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CHRISTMAS GLORIAf?

M. T. WAGGAMAN IN SACRED HEART REVIIGW,

negs and glory. Ohristas Live

HRISTMAS Eve in all its glad-
@ and tho sun n

i of tho BAMO—I—L" horg  gudden
2pnlam of sngin contracted the speaker'y

g dow:
monili from w cloar frosty sky,
vho hard-packed snow glittoring Like
dimond duat, the river frozei. threo
inohes deop, ourving arcund Bon
Mar hilla with the glint of a Dam.
acus blade.

Obriotmas  Jive. and tho stores
sursting with holiday progents, the
straots thronged with holiday buyors,
the markets brimming with holiday
choer.

DBost ot all, Obristmns Bive, at old
8t. Asaph’s, whoro tho heavy collego
doors had swung open at the stroko of
noon and threo hundrod boys with a
eombined whoop that would have put
o band of Bionx to shamo had burst
forth into holiday froedom, Grip-
sacks and travellingbags had boon
bagtily grasped, merry goodbyes spok-
on, prefeots of “sohools™ and “studies”
bad dropped all their pedngogio tor-
rora and woroe cordially spee ing their
parting puplls ** home™

* Hurrah for Ohvistmas, shouted
Harvoy Wright, who lived in the town
neer by, to his chum and neighbor,
Jack Liawrence.

“Lot's take & spin on the river,
Jack, bofore wo start home. They
88y you oan go humming down three
milea without a break, Ioo like gluss
—best we've had this year.”

“I'm with you," said sturdy rod-
sheoked Jaok, olearing tho gray stone
steps at & bound, ¢ Just walt until I
get my skatos from the gym—But my !
I forgot—>Mother gave me a package
for Father Neville—

*‘Oh, pshaw, don't wait for that;
give it to Brother Anselm here at the
door.”

I oan't,” said Jack, reluctanily,
* Mother would not lke it. She told
me to give it myself, and ask his
blessing before I left. The dootor
told her he was sinking very fast, that
he did not think be would live to see
the new year.”

““ What! Father Neville!" ox.

luimed Marvey, ineredulously, I
don't believe & word of it. Why, I
met him in the corridor only last
week ; and ho stopped to talk to me
about our footbail matoh and chaffed
me about the way we wore uged up,
and was just as joily as 1 ever saw him
in my life.”

** He ig protty sick for all that, I can
toll you," said Jack solemuly. " Dr.,
Roland told mother that he waa Jjust
dying like a hero without & groan or &
sign, He never eaw anything like it
in hig life. It will make me feol aw-
fol to see him, I know, but I must
give mother’s message and little Chriat-
mas present. Keep on to the river
and I'll be after you in five minutes,”

And Jaok sprang up the broad steps
again into the college hall and made
hig way by various corridors and stair-
sase to Father Noville's room.

The door stood slightly ajar, and,
as Jaok roached the threshold a faint
mosn from within made his heart
suddenly gink. But his tap was an-
swered by & cheery * Come in ;" and
he entered the room, to find Fathor
Reville propped up in his big ohair by
the sunlit window in apparently tran.
quil comfort. -

He was a man atill in the primo of
life, of kingly form and presence, that
» mortal digease Liad not been ablo to
mar, though the noble ocountenance
wag maiked with lines of pain, and
the suffering eyes told a pathetio story
4he lmlling%i 8 could not belie.

“ What! Jaok, my boy, is it you?
I did not think that ropes would hold

ou five minutes after twoelve, to day.

kating on the river, coasting on the
hills, sleighing, snow-balling, Whew !
this is the real sort of a rousing
Christmas we boys like, isn't it 2"

* Yes, Father,” anawered Jack, and
as he looked into the kind, smiling
#a09 and thought of the doctor's words
eomsthing swelled up from his heart
to hia throat that made him feel he
had botter get through his business
quickly or he would make a break
somewhere, ¢ Mother asked me to
swp and give you this—this little
Ohristmas present from her,” and he
banded a dainty package to Father
Neville

** You will have to open it for me,”
replied the invalid, smiling. My
hands are like puff-balls to-day, as you
ean see. Bilk handkerohiefs,” "he
eontinued as Jaok broke the string and
showed the contents of the pretty box
within, * God bless that good mother
of yours, doesn't she know L have
made & vow of poverty. And an
initial on the ecorner, too; I suppose
she put oul her eyes doing all that
filigree work herself.” X

