The Gontrabandis

One Life’s Secret!

CHAPTER XIX.—(Continued.)

They left the hroken vehielo, the pros
trate horses that steuggled and kicked in
vain atteimnpts to feee themselves (rom
the harneds and vlse, and in the darkness
and the storm phrsued with all possible
haste the road to tho chateaw, Thire
was no abelter nenr, The lght form of
Rowe wan ns nothing in the strong Arms
of the marquis, Rapidly he bore hed
along, Leeplug the folds of his clouk
well wrapped dbout her. ’

YWa iire almost at the village” said
Franels Fgerton, as he supported his
companlon with i lover's tenderness that
met now with no repulse.

For Helen Montauban koew nothing of
ft. She waos saying to herself, “Is Rose
dewd? Hay sho escuped me? Am I to
be spared my work at lasi?"  Bhe listen-
el for a sigh—n groan, from the lips of
that inanimate fignre that was borne be
fore her. No sound waws heard from
them, Already, n strange fever of joy
mingled with the shivering excitement,
the awe, the horvor, which Helen Maon:
tauban had felt. Bhe never heeded the
rain that poured over her in sheeted tor-
rents: the wild winds raged in valm for
ber now; they were unheard. She only
longed for light=Jlight, 10 behold that
ehildish sountenance—to khow the truth,
" But #o nosr were they to the farm
hotises now that no delay was made: the
first one was entered, and Rose plieed
upon n conch, while the farmers’ wives
erowded nbout, with earaest kindness
and sympnthy, to render assistance. Bat
st the sight of that pale, quiet face, those
cloged eyolids and colorless lips, they
were silent: and some whispered among
themselves, “She s dead!” while others,
with scarce a hope, yet seeking still for
one, worked over the lifeless form.  And
without stooil the marquis and the Count
de Oluirville and Feaneis Hgerton by the
fire In the great farm kitchen, in dread,
gilence anil suspense,

Helen Montaubun and the countess had
entered the chamber where Iose was
laid, and rough yet comfortable garments
were offered them to eeplace thele own
dripping ones. The countess was already
maoking this weleome and veally nm.'el-1
pary change; but  Helen Montauban,
thrusting them from her, pressed to the
couch,

“Stand nside!” she sald to the woman,
And she knolt down there @ look at that
pallid face, round which the dripping
chestnut cnrls were lying in  shioing
masses. Once those white lips parted—
reddoned.

“Bege—yoo! she liven—she brenthesa!™ ut-
tered one of the women, in an eager,
tremnlons  tone, wsubdued almost to a
whisper—*"she Hyees!”

“Tt s a Le!" muttered Helen Montan-
ban, between thore beantiful shut teeth,

A moment elapsed, The women gath-
ered, with glad, excited, hopeful eyes,
gbout the couch—those poor, simple, hon-
est-hoarted ponsant women, praying for
that young lfe, whose slendor thread ona
among them would so gindly have seen
broken. And Bersely watched that ona,
with a burming glance, a heart that stood
all but still, It was v le!

Slowly those lovely eyea unclosed, and
rested upon the glad, smiling faces gath-
ered about the couch, There was no rec-
ogoltion In shem at first; but presently,
moeting he wnxions glanee of the good
countens, who bhint over her, she sighed
talntly, and putting her hani to her head,
whispered, 0, yes; I remember—I pre-
member now!”

Helen Montauban was gone, In an ad-
foining chamber she removed the satu-
eated gartients she had wom, and sub-
stitutid for them the apparel sent from
the chatoan by n dumostle; then proceed-
Ing to the kitchem, joined hor Cother and
his compunions, who had Just learned
that Rose hud revived. The head of the
marguin was bowed, his face biried in
his handd. The emotion of gratitude he
felt at the bringiog back of that young
Hete altiost overcame him.

The night pnssed and morning hroke,
elear and still above the earth, where 8o
Iately all had been commotion, The voice
of the tempenst had died away in silence.
Broad and fair the sunlight shone abave
the pleasant valley, They bore Rose
with gentleness and carve back to the cha-
tean, She was quite 1, almost npnble
to mave a lmb from weakness, The in-
Jurles that others had edcaped, she had
received; and from being so long exposed
to the storm, therd was every resson to
bellove that seriond cotsequences would
enntia.

