ACHRISTMAS HYMN.

Tlie air was still o'cr Bethlehem's plain.
As if the great night held its breath,
When lifie eternal came to reign
Over a world of death.

Allnature felt a thrill divine
When burst that meteor on the night,
Which, pointing to the Savior’s shrine,
Proclimmed the new-bhorn light.

Lizht to the sheperds and the star

~ Gilde their silent midnight fold;

Yight to the wise men from afar,
Dearing their gifts ol gold.

Light to a realm of sin and grief:
Light to a world in all its needs:

The hight of life—a new belief
Rising o'er fallen crecds.

Lighz on a tangled path of thorns,
Though leading to a martyr’s throne:
A light to guide till Christ returns
In glory to His own.

'l‘l'mrc stili 1t shines, while far abroad
. The Christmas choir sings now, as then:
“Glory, glory unto our God!
Peace and good will to men!”?
T. BucHANAN READ.

THESYOW FLOWER OF THESIERRAS.

A €hristmas Story.

On the crest of the Sierra Nevada
Range, amid eternal winter, there ap-
pears a gorgeous bleod-red plant,
massed with startling brillancy against
pallid banks of snow. In size
shape, the cloud-tflower resembles a
fivacinth. but the leaves and stem, as
well as the Llossoms, are of -one vivid
crimson hue. Unhke the Alpine flow-
er, of hardy stem and straw-like tex-
ture, this plant is succulent and ruddy,
but it is a phantom formed of ice and
tive. Plucked from its cold bed,
drips its life away in your hand, and in
a few moments all the fire and eolor is
gone in icy tears,and there remains on-
Ly & wet, shapeless, colorless film.

The traveler up the Sierras. hears of
the strange blossom'from returning way-
farers, lone before he ; the
heights where it lossoms. No care is
able to transplant or even to carry to
the lowlands the unique flower. On
the altars of the npper air it is laid,
where no other flawer-shape is found,
and he who would see it, must go to
that shrine of icy splendor.

In carly times, the five-flower, as it
was called, was counted miraculous by
the pious few who, on missions of mer-
ey, crossed the icy peaks. Move than
a hundred years ago, when English,
Daich and French formed a sparse Loz-

reaches

dev of civilization on our Fastern coast,
the dark-eyed Spaniard entered Amer-

it |

upon the windy summit of the range,
there lived, once on a time, my guide
told me, a maiden, dazzling and pure ag
the stars.

It was July when we stood there, but
the snows that had dvifted over the
hearth were unmelted, and the wind
roared through the crevices with an
angry gvief.  \What the place mnust liave
been when winter huvied 1t could searce-
ly he imagmed.

The father of the beautiful girl whose
home this had been, had perched his
habitation on this crag, not altogether
by chance, for in summer he acted as
onide to tourists in the Yosemite, and
i winter, on his snow shoes, carried
mail and messages to scattered cabins
and settlements. Silent Jack—so he

was  known—was a mystery, even
among those hidden and mysterious

men who find avefuge in the mountain
eulches. He was a misanfthrope, who
had taken the youngest of his four chil-
dren and fled, leaving their mcther and
her complainings and struck out, in
vindictive sulleness, for the wilderness
and peace. The child, he swore,
should grow up m quiet, if nothing
more. If from the glance of the little
girl's dark eyes he turned in thought,
sometimes to other dark eyeslike them,
which in his early manhood had been
lode-stars of destiny: if the fond name,
“father,” brought to his remembrance

and |

other children who had lisped the
same dear word, none knew. He
mentioned his old life to no onc. He

spoke of his wife and children but once
during the years of his siay onthe
mountain.