“ Ya—yes, sir,” faltered Jack, think-
ing of the teara that he had seen fall-
ing ou the same filigree work whe'n
his mother had heard Dootor Roland's
sentenoe, for Mrs. Lawrence was one
of the many converts that Father
Noville had led into the fold of Truth,

“ Well, well,” he oontinued, *I
won't eall her foolish, for an old fel-
low likes to be remembered, especially
when he is knooked out of wind and
time, ag I am juet now. Protiy well
wied up as you ace, Jack; fairly out

hig holpless hands tighten-
ing on the armg of hig chair; he
lqanod back on hig pillow and eloged
his oyoe, g8aping for breath,

Jack atood dumb and terror girioken-
Ob, this was tho suffering of whioh
Dactor Roland had spokon ; this wag
perhaps, perhaps —— *“The glasg
thero,” panted Fathor Neville, * on
the table.”

Jack recovered himaelf enough to
hold she wine glass to the sufferer's
lipe. “TI—T1l run for Brother Fran-
18," ho stammored,

*No, no, no,” the bolpless hand
made a diggenting gesture, « walt—
wait a bit. It's—just—juat—qna of
my twinges, Jack ; I'l—I'll be botter
n & minute, I'm—fm golling my
wind back, you soe,” and tho pale lipg
tried to force their usual smyle,
© Don't—don't oall any one : BrotLer
Frauncis is at hig dinner, Poor man,
hig bones are fairly rattling in hig
skin now; let him get one good,
Square meal in peace. Look out of
the window, Jaok; my eyes have
failed mo this last weok; isn't that
Will Dutton walking down the road 2

“ Yo, sir, Ned Brace and Lem
Foster, and all your old olass, They
are looking up here, I think they see
you.”

**Opon the window—wave one of
your mother's handkerchiefs {0 them,
Jaok, [ can't,”

Jack obeyed; paths and pl d

and silent—tho wing moaning througl
18 loaficsa groves,—Ah, 5 shadow had
fallen upon Jaok’s Ohtistmag, bravely
anil brlghny a8 Father Neville nad
tried to voil the presence of death,
Jack had folt for the first timo its
awful ohill.

Ho turned gravoly homeward—byy
80on the frosty air sont tho warm biood
tingling thiough hig voivs, tho shouts

rivor, Jaok paused, listened, ang de-
cided he must take one turn—ona
turn only—and that blue, glinting,
shining track strotching far mto tho
dazzjmg distance, And, oh, what a
glorious turn it wag 1 Jack quite for-
g0t the four lagt things to be remom
bered, ag with the rollioking Christmag
wind at hig back he aped down the
glassy stream on feob that seomod
shod wish lightning,  Sinee he had
determined on only one turn, ho re.
solved to wake that turn g long ono.
So he kept on until the skaters digport
ing themselves near the town, were
left far behind and he found himsolf
ab & point where the river banks rose
in great overhanging oliffs, rougl,
Jagged, frowning, fiercely ropellant of
all approach,

Furzherron that same ridge of rook,
terraced into beauty by landsoape
gardenors, was dotted with smiling
homes, but here it had only been
bhacked and torn and amitten into do
Iormlty that the masgive masonry of
the railroad bridge below might span
tho stream.

Thero are suoh lives—harsh, fierce,
repulsivo livos—in which only men
liks Fathor Noville oan recognize the
8ame roek that builds the temples,and
upbears the home,

And underneath these rough-hewn
banks such a life wag struck down into
piteous helplossness o day. A faint
moan reached Jaok's ear, and, wheel-
ing round suddenly, ho gaw orouching
un:ier the shelter of the rock the huge,

were alive with boys rushin}. tumb-
ling, wrestling, racing to moet oar or
stago, but at the fluiter of that whito
signal there was a sudden pause in the
gleeful tumult, Even Tommy Bond,
who was relievil b of

Pt soddon, shaking wreek of a
man. He had torn hig ragged shirs
loose 8t the throat and breat, as if to
eage hig labored breathing, His dull,

eared eyes were starting painfully
{rom their sockets, and tge livid

o
g

his foelings by a series of somersaults
on the bar, stopped head down.

