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" We take our happy way.

 "Fia such & tender story .

B\ Woelike to tellit o'er,

! { _Thatall the worldmay see
F#" The little Child from Heayen
|~ Onthe Madonaa's knea.

% Carol, children, carol, . \
For Crist s born to-day!

The angels sing, and we must brisg

Our praise on Christmas Day.”

‘We lift our eyes adoring
To yonder fields of blue,
Where the midnight clouds were brokea
To let the g ory through. ’
O'er mount and plain we follow
The wondrous Morning Star,
Which silvered every rugged hill
" And swept the shadows far.

With shepherds and with sages,
Low at the Baby's feet, :

} ~ Wabring our clustered gifts to-day,
The costly and the sweet.

Our. best we'll haste to offer,
Far naught too dear can be

70 1ay before the Holy Child
On the Madonna's knee.

% Carol, children, carol;
‘The Christ is born to-day!
i Glad tdings sound the world around;
Rejolce on Christmas Day.”

To hear the angel music
Ourears too deaf have grown,
Yet may we swell the chorus
That surges round the throne,
And “Glory in the highest,”
Our lips shall sing to-day
Unto the blest Redeemer
‘Who hears us when we pray.

And we with sage and shepherd
‘Will worship at His feet.
How can we help but love Him,
The Baby is so sweet?
‘With conntless thousand thousands,
Our praise and thanks shall be
©Outpoured before the Child of Heaven
On the Madonna's knee.

‘Carol, children, carol,
For Christ is born to-day!
7o all the carth proclaim his birth;
Rejoice on Christmas Day!"
=Margaret E. Sanqgster,in Christian Unson.

THE LONE MAN'S CABIN.

. Tho Story

of Stephen Barrymore's
Ohristmas.

' [Written for This Taper.)

SCEe== N tho slope of an Ore-
# gon hill stood the
lone man's cabin, in
the midst of a piti-
less Christmas night.
Marvelous was the
fact that it stood,
morcover, instead of
g sonttering its frag-

ments on the wide

A e _#EE" gtream of the wind.

That winter the humid Pacific clim te had
seemed to congreal on'the Oregon coast, and
over grass which had been scurcely pow-
dered’ from sight for years, tho snow now
stood threo feet dcep. Great drifts bedded
the foresta - Conyons were half choked,
and stinging crystals of snow still flew in
tho air.

The dim night landscape swopt away in
grandeur; hills massing on hills, their
density of pinc verdurc only suggested by
ocontrast with the snow. Insummer day-
light the lone man’s clearing, his smaller
patch of cultivation, his spring of living
water, and his path thre-ading towardsriver-
landing and post-office, might also have
been seen. But all theso things were now
obliterated, and the cabin itself, shoulder-
ing against the hill, seemed losing its fa-
miiiar lines under the ceaseless erasure of
the snow. It was indeed amcre pen of
logs, with a chimney bui t of rock from the
nearest canyon. The lone man in building
had wisely chinked it tight with mud and
moes, and as he had no window and a pun-
cheon door, he could keop outthe frogt with

“‘suflicient fuel. A little mountain of stump-
roots and logs lay besid: his hearth, and an
immense coal, which had been a section of
tree, mado rosy his silent den. His couch,
msde of poles, had been drawn across the

‘earthen floor and placed directly in frdntof
the fire. It was cushioned with skins, and

he had over him the remnants of the best

overcoac which he had brought to the State.

