero thejoy was in the air,

Wreaths bloomed on shrine qmd window, and g0 sweet
Theincense roze from every heart and home

Tt seemed 2 bright new world within the old,

A thonsand summers mingled into ove.

Angd still the burden of a song went on,
Toa silver-swoet for any hman volee—

“ This day began the kingdam of the Child."”

e O, who' T eried, s lond of this fair realm ?
Why o o] hearts feap up with vietor's joy ?

I see uo [ofty farts, no steat-: ranks,

Nor signs of martial ennquest,  Oan he be

A warrior and a King of high renown
Whose wide dominions thuanunzuarded lie?
The answer cime : ** By mixhtier forve thanwrm s
Our monarch has his royal honor proved.

His truth is keener than a thensand swords,

His purity so duzzling that the hosts

Of unelean erear tlee hefore the sight,

And in the fervid summer of hiz luve

The superstitisn<of the ehder world.

Like vapors of the sunrize, disappear. i

1ok now upon the train of vanguished Kinwes
Who »ow before the seeptre of the child "

Then down the harders of this shining land
There puased a gloany train, and by their front
Majeatie, awful even’in their fall,
I kuew them not as warriors, bue as gods—
Osiriz. dear to Fovnt's ancient shrines.
And Isis. the world-mather, aa 't
Whosze sinzle tear renewed the was
They too. the hright Olympian Jdeities,
With echoes of remembered music 4t
Upon their 1ips, recre: fully passed By 3
And the stern monarchs of the tey North—
Odin. a wanderer from the fallen throne
Of old Valhalla. and the hoary Thor,
No lovger glorying in his strong rizht hand.
And asthey passed, the wilderness gave up
Tta tawny gods, the spirits of the stooms,

he mountains, and the precipices wild.
And all walked heavily, with bended heud,
Save only Tsis, in whose mourning eves
I see a wistful vearning for the Child,

As these stranze shadows of the fallen faiths
Slawly departed. over all the sky

A soft, serene iliuminntion grew,

A rosy and ineffuble movning light:

And forth fram ent and bower and palace came
Myriada of ittle ehildren. bounding forth,

With lilies-of-the-valley in their hands,

And fracrant hrauches of the forest graen,

These went bators, and with them followed on

An army with white banners borna aloft,

On which in shining letters was inseribed

Tke Jecend beantiful, ©* Gond-willto men,” .

“ Thesze are his gaardz and warriors,”” said the voice :
¢ Spe how the way-side blacms beneath their feet !"
Then I.in haste nf sadden ecstasy,

Snid to the viewlass spirit at my side,

HTE eyas can bearsuch aplendar. let me look
Upon the face of him you eall the Child.”

Then. likea alewld, the pazeant disappeared,
And a rale Orient landseape was nnveiled—
Wide plnins in maonlisht lumber, olive boughs
Roeking heneath the nests of wakeful birds,
And. lighted by ane radiant mornine star,

The straw-thatched stable of a humble inn.
There in a manger, warm with hreath of kine,
Behatd ! othe mysters of all myvsteries,

The jov in sarrowand the Hght in gloom,
Heaven in esrth’s lowlinesz, fiod in the Child !

No erawn ho wore, hut round his peaceful brow
An anrenle shone. from whenee unnumbered rays
Floated away to orown less worthy heads,

iz havd no zeeptre elazped but fazt and far
The Leamz of morning asz his beralds rade

To bear the Christmas aladness 1o the world,

Arnd fast and fur his denrer aneels aped,
Bleasing the little chiliren and the poor

With the hest utierance of hiz perfect Jove

And sarrow heard, and mourning Hps were still,
And evil Bid itself and was afraid, .

Oh, then with heart ar reat T heard apain

The voice. that swelled and grew intna pong:

“ This day. till 3 hullend. from shore to shore,
Rhall come the blessed kingdn:n of the child "

UNDER MEETING BRANCHES.

{Comeluded.)

“You are very well acquainted with Floy, T
suppose,”’ Helen said, as he helped her to cross
a stony brook which she was quite in the habit
of apringing over alone.