* Father Noville| Father Noville!
Look, boys, look " went up the ring.
ing shout. ' Kather Noville i3 at hig
window. Hurrah for Father Nevilln |
Hzppy Christmas| Rah, rah, rah 1"
and hats and caps were flung wildly
into the air, and the frozen hillg rang
again and again to the oollego ory,
while Jaok waved hig silken pennant
and Father Neville nodded and smiled
88 ohoeerily as if the oluteh of deaih
wero not on his beartstrings, and its
shadow on his fearless soul,

' Enough, enough, Jack, put down
the window. If Brother Francig
should cateh us at any suck skylark-
ing ag this we would both get & fine
scolding.  God bless those boys, they
wro shouting yet. What a thing it fa
to have lungs and wind! And Tom.
my Bond ig apinning round that bar
like a whiligig, That boy never did
know his head from his heels, and
never will. It makos an old water-
logged hulk like me feel bettor juat to
look at him. ~ A, Jack, there is noth.
ing that braces one up like a breeze of
good will. Remember that, my boy ;
the angels knew what they were about
when they brought ug their Ohristmas
greoling. Good will, It's salvation
in & nutshell, Jack. Have the good
will to serve God, and help your neigh-
bor in all things, little or great, and if
we do make a stumble or two on the
road, well—woe only sorateh our noses
—not our soula, They will come out
all right. Take the angel's watoh-
word, Jack. It will pass you through
the lines. Good will, ‘good will}
And now, I am sure Brother Franois
has got as far as hisapple pie and will
be up in a oouple of minutes, and
ready with a lecture for both of ua;
80 you had better run off, Thank

) 8carcely vigible under his
watted hair and beard, twitohed con-
vulsively, There was an ugly olub at
his sido, and near it the red knapeack
of the genug— tramp.”  Altogather,
the picture was not a pleasant one and
Jack's firat impulse was to skim hastily
away, but —but that hoarse breathing
rocalled that other sufferer, whose
blaasmg still lingored on hig brow,and
the boy paused with a new-born pity
in his heart,

“ Hallo 1" he called skating cloger
to tho bank. « What's the matier 3

There was no answer, the man sould
not speak, but the shaking hands made
A grasp at the olub, for to his dulled
brain “boy” wag synonymous with
“ tormentor,”

“ 1 aay," repeated Jack in a louder
tone, “ are you sick 9

of tha skaters echosd moerrily from the-

theuk yon for jg, s done me a
power of good.  What aory of staff 13
it, and whore do yey gotit? 1'd Lika
‘t;:‘ have somg, ‘80 anothor turn comes

Ok, you ean keep that,” said littlo
gentloman Jack, who, apart from all
ohatitabie conglderations, folt J5
protty gift had been profaned for
dainty Nellie now.

*Tean,” and ¢ho
rapidly regaining strangth and voico,
looked at " the ~Litelo ailvor-topped,
orsatal top s if it wore n talisman ;
" kao}; this hiere? What do you ask

'

man, who was

for i

**Ask for it 2
—~Why—nothing,

“ D'you mean to 8ive it to me
was tho amazad fueation,

* Why, yes, of courso
Joack. It isn't worth muceh, it's just
a litie stuff to ke - People fzom reel.
ing over, Keep the bottle tight corked
and when you feel your spell coming
on, open 1t and take & good whiff—
that's all.”

The man looked from boy to flask
in dull - Happy, sheltored,
home-blessed Jack—oould not guegs
what & biiter story of hopeleas, friend.
less, aunless lifa that look conveyed.

It waa ag if the hacked and blacken-
od rock, under which the wretohed
being Iay, had suddenly found on itg
strong breast a flower of spring,

“Lord 1" he said, with a harsh,
strange laugh, ‘that's a ouriods
youngaler, I've had to bog, and buy,
and 2arn, and borrow and steal—-and
I'vo done them all, but it's the firgt
time anybody ever gave me anything
—the very firat time,”

* That's a prebiy tough show for a
follow,” said Jack. * Novor had a
Christmas gift when Jou werea boy ?*

* No; never had nothing but kioks
und lioks, any time,"

** Well, I'll break your record with
- {Christmas gift to day, Al right
again, are you? Letme help you up;
botter tale another sniff before you
start off.  Thore's your stiok ; keep to
the road under the bridge If you are
going to town ; you'll find it's ‘not 80
much of a olimb~go good-bye and
Happy Ohristmas ;" and Jack made an
artistio backward curve and then g
straight sweep down the shining river
home.