A few other garments hung upon pegs on

'his log walls. His polished gun-case, a sub-
tial leather trunk, and, upon a rough

.-felf, some silver spoons, were all the ob-

.jevtain his cabin which suggested to the
eye past plenty or former surroundings of
refinement.
For the lone man himself was a piteous
" axenture, Mis feverish face half swallowed in
urn tousle, his weary and dejected eyes
oconstantly sinking their lids in:sick lan-
guor. He was young, built with sound
white muscles, a true love of wholesome
out-door life, and & certain practical
and aocceptance of existing facts; these

things favored him in his fight with : [i§

the wilderness. But, on the other hand, he
was untrained and uneducated, had been
the sport of hard fate from his birth, and
;1ay now half poisoned by sullen dejection;
z::nt.hue things were against him. ‘He had
“Stevie” to partial sisters He had

been “‘Baby” to a mother and family bunch
now long scattered He had been mere
8tove Barrymore here and yonder to a
world which regarded him with perfect in-
difference and some contempt. And now
he felt as if he were even less than that

poor unit; a mass of human nothingness |

which icould only be and ache. This lone
maon was not apt at putt.ng his emotions

‘been his form of prayer. He added aloud
that he felt worse than a bear with a sore
hoad, snd this was & nice way for & man to
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her's,
adwoes Bohm ‘l;hs lone
ot hungry. Wal sick
and desolate from the outermost point of
cuticle to the innérmost, center of’his ex-
istence. Whichever way he looked, behold
there was a chill waste. He did not like
himself. He did not exactly know what he
was good for. Very little of what is called
luck ever came his way; and when he went
out after it, he constantly ran into some
yawn.ng gulf of misfortune

It was possible to imagine himself a suc-
cessful fellow, bustling about with a good-
natured contempt for all smaller fry. But
the probabilities were that his past would
duploate itself in endless repetitions. And
meanwhile the snow, the wilderness and his
unpeopled cabin were all his portion—all
the present leverage he had upon the re-
sisting future.

The lone man, his eyes swimming in
blind faintness, had just sunk flat upon his
couch again, when some muffled object
bumped against his door. He iurned his
head to take indifferent heed of the fact,
but not an instant for conjecturing was al-
lowed him. A woman’s voice pleading and
screaming, a woman's handas fumbling and
pound:ng, brought him up to reel and
stagger directly to her.

He undid the fastenings and she flew in-
side like a deer, immediately bracing her-
self against the door.

“Lock this door quick!” she pleaded

“No lock to it,” explained Steve, replacing
his seasoned bars in their sockets. *Got to
barit this way. I wasn’'t old Vanderbilt
when I put up this palace. Couldn’t afford
fancy nickel and iron work. ”

He sat down sudJenly on the end of his
couch.

“Now hide me,” she demanded, letting the
cloak fall off her head and piercing him
with the largest, blackest eyes he had ever
seen

“Ge-whizz!” ejaculated BSteve, bracing
himself up with his hands on the po es at
each side of him. “Where ¢ uld I hide you
in this place? Look up, and there's the
holler of the roof. Look around, and there's
the logs. "

“What's in the trunk?”

“Mighty little of any thingz When I
recoliect what used to be in that trank when
I first came into the woods, and what ain't
in it now, it makes me feel bad.”

The woman threw up the lid and crouched
insidee. 8o quckly had ' her whisking
drapery disappeared that Steve wondered
if he were in one of his walking dreamas,
which of summer nights sometimes lured
him out of his cabin into the woods She
kept the lid a moment raised to whisper
through the opening:

“Don’t let him get me—oh don't let him
| get me!”

“Any fellow that would chase any thing
through this enow,” observed B .rrymore,
*must be keen for a hunt. You didn’c foot
it from the station, did you?”

8he had lowered the trunk lid, but raised
it again to make a crack through which
she replied:

“l waded up the mountain, into the
Wwoods, as fastas I could wade To hide
somewhere from that man.”

“What fellow is iti” inquired Steve.

The trunk lid rose again softly, and her
‘voice hissed through:

*It is satan!”

“Ill bet a peck of potatoes,” said Steve,
“that 'm dream.n’ all this My head's as
light asa feather, and it just blows from
side to side. TI'll put on ano her chunk of
wood and get some light on the subject.”

As he set some roots to blazing, their light
spread over his fave like a wave of merri-
ment,

*“This is more fun than going to the ball,”
he murmured. *I'm having Christmas doin’s
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I “NOW HIDE ME!