Silent Jack was not an unlettered or
vicious man. He tanght and cared for
the ehild of his love with morose and
pathetic devotion. He taught the lit-
tle one of God—strange teacher
of the word, The Bible was her spell-
ing-hook, her geography and story-

solitude. the stars near by, and the
hlossoms in the snow-bank of her home.

called her, with instinctive homage of
man to the beautifving and pure, the
Snow Flower of ¢he Sierras. She was
to them the object of adoration, as the
namesake flower, to the early devotees.
Whispers of the divinity shrined in the
mountain  snows, floated downward
along the paths of semi-civilization.
Stories of a maiden scmewhere, either
in cloud, or snow, lithe, brilliant and
innocent: strong as the mountain pine,
blooming as the mountain flowers, pure
as the mointain aiv, with eyes clear as
dew-drops, and voice like the rich gurg-
ling mountain brook.

Before the swarming tourists began
pilgrimages Yosemiteward the Snow
Flower of the Sierras had brimmed her
sonl with its beanty. She had scen her
pretty eyes looking up at her from
Mirror Lake ; South Dome had answeied

her. when she questioned; the Mevesd

ica by its Western way, and marked his
mazrch along the Pacific slope not by
forts, but churchies, with which their
shrines and alters yet stand in decaying
grandenr amid gardens of olive and palm.
I'rom these outposts, guarded by the
sacred eross. missionary fathers in the
robes and sanduls of the I'ranciseans,
penetrated inland, carryving good will to
the savages of the New World. It is
~id that one of those devoted brothers,
seaing on the white snmmit of a moun-
in the red snow-flower of the Sierras,
sprinkling the snowy field like drops of
blood, fell on his knees in wondering
adorvation. and  called the mountauin
“Sungre de Cristo.” the Mount of the
Rleod of Christ.  This brother died in
the wilderness, and it is told that the
crueifix which dropped from his lifeless
hand was trans! into a marvel
amone the clonds. For, far lifted above
wortal, o wing of bivd, towers a oreat
eross of snow azanst & mountain side
known as the “Mount ¢f the Holy Cross.”

The fonrist  feels a
shvill of awe. when, from mid-aiv, ap-
pears the isolated “Mount of the Holy
Cross.”  ILong ago the splendors of
Mount Sin
past; lonw a
Savior's
Calvary :
of our monntain ranges. red drops erim-
son the pale wastes
diamonds and pearls, gleams the eternal
snows i form of the blessed Cross,
litted up, that all, on height or low-

orme |

most  careleoss

o the priceless drops of the
blood were s=hed on

land, can see the svinbol of Divine and |

aniversal love.
In a cabin that had long been rooi-

faced into the gray of the !

Mount !

vet on che wondrous streteles

and. in splendor of |

I River had sung its story of merey to her
while yet®he was a child.

At length the trail erossed the range
near the cabin, and during the briet
summer equestrians appeared on the
summit, going down toward the valley.
I'rom her hidden post she saw the
weorld’s people pause, with full hearts
and brimming eyves, on Inspiration
Point, whenee is taken the first 1ook in-
to Yosemite. She saw pilgrims stand
dumb before Kl Capitan—that mile-
wide tablet of smooth, white marble, sct
in the walls of nature’s temple. She
saw heads bared before the thunderous
three-thousand-foot falls of the Yose-
mite. She=aw, and understood,

But none who see the valley in sum-
mer time gain its full magnificence.
One must live with it to erow into tho
vastness and solitude of its grandest
grandure. The mountain maiden, with
the oxygen of the air fluning in her
checks and lighting her eves, skimmed

erous as the waves of the sea, and was
aiven iqeal pictures.

For the solitary bloems the desert
rose: for the solitary ave 11]')‘1‘.11‘01] the
t monntain snows. The best of )
thing 15 scen in the ecmpany only of
(iod. In solitnde we ore closed with
the Most High, and, whe!her leaf thieket
L or aee cavern, it is the place of worship
and joy. Therefore, the heart of the
maiden was stiveed deepest, when on a
winter’s day. alone in the vast white
universe, she peeved from Glacier Poing,
into the frozen erater of jewels, Then
the vallev shone in a white splen-
dor that its snmmer worshipers can
never see. Down the walls the falls
{ hung diimb and motionless. suspended

book :—for the rest she had the grand|

The miners and trappers of the slope |

. . |
on her snow shoes over Hillows treach-

everyv-

| erushed jewels, opal and sapphire, and
|emerald. E1 Capitan lifted his white
| plume among the army about him. The
exquisite Bridal Veil swept in frosty
tissue down the white-robed eliff.  T'he
| Cathedral Spives rose cerystal clear into
the Llue sky, and on Clond’s Rest, the
white drifting nimbus of the sky
caressed their sister snowdifts of the
peaks,  The great pines of the valley
were cones of amethyst; the very air
was set with dazzling jewel points, and
the pure solitudes pulsed with impris-
oned sparks of heavenly five.