¢ Yes, | have met Miss Gay very often,’’ was
the answer, 80 calmly given that Helen decided
that if he was an ardent lover, his feelings were
wonderfully well controlled.

** She has been very sick,” she volunteered.

“Yes; bat she is looking better than 1ex-
pected to find her, from what I have heard.”

* e wasin the habit of hearing about her. |
thought so,"" said Helen to hersell.

“You were about to speak ¥* said Mr. Max.
well, stopping,

“] was gning to speak of the beantiful ring
you wear,” she «aid quickly, jumping at the first
thought which occurred to her.  *“ It laoks like
a lady’s ring.”

““ But it 13 not, yet,” he answered, Jooking
down at the diamond on his finger.

““Not get 1"

¢ No, but it will ke some day. The stone be-
longed to iy mother, and yeardago, in her last
sickoers, she gave it to me. * You will find some
one dearer than youwrsell some day,” she said,
‘and when you an, if che i3 a woman | conld
love, give her thix' I dn not much like jew-
elry for a map, Lut I had the stone set in a ring,

and have been weating it pro tem , till its right- | mer.

ful owner claims it."”

¢ She will not claim it unoffered,” said Helen,
thinking the topic s very safe one with auother
girl’s lover.

Mr. Gay said sho was sick, but has
never spoken of any eause beyond coustitutioual
debility,”

‘“ And you have never had any explanation
with him since that Sundsy 7

¢ ghe will not have to,” Mr. Maxwell said “ No. 1 have been sucha coward that as
earnestly. “1f the woman God has made for | long as the subject rested 1 Lated to agitate it.”
me will have me, she shall have this tritle, too. 1 dou't wonder, but what about Mr.

1 only hope that 1 shall know her when 1 see | Martyn 1

her, that woman my mother would have loved.”

“ Yes, what about him, sure enough? You

He tarned away as he finished, as if to hide | say Floy is fond of him. 1 hope sheis if he
some feeling too plainly written on his face, and | cares for her. 1 never saw him at her house.”

Helen was silent, wondering in her thoughts

how Floy could have refused the love of such a
man. She was puzzled, too, for he did uot speak
as if he already loved the woman the ring was
waiting tor. They walked ona few moments in
silence. Then she spoke with sudden framk-
nese,—

“Mr. Maxwell.  You do not seem like a2 man
who would take a girl at the cost of her own
happiness.”

*(Can any one—can you—think me capable
of such & wrong 1"

There wus houest indignation in his voice,
and Helen, obeying au impulse, went on cour:
ageously, telling him all she koew of Floy, and
the complication which had arisen and wrecked
her hopes and health,

Perhaps to make it casier for her to speak,
perhiaps to cocenl some feeling, he covered his
face with his hands as she tulked, aud she won-
dered, pityingly, if she was ecruelly wounding
him. [But she would not let the oppertunity
escape of helping tloy, so she spared no details;

although it co~t her much to tell s man so plainly

of the evil he had belped to work.

1 am nuite sure, and 0 is Aunt Cyn,” she
said, in conclusion, ““that Mr. (Gay would long
ago have given up his opposition to Mr. Martyn
it he had not been so determined in your
favor,”

“Thank vou, a thousund times.” Aud the
hands, extended to grasp hers wirmly and
gratefully, were withdrawn from a fuce which
gave no indication of having gone throngh any
struggle. ** You have made me your debtor for
life.”

His admiration of her candor was so emphatic
that Helen's long lashes 211 upon her flushed
cheeks, and her voice faltered a little as she
said,—

**Then you are not augry with me for being
so frank "

** Angry " There was a world of expression
in his tone.

“ But,” he continuad, “1 must say a word
in my own defence. Mr. Gay and my father
long ago had a scheme for uniting their families
inthe only way possible. 1 knew something of
their wishes, and as | would gladly please my
poor old father, who hasu’t too much comfort in
life, 1 ecalled frequently at Mr. Gay’s after |
came on to New York, and tinding his danghter
remarkably pretty and attractive, I really did
pay her rather constant attention; but I am
positive that T never was in love with her, Now
this seems a mean story to tell, and I assure you

¢ No, I dare say not, for he does notlive in
town. Auut Cyo says he i3 a tutor at Har-
vard."”