}ngmmeuhom Guess I'll load my
gun~—if there’s huntin’ to-night.”

He reached for his . took out its
shining barrels, which were polished like
silver, and begun to fit the parts together,
laying his cartridges ready for insertion
The artistic part of the lone man’'s house
keeping was his care of his gun. No maid
loved her ornaments more, no matron
devoted more on hair looms in sterling
| silver than Steve on his gun. His best
shirts had gone towards rubbing it to its
present high perfection

As before, there was first a muffied bump
against the door and then a prolonged rap-

ping.

“Who's there?” cried the lone man The
trun:'quite closed,: as if its inmate pre-
ferred smothering to discovery.

“The law of the State of California” re-
turned & robust voice.

“What does the law want?”

*1t wangs this door 1!

2 and let me in,” commanded his be-
e . *“I'm not here to parley.”

*If you ain't got any errand, you better
put-out aguin ™ suggested the lome man
*This is my cabin and my claim. T hain’t
sent out any carda I ain't to home.”

The outsider uttered some resounding
sontences. When these setiled to the level
of threatening they poinwed out such dun-
gers as the following:

“Why, I can kick your miserable door
down. I can knock the chinking out of the
walls and shoot you through the cracks I
can get on your roof and stamp it through *

“May b you could build abettsr house
than I've got,” said Steve, with sarcasm.

“You don’t know what you're doing. And
you don’t wantto get into trouble witha
man like me.© I have the law on my side. 1
want my wife ' out of this cabin and I'm
going to have her out.”

“Nice husband you must be, Mr. Law,”
said the lone man, * to be out with a gan
tracking your wife through the snow like
as if she was a rabbit.”

At this the outsider set his heel mightily
againsat the door. The wooden bars held it;
but Steve saw them with the repeated kicks
loosening in their socketa He lifted his
ready gun to his eye, but lowered it witha
growl und shake of his head. He felt strong
and angrv. His weakness and nausea were
gone. His blood shot like fire through its
oourses, and he felt ready for emergency.

Emergency in the shape of a big, furions
man soon burst the door in.

*“Now you've done it,” said Steve,standing

“'NOW YOU'VE DONE IT.”

between the trunk and his antagonist, and
holding his gun up, “you see what I've got
for you.”

The stranger's eyes were glowing, and
his breath short with the effort he had
made. Snow, driving behind him, whirled
far into the cabin. He held his handsin
the pockets of a trcmendous great co.t. He
and Bteve, like knights who have just
shocked in tournament, stood sturing at
each other without moving muscle. The
stranger finally withdrew his gaze for one
sweep around the cabin

“Where 1s she?”

“Don’t let us have no more trouble,”
reasoned Steve. ‘' You ain’t goin’ to get her
if she don't want you to. She ast me to
stand between, and I'm going to do it.”

All th: uncontrolled passions of the pur-
suer blazed in his face. That pair of biack
eyes, staring through a minute crack in the
trunk, saw him snatch his right hand from
his pocket and fling 1t forward and the butt
end of Steve's gun simultaneously striking
it back. 'The pistol report was in his own
brain. Bhe never had a doubt of what was
done. The whole thing was d stinct, posi-
tive, swift, like a bolt of /ightning down the
sky. The man’s body came down with a
thump upon Steve's earthen floor.

Before Steve's mind received an impres-
sion, quite a minute before he could frame
words with his lips, she was out of the
trunk and on her knees, holding the man's
head to her breast. Bhe was calling him
fond names and kissing his forehead—th s
man who a few moments before had figured
in her mind as an evil pursuing spirit.

He was now helpless for good or evill an
inert mass. This innocent non-resistance,
hike the feebleness of infancy, goes most
keenly to a weman’s heart.

“Let's get him into bed,” smd Bteve,
whispering, and whitened through all his
auburn touzle by this catastrophe.

But the woman waved him back

*I didn’t mean to,” eolemniy stated the
lone man.