* Happy Christmas I* muttered the
man, his face lowering again ag the
boy'a blithe figure disappeared around
a bend of the stream. ** Happy Christ-
mas! Mebbe I ain't going to make
it happy for some folks I kaow ;” and
gripping his knotted stiok, he thrust
hig hand in his side pocket as if to
assure himself of something hidden
there, and then passed under the
shadow of the blackened rooks towards
the town,

Tepeated Jack, *- why

laughed

* * *

The beautiful drawing room of the
Lawrence home was & very bower of
greenery, & Yule log snapped and
blazed ’jo‘viaLlly gnrthe tiled hoarth, the

“None of your busi )" gAsp
the other, with an oath that made Jack,
though by no means a saint, wince,

_“ Woell, you might be a little more
oivil about it," said Jack grimly,
* You look pretty bad, I oan tell you,
1 thought you were making a die of it
hsre alonn™

Another oath was the only reply.

Jack felt his good nature rapidly
diminishing under this fusillade ; but
good “ nature” and good * will" are
very differunt things, as the Christmas
angels know, « Blagt you; what—
what ure you standing there gaping
for,” hoarsely panted this neighbor of
Jack's. “Get out, or IlI—I'l; he
olutohed his bludgeon fiercely and
tried to struggle to his feqt, Jack
made a brisk backward curve, and in
& moment was out of reach, Then he
paused again, fo~ the wretshed sufforer
had fallea down with s piteous moan,

* Jing, he is going to make a die of
it, sure enough, It don't seem right
to leave him here along like & dog;

, with its pend
oryatals flashed and gleamed like an
Arctic sun. For Jack's family neld to
the old German custom, and the
** Ohrigtkindshen” came ou Christ
Eve.

Dolla, ten sets, baby carriages, horns,
trampots, rocking horses and bicyoles
wers arranged about the tree, which,
twinkling with tiny tapers, glittering
with tinsel ornaments, arose in all its
splendor in the centre of a miniature
Ohristmas garden on which Jaok had
expended all his artistic taste,

‘A complete success, my dear,”
said Judge Lawrence, who though a
stern administrator of justieo on the
bench, was the most tender and genial
of hougohold law-givers, *'The tres
strikes me ag partioularly dazzling thig
year, while the garden,” and the Judge
surveyed the landscape at his feet with
& whimsical smile, “ excepting some
slight discrepancies in the sizes of
those olephants and lambs that are
gamboling over the walks, is unusual-
ly fine, I trust the banks of that

your mother for her Chriat gifi,
Tell her I send her my blossing—and
—good-bye," -

It had " to come, the sob that Jack
bad been choking down so manfully
for tho last ten minutes, If Father
Neville had been the laast bit aolemn,
or doleful, or preaching”—Jack
might nave managed himself very
oredibly and skipped off with a glad
senso of relief into the holidsy sun-
shine—but to leave him—jolly, smil-
ing—dying like this! It was more
than any fellow could stand, and Jaok
dropped down on hia knoes beside the
big armohair, and buried his face in
the cushions while his ourly head
shook convulsively,

“ Why Jack, my dear boy, Juck,
Jack, what is the matter -

** Mother—motlier told mo to got—
your—jyour blessing,” blurted Jaock
huskily,

* You have it, my son,” The kind
voice grew grave and the helpless hand
was laid tenderly on the boy's hair,
¢ May God the Father, Scu, and Holy
Ghost blees you and yours forever.
Remember me in your prayers, aud—
and Jack don't griove, ~The road may
look a little rough and dark—but I'm
—1'm near the end, thank God, I'm
like the rest of you, Jack—just a big
boy, going home,”

* * *

Jack was glad to find that Harvey
Fad not waited for him, he felt as it
skating had lost its charms, even the
bright sky looked blurred and dim as
ho eame out through the smiling sun.
light into the bare white walke, from
which the merry erowd had soattered,
leaving tho great college gray, grim

you've a nice one,” continued Jaok,
ddressing himsslf indj 1y to the

Como are secure. Was it

shaking hulk of poor humanity before
him, “to go clubbing people when
thoy only mean to help you; you're a
dandy sort of a dying man.”

* Water," came faintly through the
working lips, ¢ blagt you water.”