*“1 suppose that implies want of fortuue, aud
is Mr. Gay weak enonghto make that au objec-
tion 1"

** Oh, no. I dou't believe he minds that. It's
being the son of Mr. Gay's old enemy that
stands in the young man’s way. Fven that, as
I say, might have been forgiven for Floy's sake
if your pretensions had not been so ayicenble to
the old gentleman’s leelings.”

1 wish I knew Martyu,” said Mr. Maxwell.
“ Stopa minute, I have on idea.”

** Cherish it,” said Helen, roguishly.

*“No, I won't. I'll act on it immediately.
There's a club of walkers, all Harvard men,
stopping a few miles below,””

‘“ Really 17

““ Yes, and 1 have two cousins in the party.
They all graduated three years ago and agreed
to get up a walkiny tour iu memory of their old
i tramps. I'll see them to-day. Some of them
must know Martyn.”

‘“And you will get him up here,” said Helen,
jumping at the conciusion, and clapping her
pretty hands with joy. '

Y1 will indeed, it the thing is possible,” said
Mr. Maxwell, fervently. ’

He had good news for Helen when he took the
little carrier’s place, and hauded her the mail,
the next morning when she rowed across the
lake as usual.  Not only did the Harvard men
know Wilder Martyn, who was one of their own
class, but they were expecting him to join them
at once.  He bad given up his tutorship, which
was never intended for a permanency, and, with
two (riends, was bieycling throvgh the country.

“ The fellows camped tn the valley, near the
road, on purpose to accommodate the wheel-
men,” he explained.

* We must get him up here,” said Helen,
“ but we wust take Aunt Uyn in our council.”

*“ But you are not going to tell her—""

*“ Auythivg you would not wish her to know,”
answered Heien, understanding his unspoken
thought.

Aunt Cyathia was entirely in favor of bring-
ing Mr. Martyn to call on Floy. As Mr. Gay
had suinmened his man, they were justified in
playing the same card.

“ But he can't get over the rocks on one of
them velocipedes, or bicycles, whichever yon
call "em,” she said, dubiously.

** No, Aunt Cyn, but I don’t suppose he is.so
wedded to it that he wouldn’t get off for Flov's

nothing would make me tell it but the desire to | sake and come up the mountain un foot like the

right my:elf in your eyes.”
** Your contidence shall be sacredly kept,””
murmured Helen.

rest of us."”
“Well, T shan't make no secret of it to James,
H you're sure the young maun’s comin’, I shall

* I know that, but I don't know how to say | just tell him so. He can’t forbid a person's
what 1 bave to say, without appearing like a | comin’ into the same woods with him, and he

coneeited puppy.  Don’t look at mie, pleage. |

i can't lock thedovors on Fiorence, ’cause there

thivk on most subjects I conld drink inspiration | ain't no doors, so 1 don’t see as he can help him.-
from your cves, but not on this. So, listen, but | self no way."

dan’t Jook. Oune day the old fellow—Mr. Gay,

That it was an honest way of Jdealing with the

1 should say—joined me as we came out of i matter they all agreed, but Helen and Mr.
church, and actnally thanked me, in his most | Maxwell both fult that it would be premature,
affable manuner, for falling in with the views of i and, after great urging, the old lady cousented
iny elders, and congratulated me gracefully on jto let the plot unravel itself,

having won his danghter's heart. I supposed 1

A day or two later Helen begged so hard for

Lad, as he said so, and 1 began 1o recall several | Floy's company jn the boat that the girl was
confirmatory passages in our short acquaintance. | actually forced to consent. She had been bLet-
At least | considered them as corroborative tes. | ter, stronger, and more like herself for a few
timony, although I see now that all Miss Gay's | days, and the short walk to the water did not
kinduess of mapner sprang from her good- | fatigue her as it had done before. In a quiet

nature.”