“You didn’t do it,” she groaned, rocking
the head on her arm. ‘He would have
killed you if you hadn't turned his pis-
tol. Ob, it had to come to this—it was com-
ing for years—it had to be one of us—and
now I wish it was mysel?!"

All of Steve's examination of heart and
pulse and eyebull were of no avail. The
man hod died instantly. His wife shrunk
with him from the examining touch. Her
cloak fell to the ground Her beautiful
wild face was pressed against the dead fore-
head. She shed no teara But Steve turned
his back and stood stil. He could not en-
dure to look at her.

The roar of wind on the hills, and the
suow driving sgainst his fire, suggested to
his mind the necessity of shutting the door.
He got a bit of rtone and drove the hinges
back to place making as little noise as pos-
sible. Then he closed it on its wooden
latch. But some undefined deference to the
Iate wisies ot that man on the tioor kept
him from putting up a bar.

It also came to his mind that he would
bave to go to Gallagher’s for help. So think-
ing, he Legan to put on his tattered over-
coat and wrap his feet and .ega. The woman
sst still, moaning, with her eyes fixed on
the face against her shoulder.

When Bieve was ready, he broached the
subject of his going to her, but she scarcely
seemed to hear. Bo he went out, carefully
shutting the door behind him, and breasted
the snow.

At the post-mortem examination it ap-
peared that the pistol ball had ranged up-
ward through the brain. The body was
brought on a litter across the snow and the
moun ain next day, and undertakers came

.him, and solemnly escorted from
t0 her door a group who arrived a$ the
of two days

And very grand people they were. A
ator, and a judge, a millionaire and the
judge's wife, a womun almost as beautifnl
as the widow. They made brief lingering,
but the inhabitants were able to gatner
some satisfaction from them. The judge,
who did the talking, admitted that the de-
ocsised had been subject to violent moods

\error of him. The judge was in a state of
complacent resignation. He said he was
glad the fellow would never be able to chase
that young girl as far from home again
8he hzd Tun before and had alwayataken to
the wilderness. He did not like to kick a
man when a man was down, but truth was
mighty and would prevail, and the truth
in this case was that the deceased ought to
have flourished his pistol in his own facu
long before he did

The lone man stood on the railroad plat-
form and helped lift a loog box into the
baggage car while the widow and her
friends weré embarking. He was too shy
to bid her farewsll, and she aliowed herself
to be helped to her place asif she had for-
gotten him, Butshe had not forgoiten him.

'| 8he threw up her window and drew him

with beckoning fingers.

Steve came slouching under the window.
He felt abject beneath that high-bred beau-
tiful face which seemed to look heyond him.

*Good-bye, Mr. Barrymore. Thank you,”
she said, taking hold of his hand.

The lone man felt that she left a paper
in h 8 hand, but he gave no sign of having
received any thing until the tramm had
steamed away, and was lost among the
windings of the hills The lone man then
went cautiously up the mountain a bit, and
stood behind a rock to unfold his relic,

It was a draft from Antonia Bmith to
Stephen Barrymore, for a sum of
money far beyond his modest dreams of
wealth.

He was too shrewd to brag about it, or
show the token in its unsubs‘aniial state.
He went next day to Portland, and pre-
sented it at a bank, where it was duly
honored. And, rhortly thereafter, his
chums around Galagher's were telling each
other that 8 eve Barrymore had thrown up
his claim, and gone to San Francisco, and
that was the last that would be heard of
Bteve Barrymore on the Columbia.

1t was not the last, however. For, the
next yeur, a saimon packer went down to
8an Franc'sco, and happened to meet the
lone man. 8o he had a Christmas nighis
abt:)lty to tell of him at Galagher's next

L

“ Why, Steve's getting rich down there,
boys,” said thisenvoy. “He showed me a
building he owned, and he's got an office
that’s carpeted, and he deals in stocks, and
them big fellers seem to know him. Le
wears biue neckties, and it leaked out he's
takin' dancin’ lessons, and, with all that,
he's the uneasest miserable fellow you
eversaw. I didn’t say any thing, hut )
knowed he was after that Widow Smith,
you recollect; and I'll bet, before he gets
through hs little dance, he'll ‘wish he was
back on the lone man's old claim, with his
toes to the cabin fire once more.”