And the npprebension was justified,
During the day bor lndisposition Inoregs-
ed, and at night, feverish and delirious,
she tossed wpan her conch, with a wild
brillinney  in  those soft eyes, and a
seorching flusl upon her beautifnl cheek,
It was pitifal to heir her wandering
waords, aud listen to the incohkrent ming.
lings of sorrow and joy, 1o her wild de-
lrium, The mamuls looked upos her
onece, and then tarmed away with stream-
Ing eyes from the room, to seclude Bim-
self In the library, where he passe] the
night In watchings, The Count Frederie
nnd Francls Bgerton remuaioed till dawn
in the ssloon, Every domestle in the
chutean kopt vlgh daring those long and
mourufal hours; for not an eye couyld
elose in slumber, Helen Montanban snd
the countess had their post In that slek
chamber, beside the couch of the slek
girl, who recoguized neliher of them, Al
night long she raved, and the flush borg-
ed stroig and steady on her cheek, and
the lightnlng’s flash was not more bril-
Hant than the fire seintillating from those
dark eyes

Blowly the lenden night hours wazed
and waned; and Helon Mootauban sat
beaide the pillow of Rose, regardless of
slumber, The countess, sitting by the
fire, atill wept and prayed In silence, The
doctor came to the bedside,

“You noed rest, mademolselle,” he said;
“eannot | prevall upen you to retire and
sunteh o few hours' repose while 1 wateh
here? The fatigue and exposure of last
night, though ne present 1 effects are
felt from them, may be productive of
evil consequences, if your nerves continue
thus evertaxed.”

“Your pandon.” returnod Holen, in cold
and quiet tones, “but | anticipate no ua-
pleasant results from our adventure of
last night; pad you must be consclous
that, even if sick were not the case, 1
should find It impossible to sleep now, 1
must remain here”

“Ab—well" sighed the good old man;
“it you are fully determined on this, it
must be so; pnd 1 trast all will be well."”

He sat down by the bed, leaned his
head on his hand and fixed a thoughtful
anil sorrowtul glance upon the feverish
countenance turned towards him on the
pillow. Rows looked st bim with her
wild, bright, piteows gaze.

“Where is LouisT she aaked; “where
s be? Why do they keep bim from me?"

Tears stood in the physiclan's eyes
He lald his gentle hand, with lia evel
touch, ou that burnlag forchead

“He quiet, my child,” he said. “He will
come—Lonly will eome,™

“No—uo! be will not—he will pot
come!" she erled, with feclle grief, *1
bave mot seen Lim this long time, 1
thought we were to be wareled, It was
o dream, was it not?™ And agaln that
heart-bronking, sorrowful glance was
fixed om him. I don't knew why 1 am
Iying here,” sbe murmured, sadly, look-
ing about hor, *I ovglit to be ready to

meet ldm when hs comes; But I am so
wonk—so tired! 1 belleve 1 have Leen
Journeying eomewhers, Bur suth

steange jourhey! 1 doa’t think it ever
will end; and 1 am wandering all along,
And so weary, wenry, weary! Ah, Louis,
why don't you come and help me? You
sald you loved poor Rose!"

Mouraful and plulntive grew those rest-
less, feverish tones; tearful and tronbled
the brilllant eyes; but still, though ex-
housted by ber constant raviugs, and
though Mer cheeks burned more hotly, and
her heart throbbed with terrible violence,
nnd her breathing was short and paluful,
there was no rest for her.  Still she ruved
of Louls, and begged him to see how her
feet were torn and bleeding with the long
ond weary way she came, and then she
would moean that he never would come—
“‘never, never, never!”

And that wild, moyrnful wall might

have drawn tears from o stone; but Helan

Montaulinn wis more than a stone.

The doctor went out, leaving Helen
Mentanban there te hathe the heated
forchead of the siek girl, and offer water
1o those parched lips, And she said,
looking down vpon the stricken form be-
fore her, “She v in my power]”

Alas! only 100 completely so! Made-
maolselle  Montaoban  hud  gathered
that M, Mery had but a slight hope of
Rose's recovery. It must be. No turn-
ing back, or flinching, or hesitating, for
thut desperate pature now! That hope
must never become a stronger one! It
was hers to o to It. Pouring ount the
water for which the sufferer praged, ever
and anon, her hand Involuntarily clotch-
ed the tiny vial concealed in her bosom.
Yet—no! A little delay; the disense
night terminnte fatally in a fow days,
end spare her the work for which she
was propared. But o ecase it wers Dot
s0, then— It was a poison, subtle and
sure as death itselt, Few were there
who knew of such; few=—nlmost no tests
that could detect its presence, To Helen
Maontauban had been given a knowledge
of this poison In by-gons years, and she
had guarded that knowledge lke gold.
The secret; so long preserved, was Hkely
to become useful to bher now.

. L ] - L] - L .