1t was soazcely an appeal to toush
Jaok's heart, but again the pioture of
that acble face, darkened by a like
#goay, xose before Jack's eyes, and he
grew pitifal once more for Father
Neville's sako, - Ho glanced around
there was not a drop of water within
sight ; everything was frozen hard and
oruel ag steel. Then ag in boyish per-
plexity he thrust his hands in his
roefer pookats, he felt & package there.
It wag the little silver mounted vinsi-
grette he had bought for his pet sister
Nollie, & delicate littlo girl, whose
“emffs,” a3 her brother called it,
saved her many a fainting spell. In
A socond Jack hed the package from
hig pooket and the dainty fask in all
its uncorked strength under his neigh
bor's nose. It was s powerful whiff,
for the pungent salta were fresh and
atrong.

The fainting man gasped, struggled,
revived, Like a drowning oreature,
he olutched the tiny vial and inhaled
it again and again,

* Gosh I'" he muttered, * it's good

L, It just hits the right place,
‘Thiat oursed spell oame near doing for
‘me; I—I orawled down under these
hero rooks to die; but I ain't—ain't
gone yet; guoss I ki hold out long
enough to settle accounts with some
folks I know." And the sodden face

lit up with & malignant gleam.
**Here's your bottle, youngster, and

not last year we had a fresheb that
rained six yards of carpet 9"

I know, John, dear,” sasid Mrs.
Lawrence sapologetioally, * but we
have been very oareful, and the ohil.
dren would bo so disappointed if the
lake wers not real water as vaual.

“ My remark was not intended asan
objection, my_dear, not at ali,” an.
swered the Judge, * Ohristmas comes
hut once a year, and childhood but
once in a life time. 8o if cur young
folks demand irrigation on this oo.
oagion, let us irrigate by all meana,
And now, bofore we open the doors
and admit the young rovellers on the
goono, here is & little Christmas gifc
for their mother,” The Judge’s light
tone despened as he spoke the word,
and he placed in his wife's hand a
tiny, velvst vase. Touching the spring
it lew open, revealing within a little
rosary of rubies, every bead a flawless

om

& “Oh, John, how beautiful I* The
fair face flushed, the low voice trem.
bled with emotion,:for & sweet dswn.
ing hope seomed % flash from the
glowing jewels ; never before by word
or sign had the Judge given sympathy
to the holiest feelings of his wife's
heart. His utter lack of Christian
faith had been the one bitter trial of
an othorwise happy married life,

* Since you must tell your beads,
my little Papiat, I would have fittng
ones for thoss dainty fingers,  Nay,
sweetheart,” and his voioe grew graver,
*“ unbeliever as I am, I say with Ham-
let, * In those orisons be sll my sing
remembered,” and if thers be a heaven,
beyond that which you have made for

me on earth, [ feel it will open o me
at the prayor of my wife.~
~*Qod grang Q5 she whispercd
through biappy tears, - but, oh * Jokn,
I da not know why it i, there soams
& atrange shadow upon my beart
to night that I cannot baniah, Peor-
haps it 1 the vory brightness of uy
home that makes me foar and tremble,
bat I feol, I cannot 88y how." s light
studder passed through hor frame,
** a3 if something dark, some ovil or
danger near.”

_“Tut, tut, laughed the Judge
kissing the upturned faco, *“you have
aimply steained nerve ané fanoy in
Preparing pleasure for others, as you
blessed women olwaya do.  We must
not siand hore love making any
longer or those young people outsido
will got impatient, s everything
ready for the ourtan to rige on
Olriatmas drama?  Good t then I'll
open the door and eail the ohildren jn.”
He flung iho doors open ag he spoke,
and with a wild outburst of delight the
8ix young Lawrences, who had been
Pposseasing thoir souls as woell ag thay
ocould in patience on the stairs without,
8prang into the drawing-room, driving
evory shadow from the mother's heart
and hushing every chord of fear,
Outside, the night was bitter cold,
There was no moon, but the dark
velvety sky glitterod with mynads of
stars ranging in splendor from a great
whito plane! blazing in the Last, to
tiny points of light, now flashing, now
vanighing in the infinite distance. It

m— = — e
Gilorla, Gloria,

. In Exeslaig Dao

Tose the b suiphal ohang 2aught from
angelic choirs,  Gloria. Glora,

Aud all the voie that made carth's
music secmed to eho paok the raptur-
ed song.  Gloria_Giors,

wont awalling througl, tie Christuag
gladaoas a-4 beauty of the room and
pulsing into the darkness without,
when suddenly the harmony wag
broken by » suot, & orash noufi{ed
ery. Mrs. Lawronoo atartod from. ho
organ. the children olung to her in
toreor, the Judge 8prang 1o the wind-
OW. 8%opt amde tho curiain and fang
open the gash,

o Tack, quick. Brandy from the
sidoboard—some one 13 hurt out here,"
and he leaped from the low sill to the
ground where a dark fignra lay moan.
ing piteously.