MARY HARTWELL CATHERWOOD

FOR FATHER.

Confidence and Affection—The Best Christ-
mus GIft Which Daughters Muy Be-
stow,

“What to give papa”is always a d ficult
question in a household. He a.ready has a
pin-cushion or an interest in one; and it
seems, further, that he usually has every
thing else he wanta Of course his daugh-
ters know that he might like Christinas
giits of wealth or reputation that are be-
yond their power of giving; they may re-
alize that even fathers do no. really have all
that they wish and do just as they like, but it
doesseein as thongh there are very few things
that fathers care for that are possible for
their daughters (o give them. There is one
intangible gift which would be uncommon-
ly weicome to a great many men, and that
is the confidence and affection of their
daughtera :

“Nonsense,” says a bright-eyed girl in an-
swerto this. “Papa knows I'm awfully fond
of him. Most girls are fond of their fatu-
era” Possibly, but very few of them show
it, and the beginnings of filial demonstra-
tion must come from the daughter if a hab-
it of reser ves has always existed between
them. Much strong and helpful influence
which i8 now entirely missed might come
into the lives of many girls if they would
cultivate the friendship of their fathera. The
giving and rece ving would be mutual and
full of elemenis of growth for both.
It is more rare than it should
be, tbis  relation understand-
ing friendship and companionship
between a father and his daughter. The
little girl drifts away from her father,
often almost as soon as she is out of her
babyhood. Her own interests take up her
thoughts; she thinks that her father will
not care for the stories of her little pleas-
ures and trials, and she turns away from
him more and more, till, by the time she is
twenty, he usually has little more idea of
her thoughts and real.life than he has of
that of her young girl companions whom
he sometimes sees shopp.ng, or study-
ing, or lunching with her. In every class
of society one sees these same lonely
fathers, missing all the brightness, and
heart-comfort, and cheer to be found in
unrestrained friendship with their own
children. I:sometimes cos s a girl a good
deal of resolution to bring her courage to a
point where she oan step over the barriers
of a custom of reserve and let her father
know that she cares for him in a deeper and
more tender way than she has ever shown'
him; in & way she would wish she had made
him understand if the chance was gone for-
ever with his life. But it is a gifc worth
making, and one which would surprise and
delight many fathers, if begun at Christmas
time. It is easy for a girl to show a deal of
gushing gratitude for gifts: that is not the
thing—each one must interpret and plan for

of

from Portland to embalm and inclose i6 for
its last journey. ;

1t was olear to the minds of the lone
man’s chums thac he was not responsibie

had come across the spotices waste to

*The law's like me,” observed the lome

“Yea,” was the coldly nonuyl’umo repiy.

for what had taken place in his cabin. Bus
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ed | abstraction that Mrs Mack, who was the |
g | pink of propriety, shonld have thrown her-

Syl St s
wos the [t gl fpspesgrleng "Too“:.:’;q' street it takes all night to get there.—
self into his arms? Good Heavena, 'mh: .

herself how to give a bit of her real self to
her father with the slippers, or pen-wiper,
or foot-stool, or dressing-gown which she
-Mmtc his Christmas pressnt.—LBeston

* —Trast that man in nothing who has
0ot a conscience fin every thing. —

—B8orrow scems sent for instruction,
s we darken the cages of birds when
we would teach them to sing.—RicA-

—Many a young lady Is perfect in
pressing autumn leaves who leaves all
the pressing of her clothes for her
aged mother to perform.— Texas Sift-

8.

and at such times his wife st0od in extreme | 89

—B8unday-School Teacher —**Oh, Mr.
Whitehead, won't you subscribe for
the Church Press?’ Mr. Whitehead-—
*Of c urse, Miss—if it's a hugging
sociable.”’