{ way she even scemed to enjoy floating on the

‘¢ Floy has charming manners when she islike ! still water, idly watching the sparklingspray as

berself,” said her friend.

““So she has, and 1 was an egregious ass to

mistake her meaning,”
¢ I wish yon wouldn't call yourself names.”

¢ Please let me, it's such a relief. It is so

Helen’s oars dipped with slow regularity.

** Floy, darling,” Helen said at last, after a
long silence, '*do you think you are strong
enough ‘o see a stranger 1”

“ Mr. Maxwell 7' questioned Fioy, not even

humiliating to eonfess that 1 had the vanityto | turning her head toward the shore they were
think that a lady cared more for me than 1 did : nearing.

for her. Dut really, 1 was not glad of it, T will
say that for myself.”

“ No, Floy; some one else. Look, won't
you, dearest ¥ He is waiting so eagerly for a

“ But you were willing to sacrifice your-!look.”

seli 1

She turned. The man who stood by Mr.

“Oh, don't put it in that way, please. | knew | Maxwell’s side, his blond head uncovered and
she was a lovely girl ; it would certainly be no ! his brawn eyes shining with happy expectaucy,
hardship to spend life with one like her; and I {made a step forward with arms stretched to-
kaew ] hal been devoted enough to warrant her | ward her, as if, even at a distance, he would
supposing, if she felt inclined, that my heart was | claim her and clasp her to his heart. It was, as
hers. 8o 1 did nat offer any explanation to Mr. | Aunt Cynthia would have put it quaintly, Mr.
Gay, but passively accepted his congratula- | Right himself.

tions, thinking that perhaps at some Jater time

an opportunity to set thing+ right might come.

Floy flushed and trembled, then turned so
deathly white that Helen feared the experiment

“ Bat it was doing Floy an injustice, if you } was going to kill her, but the color came back in
did not love her,” said Helen, still feeling | a moment and she half rose in her seat. Then,

strongly for her friend.

with a long, quivering sigh that was half n sob,

“ It way indeed, but I did not sec how I could | she sank back, siying,—

give her the mortification of feeling that her

““0Oh, it must not be ! Take me back, Helen,

affection was unrequited. | can tell you 131 have promised papa not to see Wilder without
walked back to the Drunswick in an awful state | his consent.  Oh, take me back 1"

of mind that Sunday, When I got in, the clerk

But it was too Jate. The stranger, who did not

handed me a telegram {rom home. My father ! wait for an introductiou to Helen, had seized
was very sick again rod wanceed me, I started ; the bow of the boat st:e had not ceased (o gend
that night, enclosing the despatch in a hurried | toward the shore, and pulied it in.  Fortunately

note to Fioy, explanatory of my not heing able

for Ielen Mr. Maxwell possessed enough pre-

to speud the evening with her, av T had pro- | senve of mind to aggist her to step out, andin a
mised. I have never seen her sinee till to-day, ' moment, before Floy had time to remonstrute,

slthough | called many times carly in the sum. Mr, Martyn was seated in front of her, holdiog

her hands and feasting his oyes upon the dear
faco which love for him hiad thivned and paled.

Floy would not land, and rather than be de
trop, Mr. Maxwell and Heleu considerately went
on a search for beech.nuts, loaving the reunited
to toll and tell again the misery separation had
caused to each. But it would not do to tarry
long, for Mr. Gay was hungering and thirsting
for hiy daily mail. 8», as Floy could not elimb
to the encampwent aloue mn{the bowt's capa-
city being extremely limited, Wilder Martyn
rowed her across, and after giving his assistance
up the mountain, returned to the pair who were
awriting him with wonderful patience.

Mr, Maxwell had nw\chctlf himself to the
Harvard party, so, after takingiHelen over the
lake, he ruwed back to Mr. Martyn, and walked
with him to their camp near the old coach-roand.

When Helen entered the tent, Aunt Cynthia
was administering  restoratives to Floy, who
seemed to have just revived from a fainting
turn, and Mr. Gay leoked like a man whom
apoplexy bad wade its prey.  Hisg fuce wasdark
and swollen, and his hands were clutching at
his collar,

“ Oh, go to Mr. Gay, Aunt Cyn,” she ex.
claimed.  ‘“ He looks as if he was going to die,
I'll take care of Floy."”

