) WEST SHORE.

CHRISTMAS EVE.

My tootatops erinp nlong the fromen mow,
And liorsen toss out nostrilfule of gold |
The very stillness sama to reak with oold,

‘While whivering travalors horry to and fro.

Pale stnrs lwnos from the vielot sky—and slow
Comes the vibeating moon, fiaming and bold |
Chirist's holy night sinks downwsrd, fold en fold

1 faal the groat world's pilses thrill—and oh !
Listen | 1 hoar itasad hoart beat, beat, boat,

Tlore in this chapel meery children sing:

Honrth firos baap red in howe : and glad and rweet,

Thio Chiristaies balls of sarth snd hoavon ring:

" Proe aud good chear ™ to all—savn me alos,
Who kiiow tio peace because of one lost tone,

Tha opal fa love, and the pure, faming, unquenchable light that trem-
bles in its heart is passion. Tell me—who Is so passionless, 8o lost to an
appreciation of the highest beauty, that he could desire the opal without
that pare flame burning in its heart,

1 linve had & good deal to say in these pages to the young uud the friv-
olous and the vain; and now 1 shall have my little uay—whether they like
it or not—to tha old and the sad and the melancholy ones of the earth, Il
you have & grave in your heart, for heaven's sake don't wosp over it at
Ohristaa time; or, f you must, then lock yourself in your room where no
one may see you, Do not be the desth's-head at the fesst. Thiashould
be a time of peace and good cheer, and because yon chance ta be old and
sorrowful, do not try to lay the black cloak of your griel npon the shonlders
of happy people. Onoo | was st & dinner party where the old and the
young were gathored togother, and wo were merry and light-hearted, in-
doed, untl), suddenly, one old, white-haired man sssumed the most God:
{orsaken exprossion I over saw, and sald, in a solemn, grave-yard kind of
tone: "' Dear! dear] T hiave just had & presentiment that we will naver
guthor together in thin way again! 1 feel that something awful is going to
oeeur.”  And, indesd, the “awful something" had already ocourred—the
croaker had opened hils horrible motth and croaked ; the death'shead had
grinned und the akeleton's boves had rattled at oor feast, and all the cheer
and jollity had fled, affrighted, What chills of horror danced up and down
oar backs, and what soared glances flashed from one face 1o another!
Romebody misst surely die befure another year bad rolled round. Which
one would it be—the golden-curled child at my wide, the strong, brave
father oppoeite, the gentle mother, or would [t be 17 1 do not mind con-
fessing that I entertained & wicked, and rather vigions, hope thut it would
be the croaker hlimself, Esch huart has its own bitterness, and old sorrows,
| know, riwe up with sedder eyes at Christmas than at any other time; but
if, whan the bells ring soft and glad on that sacred morn, yoo can think of
nothing hat the graves baneath the smow, do not mar the joys of others by
letting the shadows of that old grief fall upon them, too. Ther in beanty
wven In griol when it s uneelflah,

Ohristmas ave. Outaide the night is vlear and cold, with & great moon
#winging adown the sky and all God's sil ver eyes watching, watching, The
whole day long bhoaven's white mow blossoms have fallen—wadly and
ceaselosaly, liko Lhe tears of women-—and piled themselvos into soft bank

over the fields and medows, scross the pasture lands and the fallow places,
and sgainst the hedges; they have bent down the bonghs of the strongest
firs nd pines, snd nestled around the tree tranks, warming with thelr very
coldneds; they have kissed and fallen away from the lnst roses and chrys-
anthemums ot in the gardena, and they have clung to the drooping branch-
o4 of tho weeping willow over the well; yea, they have covered over—all
those sweot snow flowers—every lonely grave that & while ago was green on
the hill that alopes o the river. The night ia like & great diamond lying on
soma reslless woman's breast, glistening Anew with each breath that flat-
tars from hor lips; but the night's breath is colder and croeler than was
aver the hreath of woman, and its heart beats with varied passions, too
strong and llon-like to be controlled, Past my window the footsteps go,
this way and that wsy—the footstepa of the countlegs people who live in
my world, and who know the same hopes, smbitions, loves, failures; sing—
footateps of the old and the young, the gy and the lonely, the happy and
the sorrowlul, the eager and the hopeless, Ah, me! you can read overy soul
if you only listen to the steps that go past your window, And how they
crinp to-night ag they press the sparkling mow! And oh! how some of
thems fulter snd stumble for the need of & strong hand to guide them—and
how often do you and [ reach out that hand ? 1 wonder if they haunt you
to-night as they go past. They haunt me, for with them are mingled the
footateps of many who are dead, and to whom I might bave reached a help-
ing hand. [ hear them more plainly than any others, Dead, sarrowful
eyes look st me, too, from out the past. Is thers not one dead to whom you,
also, might have besn more kind and tender? Heigho! my room haa
grown dim and shadowy and the fire Is low, The rest of the honse is bright
and ringing with Christmas cheer; but you and I, love, we will stay bere
in this quiet place together, Have not all our Christmas oves been do
spent, just we two, alone and happy in our great love, hoeding not and car-
ing ot for the passionate, foolish world about us? Do you remember, dear,
how one doll Christmas we were separated, and you wrote me that you
leaned ont your window in the midnight with the snow falling upon your
brow and listened to the glad, soft balls while you thought of me? Come
oloser, dear heart! Bomehow, to-night T seem to want you so—I seem to
need you so—my very heart aches to have you closer. 1t is almost as if [
knew you could not coma; but you can, love. Come closer—closer yei—

kneel down beside me as you used to do, and lay your cool fingers upon
mine and lean your cheek on my breast—it is only so that 1 understand
heaven, Do you remember that your gift to me was always s bunch of
white flowers, and how once yon conld find only one pale rosebud?  How I
loved you! How I do love you—kind heaven! I have been dreaming, alone
in the dark. 1 have ben living again the past, and 1 had forgot that the
mnow blossoms re white on your grave, too, this night,