—A musioc-dealer says that the violin
has not improved any since 1730.
The same may be said of the violin-
player who lives next door. —Norris-
town Herald.

—California has an electric girl, and
when she rubs her hands together
they ewit flashes. A follow should
think at least twice before he asks for
one of those hands.

—Never strike a child on the head;
and it might be well to add, uever
strike & man on the head either. 1t
you want to strike something on the
head, strike a nail.—Harper's Baszar.

—Liberty is the richt to do what
the laws allow; and if & citizsen could
do what thoy forbid it would be no
longer liberty, because others would
huve the siage powers.—Moulesquein

—A Cincinnati deacon is under ar-
rest for stealing $3.45 from the con-
tribution-box. It is unnecessary to
state, perhaps, that his peculations
dated over a secries of years —Bing-
hamton Republican.

—*Why is it that the groom always
seems frightened at a wedding?” re-
marked a young woman. ‘‘Humph!
He's got a right to be,”’ was the re-
joinder of an old married man within
hearing. — Washington Cruio.

—They Come High.—

She said she was his jewel, then
He paused, quite sad and pensive,
He realized with other men
That jewels are expenaive.
— Washington Cvritic.

—Papa — “Why 8o pensive, my
daughter?” Eloise—*‘Jack Buffington
has just returned all my notes, and
every thing between us is ended.”
Papa— **Quite a coincidence, my dear.
One of his was returned this morning
—protested.’’ — 1¥d-Bits.

—*Can you £pare a trifle for a poor
blind man?’’ “Why, hang it, youn look
as if you could see first-rata.” *Oh,
certainly. Iam only begging in the
place of my. blind friend, who has no
time for himself, as his daughter is
getting married to-day."’

-—*I'nke a cigar with me, boys!’
“Are thoy on a boy or a girl?”
“What's happened, thenP’ *Oh, 1
spent an evening at Simpson’s, where
they have both a boy and a girl, and
I'm setting :‘em up because I have
neither.”’— Nebraska State Journal.

—*“Who is that brute across the
sireet who slaps those little boysP? For
a cent I'd go over and kick him.”
“Leave him alone. It's the only com-
fort he hng.” “Why?”* ¢*He's editor
of the ‘Children’s Corner’ department
of a weekly paper.’ —Lincoln Journal.

—Tenant—*Say, there's a million
rats in that house of yours.'” Land-
lord—“Well?"’ Tenant—*What are
you going to do about it?"’ Landlord
—*Do about it! Nothing. Youdon't
expect me to stock the place with white
mice at fifteen dollars per month, do
you?''—Omaha World.

—Omaha Teacher— ‘‘Chemieally,
what is a diamond?' Class— *Car-
bon.” *Yes, a dinmondis a pure car-
bon, but you must remember that coal
is also carbon; that was taught in the
last lesson.’”” *“Yes'm.” “Now, how
can it be demonstrated that coal and
diamonds are so nearly alike?’’ Lit.
tle boy—‘‘Ask the price.”’—Omuha
World.

He Knew Human Nature.

He had called at a house on Cass
avenue on business, and as he rose to
go he said :

*J believe you were up the lake this
fall?"’

*Yes,"

*Go fishing anyP"’

*Yes.”

*Catch any thing?"’

*One little perch.”

“Ha! ha! ha! That's about as I ex-
pected. Well, good-night.” ’
When the caller had gone the wife
indignantly said:

*Richard, how could youn sit there
and lie in that bold way! You know
we caught over twenty fish weighing
five pounds apiece, and that big pick-
erel weighed eleven pounds.”

*“My dear wife,”” he soothingly re-
plied, “‘you don’t know human nature.
“That man is now willing to take my
word for one thousand dollars If )
had told him of ‘those fish he would
/have gone away believing me to be the

“But that is the

way you
‘ whispered Doria.

And that is all
Faux H Coxveasa

biggest: liar in Detroit.’’—Detroit Free
Press.
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