An artist sketehing the pictaresqgue
groups of mountainecers, heard of “the
oirl up yonder”—a gnl whose duly
haunts were where the clonds and si-
lence wander, amaiden who was scated
beside the moon, while the stars twink-
led like fireflies about hey.

In time he found her. Never flower

- before bloomed like this snowilower be-
i neath his gaze.

Snows can not smother passion, or stars
i stir the pulses like the light in neaver
eyes. 'T'o this ardent poetic soul, with
its disregard of fitness, of constancy,
| or duty, or happiness beyond the pres-
" ent hour, the snowflower gave her life,
| He had found beauty, he worshipped it.
‘The humble eye is satistied forever with
the shabby print of a Madonna on
the wall, but new pictures replace the
| old on the easel of the artist. His
| search is always for beanty; having fix-

ed one face upon the canvas his eye
roves for a brighter check and sunnier
hair,

But, for the time, she was his angel.
Disregarding the world, society, friends;
forgetting education, style, culture—

I:\1]. that he would at another time re-
member—he took her from the heights
| where she had been the companion of
| nature, to show her to a groveling, pu
“trid world.
Alas!  Snowflower of the Sierras!
| Alas, that fatal name—that pure and
| fatal name—flower of the snows!

Did Fate christen thee, child of the
apper air?  Hast never seen the beau-
tiful sunflower drained of its rosy beau-
ty, by ice-drvipping teavs? Dost thou
not know that the plant of the clouds
has never been transplanted to lower
fields?

The father talked wildly to the way-
farers who came now and then to lift
his lateh-string for a night’s sheltexr by
the cabin fire. Herepeated,in wretch-
ness, that retribution had overtaken
him. As cruelly as he had fled from

| the wife of his youth, his givl had gone
from him. Not all his love or care

| could prevent her from giving the blow ]
Mut- |

which fate had reserved for him.
tering, or silent and glowering, the
| weeks and months found him, until at
last he disappeared from his home and
was Jost forever to human view.
This is the story the gnide told me as
| we stood by the fiveless hearth of that
deserted home.

She died, poor girl— died of a broken
Leart.

Tror those who dwell in lowlands, the
roses bloom: for ceceping things there
are the mosses and the violets. Iach
plane in life has its own corresponding,
recompensing loveliness.  Tiet him who
lives in rose-thickets be content, nor
seck to pluck the blossoms of the crags;
nor he who roams the snows think to
keev inits freshness the rose that nature
left in warmer climes.

She died, so the story runs. on Christ-
mas Fve. Many years ago at Christmas
time, in the dozzling radiance of a
moonlight mght, wanderers on the
snow slopes saw a phantom gliding on
pearly snowshoes over the glittering

[ peaks.  She was shrouded in  white,
and ont of her pale face her eyes gleam-
ed like midright stars. Fiom moun-

| tain to mountain she wandered, and her
hands were full of blood-red blossoms,
that she kissed with lips as cold as they.

Every vear since her carth life ended

the dead girl vevisits her carly home.

| On those ficlds of snow, fit for an an-
gel’s feet, hefora the Christmas morn
| breaks in the East, this unforgetting

! spivit walkson high. Sometimes she is
seen muflled in clouds; sometimes the
blossoms in her hands make ruddy
patehes in the wintry sky.  Her voiceis
heard in the wailing songs of the rest-
less winds, and the fall of her snow-
shoes echoes like silver sleet down the
mountain side.