“ What burt you, my man ?” asked
the Judge, bending over the writhing
figure s Wuo fired that shot >

“Mo.” was the harah answer.
* Me, Mr. John Lawrones, ™u¢ yon
needn b be skoored. It was fired m
air, but 15 was loaded—for you

** For me,” repoated the Judge in
amazement,

**Laok cloge," gasped the man;
** mebbe you won't remamber me for,
J guess you've done the same 10b for
many 8 chap sinca. Mabbe you don't
know Pete Wright,”

** Pato Wright, the lifer in State's
prison,”

* Where you put him when you

a8 ing

was ar of heaven to jtg utt
boundaries was keeping vigil to-night;
a8 if the gaze of the mighty universe
wero fixed on listle earth in wonder at
her blessed dignity,

8t. Ase s olock wag striking
eleven, when through the starlit shad.
ows a_ desper shadow orept up to
Judge Lawrence’s home, The house
atood apart from the atreet amid itg
own garden aud shrubberies that
secluded it usually from the Passing
gaze, but the lower windows were
open and a flood of light and the
sound of gay voicez and happy laugh-
ter poured out into the mght. The
shadow paused by the gate and peered
cauttously around.

*“Qurse him ! "—and the light from
the windows showed the dark figure to
be that of & great gaunt man leaning
upon a knotted stick, ¢ He can have
his larks, can he? He aiu't guessing
what's tracking him down, He ain’t
guessing what's coming olose to him
to-night. He ain't a guessing that
oath I awore seven years ago,

* Seven years, seven years, with
ﬂour heart & bursting with spite and

ate until it fairly burats out of place,
Myl there's the pain gripping me
again  Where's that youngster's
bottle ?" and the shaking hand lifted
the dainty vinaigratte, « If jt badn't
been for this I couldn’t have kopt up,
I couldn’t have settled this account
with Mr, John Lawrence, ag I mean
to settle it to night,

* I wonder, if they keop & dog,” he

continued, looking aroucd in the
darkness, I don't hear none. But
doga, nor lions, nor tigera wouldn’t
stop me to night,” and the speaker's
teeth clenched together with grit at
the words, Nothing wouldn't stop
me.  I've been a waiting for it, a liv.
ing for it, aye, & dying for it too long,
It's come at last ; mo and John Law.
ence ig going to be even at last,” and
the baleful shadow orapt on oloser and
oloser to the brillisntly lit window
before which Judge Liswrence sat care.
lossly in his great armohair, fearlessly

E g altorney seven years
80,” panted the speaker, * I gwore
I'd be even with you for it, if I ever
8ot the chance. Swore it on my
knees day and night, swore it harder
and deeper when the pain gripped me
here,” he struck his breast fiercaly,
« and thoy lab me loose—to die. o
die, but L'swore I wouldn't die until I
gent you to death before me, and that's
what I come hero to do to-night, And
I'da doneit. I had the drop on you
through the window, and Pete Wright
is a dead shot yet, I could have dons
it, Mr. John Lawrence, but I--I didn't,
Mebbe,” and the dim, bleared oyes
fixed thomselves on Jack, who had
reached the scene with the brandy,
* mebbe, youngster, you can fell
why

“ My !" exclaimed Jack, staring in
broathloss amazement, iy’ youagain,
is it? Father, its—its the man I
told you about that I met on the river
bank this evening,"