" It was midnight. Al over the chatean,
there was deep and heartfelt rejoleing;
but it was subdied In its manitestations,
for the life that had so lately been pro-
nounted safe was only slowly and taintly
fluttering up from the edge of the grave:
and every volee spoke in whispers, every
footntep wias mutlled. All day she had
slept, and the exhaunstion produced by
har violent and protracted delirium was
wo great that that slumber bad hardly
seomed like the rest of a living torm, For
searce the fuintest breath eonld be per-
colved, or the slightest mollon of that
fechly beating heart. Yot had the phy-
slelun filled the brensts of those about
him with o too delicious hope that hung
for certulnty upon hér awakening,

Then had the evil desire of Helen Mon-
tauban grown to an intensity that was
fiendish.  Watching, *with her haggard
face and gleaming oyes, beside that
couch, she had fixed her serpent gaze up-
on the almost lifeless being who Iny thers,
looking with eruel and terrible engernoss
for the sign of death (o set ltself upon
that young sulferer’s brow. Yet It came
not, and ber cagerness grew almost into
madness. The one way roemnined. Bhe
wonld make thnt sleep o lasting one!

But there was anothor wntchor there,
The uged physiciun had taken op his post
also by the couch. He, too, was waiting;
but It wus for the angel of life—not that
of death; and he stirred not from thut
place. Not o morsél of food had passed
hls Tips that day. Kinee dawn he had
beet there, Aud Helen Montauban, in
Wer fierce desperation at her own mabil-
ity to accompligh the work so long medi-
tuted upon, was almost insanc. Still he
watched there; never for an insiant was
his vigilaoce reluxed. And the bours
passed on and Rose nwoke—safe!

CHAPTER XX. ’

It was nearly morning when the cure
came to the chutenu to request an inter-
view with the mamuls, He told him that
Hugh Lamonte was at the village inn
and dying. The marquis, astonished and
affected at this sudden anmouneement, In
the midst of his joy for the sufety of
Rose, prepared immedintely to visit him;
and the pbysician, M. Mery, satinfied
that the muost faverable change had tak-
en place in his patient’s cane, left her
in the care of Mademolselle Montsuban
and the conntess and sccompanled the
murquis,

In a few momonts the party arrived
at the anberge. Maurice met them with
a nominous countenance,

“How is he—is thore nny change?" ask-
ed the cure, anxicusly.

“None, monsieor,” answered the man,
“He ravos still; but he talks of some guil-
ty deed to be utoned for—some secret to
bo confessed. 1 can wake vothing sat-
Isfactory, though, out of what be ways,
be wanders xo0.”

The three ascended to the chamber
above, where lay the dying man, The
mirquis started as he bebeld him, streteh-
ed out upon the conch, with his wild, un-
shorn and emaciated conntenance, and
coarse, rough garments, which he had
not suffered to be retnoved, presenting a
spectacie so wretched, The kind-hearted
old man could searcely refraln from shed-
ding tears as he gazed upon the wreck
of that one proud form,

“In this indeed Hugh Lamonte? he
exclalmed, advancing towerds the couch.

“Who calls Hogh Lamonte? shouted
the siek man, sternly; “who calls him—
the outenst—the robler? Who enlls him,
1 say? And whe sre you?' fxing his
wild, gleaming eyes npin the countenance
of the marquls. “Al, Armande Montan-
ban, 1 know you-1 kmow you!™ he ut-
tered, flercely, trying to spring apright,
Fet folling, from very weakuoss, “Don't
come near me, or I shall morder you!
Where Is Guldette?’—where is she? You
have hiddon her from me! You lave
!:tuldt»! ber; and she was mine—mioe!
You stole ber from me! 1 will have your
hlood ™
“u- sank back, exhausted, with white

P

“Look—look,” monslenr!™ nttered the
cure, springing to the side of the mar
quis—"imk, M. Mery, the marquls M
fainting ™

And even as he spoke, the heary fall of4

his friend attracted the physicisn’s stten-
thm, Consternation and slarm were ris-
ible la his features.

bet!
|

“Let us carry nim ont inte snother
room—quick " he sxld, excitedly.

Together they bore him to an adjoining
apartment, aud there commenced the
application  of restorntives. But some
monents elapsed ere be betrayed aigos of
returning ponsclousuvss, Then he reviv-
edl slowly, and for some gime gared fixed-
Iy upon the face of M. Mery. Then n
low mounn edeaped his lips,

"Gmlttmi, 1 have seen my brother!” he

ttered -

0 1
“Yout brother?' echoed M. Mery, in| Wh

astonished excitement,

“It is troe! It is Henrl who lies there
—my brother Henrl. Let me go to him."”

“My dear friend, be calm, I command
you," urged the physician, gently.

“1 am ealm; but T must go fustantly. 1t
he should die-<ah, save him, I entreat
you."