'hat the Divine Jesus, whose birth-
day we celebrate, brings holy thoughts
to men by devioas means is not unlike.
Whatever makes men lift their eyves
raises the soul; whether the sweep of
wings that startled the shepherds, or
the dving color on the distant cloud,
turns the fuce upward to the gaze of
God.

Lo, not unmeet is it that at the time
{ when, of old, the angel-heralded Christ-
child came, all along the sides of the
solemn Sierras, the lowly, the lonely,
[ the wretehed, the wicked, guze npward,
for the form of the pure maiden, who
‘loves und haunts the snow-range of the

aiv,

Children ave told to be good that they
may see the beauntiful lady who was
talken from her home on high, treated
so crnelly, and killed by wickod men.
And at midnight, along the western
peaks, eves dim, patient or bleared look
upward into the lonely night for the
sweet spivit form of the “Snow 1'lower
of the Sierras.”

‘ — O ——

{ A Bostonian writes: “I cured my-
| self of an annoying habit of stammer-
[ ing by inhaling a deep breath hetween
| every few words, and by never allowing
[ myself to speak nnless thie lungs were

fully inflated. A Jittle caveful attention
{ soon made the practice a habit, and
{ now I never stammer unless much ex-

tess and fireless, o mockery of comfort | by an unseen hand, trailing miles of | cited-”
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THE FLIGHT OF 0ULS.
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LAND OFFICE.

GOVERNK
LANDS,

o the rise and set of the starry host
\ Larth’s myriads come and zo;
; But wlience we speed through the infinite
| Spaces—
i Speed as the light and leave no tracos—
Aud what the calm en the pale cold faces,
{ And whither we pass to ome shining piaces
: By far celestinl isle and coast,
O Lovd, we may not know.

i Lik

w the limsh of the Lioly Chivistmas tide
I think of the (lighit of souls:
b And over the doubis our finth denying,

| The pray and tears that bewal the dying,
| The heart's wild sorvow, the fruitless sighing,
i For torus beloved in the lone grave lying, —

| Sweet as it rang ny Bethlehem's side

| The song of the angels rolls,

|

i And the peace of God--thy peace—descends

| Asthe strain floats high and free;

tAnd, all my fears to the darkness throwing,

| I know that the stars the azuve strewing,

! And the souls, like a rviver less flowing,

| Forever and ever to The s are going—

To the love that hife and death attends,
And the glory thatis to bhe!

EDNA DiaN PRocTOR. !
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be more particularly the property of | Griggs coun ty’ Dak.

children than any other; notthat every- |
i hody does not join in the celebration |
with all their hearts, but that chilaren, |
in honor perhaps of Him who beeame a !

child, are given the chief part in ats| SCttlers IOCﬂth- Flnal

pleasures. i
Clristmas ove, the| Pro0ofs made and money

Christmas Customs.

In Cornwall on
children ave all allowed to sit up till|
midnight, and to have a taste of cider, ful-nishcd. Rilill’Oad lillldS
too: and in Devonshire they go, with !
their father and all the family and
friends, out in the orcharvd with cider
and a cake, placing the latter in the
crotch of one of the branches, and
throwing the other over the tree.  This
is evidently the relic of an old pagan
rite, bearing every appearance of the

purchased and money

furnished in part. Con-

test casestried and deter-
ancient sacrifice, a sacrifice to propitiate
the tree to continue its fruitfn’uess, al-
though. why it should he ofiered on
Christmas eve is not explained.