* It's—it's that—that chap of yourn
that saved you, Mr, John Lawrenoe.
He came across me when I was most
—most gone, Ho was good to mo,
and he a boy, too. He was good and
1 was rough jand ugly to him, bat—
but he didn’t get scaved or baok out,
He just kept along being good. He
gave me this,” tho frembling hand
showed the little vinaigrotte in itg ioy
cluteh, *Good stuff ; it gave me
back my breath again, it helped me
to get—got hore. And—and when I
got hero—with—with murder in my
beart and that pistol loaded to the
muzzle for you, John Lawrence; when
I had the drop on you through that
window and saw—saw the boy's face
at your gide, that boy’s hand on your
shoulder, when I knowed he “was
yourn—well, [ fought it out with the
old spite and the old hate for a min-
ute, and ther --then I give up, John
Lawrence, and I fired my pistolin air,
And now—now I'm—I'm dead beat
out. No, 1 don’t want no hquor—
‘tain't no use fighting death no longer,
Might as well give that up too  Where
are you, y Would you

silhouctted against the Cf
lights, while standing beside him, hig
hand resting on his father's shoulder,
wag Jack, gay, laughing, reckless Jack,
his bright boyish face fally revealed
to the burning eyes looking in the
window,

* Dara it!" burst from the watcher's
foam-flocked lips, v It'g ny young-’
stor and—hia boy 1"

* Come, children, it is hed time.
Let us bave our Christmas hymo
before our sleap on this blessed night,”
said Mra, Lawrence, taking her place
&t the little parlor organ and strking
the first chorda of the Adeste Fidelia

A ohoras of young swest voices
took up the grand old hymn. Lean.
ing back in his armohair the Judge
ligtened, little dreaming of the shadow
of death that was upon him, and of
the Ohristmas angels that were guard-
ing him with out stretohed wings

Adeste, fideles,
Laeti, triumphantes,
Venits, venite in Bethlehem.

The father's heart thrilled to the
tendor harmony. Nellie, the feail,
lovsly littlo daughter, who was his
idol, was singing soprano; her clear
voioe riging like a bird note above her
mother's richer tone. Small Dick
snd Ned came in with shnll, boyish
trebles. Baby Belle seated on the
organ ohirped sleepily, while Jack's
tenor swelled the refrain.

Venite adoremus, Venite adoremus,
Venite adoremus, Dominum,

Tho Judge’s thoughts were wander.
ing in unacoustomed ways to-night,
Ho found himself pondering on the
Bethlehem to which his ohildren’s
voices called him; on that birth for
which a world still rejoived ; on that
babe, from whose humble cotnng his-
tory dated her records and whose
teaching had revolutionized the pagan
world,

Deum de Deo,

Lumen de Lumine
1080 the sweot chorus in unfaltering
faith, The septin'a heart stirred
steangely.  Was thore light revealed

to theso babes that he was $00 blind
0 800 ?

mind gripping my hand, I can'’t see,
That Ohrtstmas gift you know, well,
or it, I've—I've given you your—
your,” the words came with & piteons
struggle, ** ycur father’s life,”

There was a shudder, a sigh, and
the conviet's soul lit with tha firat
gleam that had ever fallen upon ita
darkness wag before the bar of One
who judges not as man,

“There was not a more desperate
ruftian walked the eatth,” said Judge
Lawrenos, as a littlo Iater, amid his
pale, excited family group, he told
Pote Wright's story. Yt one little
a0t of kindness sottened him. « ih,
my dear children,” said the tender
mother, remember what we have
been spared to-night., If Jack had not
been pitiful to that wrotehed man thig
evening—-""

* I tell you I did not feel much like
it," smd Jaok frankly, but you see I
bad just lefu Father Nevills, and he
wag 30 siok himself, and go kind and
g0 jolly, and he talked to me about
being good to everybody, so that
somehow, just then I could not have
tucned away from a dying dog."”

* God bless father-Nevilla then, lot
ug all pray to-night,” said Mrs, Law-
rence in & trembling teno.

** @lory to God, and good will to
man,” has been the toxt of hig life,
Ho preuchos it to the last,

To the last, indeed, for the Christ.
maes chimes sounded through the mid
night as he spoke, R

Spire after spire caught up the joy-
ous peals, until the starry darkness
seomed to thrill and throb with
triumphant Glorias, Then suddenly
through the glad carillous a deep-
toned solemn note came from the
tower of St. Asaph’s,

The tolling bell fot a departed soul
~—Father Neville kad * gone homo.”
€ the Maby s Cutiing Terin
Be sure and use that old, and woll-tried
remody, MRrs, Winstow's THING SYRUP,
{or children toethung. It soothesthe ohifd,
soltens the gums, allays all Pains, oured
wind oolic and is the best remady for

dinrrhoss.  Twenty-five cents a bottis, It
is the best of all.