1t was several minutes before she could under-.
stamd the situation, but Mr. (ay, after Aunt
Cyn'swet towels nnd other applications to his
heud had begun to take etfect, informed her ex-
citedly that he was u beggari Like many an.
other good business man whose wisdom deserts
him in his riper years, hie had invested the bulk
of hiy fertune in some attractive speculation,
which letters and papers just received had in-
formued him was doing just as such thingy gene-
rally do, and his whole fortuue was imperiled,

‘1 could save nearly everything,” he shout-
ad, as if they were all deaf,—*‘ everything, if 1
could send a despatch ; bur, conlound this place,
—~—yes, confound i, iU's twenty miles from a
telegraph station !”

‘“’Send James oa homseback,” was Helen's
prompt suggestion.

** Where are yon going to get a horse 1" roared
Mr. Gayl ““ and if we had a horse it would take
a day to get there, over the mountains, and my
broker leaves town every day atthree. He lives
at Montelair,”

“ Write tue despateh instantly,” said Helen,
struck by a sudden happy thought, ¢ and give
it to me.”

“ What's the use |’

“ Don’t ask, but do it instantly,” said she,
hastily passing him pen, iok, and paper.

He obeyed her in a sort of hulf-stupid way,
and having glanced at the despatch to see if it
was addressed, she hastily slipped it into an en.
veleps and ran off like ths wind, with the mes-
sage in her hand, leaving the party in speech-
less wonder at her behaviour.

They were even more astonished when she
came back flushed and trinmphant, declarin
that the telegram was on its way,  She refus
to explain, but promised Mr. Gay so solemnly
that it should be in his broket’s hande that day
that he could not help gathering some hope from
her words,

Floy had handed her father the mail with
such avimation in her manner and such an al-
tered look tn her face, that he bent over and
kissed her fordly, telling her she looked like his
own child again.

* 1t is because | have seen Wilder, papa. He
is here,” Floy had aid, too trathful to deceive
him.

Then such a storm of anger had arisen that
poor Floy sank heiplessty before her father's
wrath.  Auat Cyo had Hown indignantiy to the
reseue, and partly to ewcape from her litter
words of reproach, Me. Gay busied himself with
hix newly.r. ceived mail matter, and had come
upon the exeiting news which dwarfed all other
troubles into insigniticant trifles,  This was the
account which Aunt Cynthia gave to Helen in
return for the whispered explanation she made
of the telagrant episode.

The autumn moon was round and radiant thet
glorious night, and the three expectant women,
too nervous to occupy themselves as uaual, in
the cosy quarters prepared for their evoning
hours, brought their wraps and sat under the
trees in the dry, bland air,  All day there had
been a breeze, but now the stillness was perfect.
There was very little conversation belween
them, for all were listening. At last the distant
sound of veices and crackling branches reached
their ears, aud soon, guided by the fire which
Mark had kept burning, Mr. Maxwell brought
Wilder Martyn to them.

Heleu sprang to meet them. ** Were yon suc-
cessful ¥' she cried,

* Yes," said Mr. Martyn. *“Tho despatch
wont off in time.”

* You are suro 1"’

** Pogitive, for I waited for an acknowledg-
ment that it was received. And hero it is,"
holding upa telegram.

“ Young man!” said Annt Cynthy, solemnly.

* Oh, excuse me,”" interrupted Helen., ‘1]
never thought to introduce you. Mr. Martyn,
Miss Steel."’

“* Never mind giving me an introduction,"
said the spinster,  “ [ know who he iy, and it
ain't no matter who Tam. I only waut to (el
him that if he's brought a telegraph about that
business of Jumes's, it's about the best thing he
ever did for himself, and he'd best just hand it
to James himself,

Fioy and Aunt Cyuled the way into the tont,
where Mr, Guy, with his elbows on the table and
his bands clasping his temples, looked liko do-
spuir itself,