Shntta SeCUT .
Indeed, there are many heathen cus- j chattel secut ltyl The

toms that have been grafted npon our |
way of keeping Christmas. This will |
be understood when it is remembered |
that the early Christian fathers found| WwQ¥
it hard to keep their flocks from join-
ing in the Pagan ceremonies at times of |
cood-feeling and jollity. They there- |
fore wisely made their own ceremonies
conform to the same oceasion, so that il
their people must celebrate, they could
be eclebrating  Christian facts.  Thus
the old Roman Satwrnalia, a time of
oreat merry-making, to speak mildly,
coming at this season of the vear, the
early fathers thought best to harmon- |
ize it with theiv Christinas festivities.
From the Saturnalin aie descended
the “Mummers,” a and of people wha
go abont in masks,in England, and en-
act some rude play betore the doors. |
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Nervous Exhaustion,
Premature Decay,
Loss of Manhood.
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the Saturnalia, in the Christian days it | gop g,ﬁ{_,rm,l,,,,,,n,_‘. 2 Ke-gzulur' hys"ﬁl,?.lc'.n
has usnally been the story of St. George | SENT FREE snreceirt Sirors

and the Dragon,—old Father Chuist- T. WILLIAMS & CO., MILWAUKEE, Wis.

mas, erowned with holly and carrying a'
wassail bowl, introdueing St. George, a |
Turkish knight, a huge sealy dragon,
and a doctor to bind up the wounds: te
all of whom the children at the window
are delighted to throw their half-pen-
nics.

Apain in Gireat Britain the priests of
the new rveligion borrowed from the
Druids, for their Christmas use, the
observance of the winter solstice with

d NERVOUS DEBILITY,

organic weakucss and des
cay, dud numerous obs
scure discases, bafling
wXillful physicians, rosulf
from youiiful jodiscres
tions, too freo indulgence,
end over brain work, De
not temporize whils such
cnenles lurk in your cys-
tem, Avoid deing imposed
¢n by pretentious claims of
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3 ﬁicl ciier remedies for thoss
great solemnity, and allowed also some AR S 1 Care troubles, Get our froe circa-
\ c FIR lar and trial posiage sud

of the sustoms of the ancient Saxons te
be absorbed. Thus from the Drunids
we have the mistletoe. and from the
Saxons the Yule log.

There is cheer and hospitality about
the Yule log which it warms one to
think of. In the places where snch a
thing is veally burned, when it is cut

Jearn jmportant facts befors
taking trcatucnt cliewhere,
Take & remedy that has cured
thourands, acd does pot ine
terfero with sttention to busis
neseé of caure pain or imcone
venlence, Founded oo acle
entifia medical principles,
Growing in favor and reputas
tion, Direct aprlication to the
scat of discase makes its spe-
cific influence felt without
delay. The natural funce
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yoars by use in thou-
sands of cases.
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as it goes wlong, it means so much.

From what the “Waits,” another ac-'
companiment of Christas, dear tc
English children. have descended is
not certainly ascertained: but there was |
a company of “Waits” as early as _t]nc
| vear 1400, and it is understood that
i they were then strolling players on
hautboys and other wind-instruments;
and that is all they ave to-day.

The one purely Christian observance
m all these glad, gay ceremonies 1s the
“Carols.” The singers have a victur-
ssqueness as the glimmer of their lan-
terns illnmines them by fits and stavts
in the darkness on the snow. and their

voices have a sweetness halt stolen from o o o
: \ ¢ ols” are Sune he Dlood, biia o2 —Nert
their SONES. The Cavols” are sung In dis 8 ofthe Llood, 8kin and Bones.—Nertous rbllll!‘

nss, Goeorriea,
o1 plod

Brphitiile
Se t s and

now all over the European continest,
and in England nsually by a portion of
the chureh choir on Christmas eves, and
| often on C'iivistias mornings, by cer-
tam of the children of the pavish. In
the carly ages the bishops sang them
among their clergy.

In all these things ehildren have their
share, being the principal ones to enjoy
i them s while with the “Mummers” a lit-
tle wivl goes, having no other part tha
that of carrving a branch of Christmas
coreen. The Christmas trec, which s
the most positive feature of children’s
Christmas nowadays, was not much
Lknown, if at all, among the English-
speaking children till aiter the cood
Prince Albert came to Mugland. ‘

The very fact that Christmas means g
rite celebrating the day of Christ’s birth
gives children an especial cliim npon
the day which belongs to the Holy Child,
and one of the appellations of whose
patron saint is Kriss Kringle, whicl
meuns the Christ Child.
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