Wenk and trembling ng he was, he
mnde them asslst him to re-enter the oth-
er npartnieat. They advanced towards
the conch; theve was a different sight
there now. From the beight of delirinm
Hugh Lamonte was suddenly sinking into
a stupor. His eyes were almost closed.
Only falut, unintelligible murmures broke
fromy hiw lips at times. He did not see
them approach. The cure snd M, Mery
cast glances nt each other, The marguis
comprehended them,

“You think he is dying, then?' he ask-
ed. “Abl, save him, Gustave!! We were
enemies once—he and L Let him live,
that we may ouce more embisce one an-
other!™

“Be ecdlm, my dear ftiend,” entreated
the physiclan agalo, “and listén to the
troth, No power on earth can save him
now; he is sinking fast, But muintain
your energles; he ray revive before
denth, with the possession of his fall rea-

son.

“Ah, Henri!” murmured the marquls,
with indescribable emotlon—"my brother!
that 1 should recoguise you thus, after
all these yeurs! Bee—see, Guatave!” and
he lifted the matted hale from the tem-
ples of the unconsclous man—""see where
I strick him once! 1 koew the mark.
Our father told me he would bear it to
the grave—that scar.”

“How,” said M. Mery, in a low volee,
“onn thizs be your brother?—this man,
who, for twelve yeurs, has dwelt within
half a league of you, and who has only
heen known as 8 peasant?”

“Ahb, 1 recoguize him but too well!”
answered the marquls, sadly; “it Is he—
1 know him now through the disguise thot
has served him so long. And did you
pot bear his words? He said I stole
Gaoldette from him, Alas! it Is but teo
ttue, though I was |unocent of wrong,
Henri—my brother—speak to me! sny
that we are friends once more!”

Engerly he leaned over the conch, with
his vyes fixed upon the sick man's face;
but he was pot recogniged, There was
no intelligence in that dying glunce.

Hugh—or Henrl, rather, aswakened
from the dull stupor, But it was only
the sudden and ftful fAare of the expir
ing flame of lite, He lay, for an Instant,
glancing about the apartment; then look-
ing npwards, he encountered the regards
of the good cure, who stood by the couch
in sllence.

“Monsienr le cure, I rocognize you,” he
siid, “I am dying—is It not wo?"

“It s troe,” aoswered the goed man,
mournfully., “But there i yet time for
confession and repentance.”

“Confession—repentance! You know,
then, that 1 have a confession to make—
sink to repent of 2"

“It Iv a work which every dylng man
has to do, my friend.”

The marquis advanced towards the
cotieh.

“Henrl, my brother!” he uttered, In sor-
vowlul tones, &

“Ha! you know me, then? 1 have be-
trayed myself at last—the brother who
wwors vengeance on the husband of
Guidette? He raised himselt, with main
strength, upon his arm, and fiercely re-
gurded the marguis.

“Ab, Henrl, forgive nsel" cried the
grief-stricken mun.

"Nevor!™ shouted Henrl, madly. “1
have been revenged on you; 1 have
brought sorrow and darkuess to your
hearthstone, and [ am satisfied! For the
sake of your child—the angel who has
smiled upon & wretehed life, and tonched
an evil heart with her ionocence—for her
sake | will atone, at this lust hour, for
the misery I huve caused you. You shall
be happy oonce more; but 1 will not for-
give you for the wrong done to me—nev-
er—uo, never!” And ralsing his clenched
haad to heaven, be sealed the declaration
with u fearful oath. ‘Then be sank
down, exhausted. A shudder ran through
every form within that chamber.

"Henri," crfed the marquis, throwlng
himselt on his kneey Leside the eouch,
“recall those words, I conjure you! Listen
to we. I koew mnot of the wrong I had
done you, till it was too late. Guldette
deceived me; ahe never told me that you
loved her—ihat she was botrothed to you!
b wedded her, thinking her free. But
she was n curse to me, Ah, Henrl, If you
desired rovenge, she was the fittest in-
strument ™

The dying mnn's eyes were flxed earn-
estly on his brother's face.

“Say it once more—once more!” he
panted, eagerly; “tell me agaln that you
were innocent—that you kuew not of our
betrothal—that abe decelved you, and was
false to mel”

“It is true. Listen, Henri; 1 swear it]"
His face was pale; the tears streamed
from his eyes; his clasped hands, uplift-
e, trewbled,

“Then pardon me, Armande, for the
injustios I have done you.™

The marquis clasped that wasted hand
tewderly within his own, His tears fell
upon it .

“Henrl, I have nothing to forgive, We
huw: both been unhappy,” he uttered,

“Nay—you de not know the wmisery 1
have onused you. But I repent. It shall
be confeased.” His veleo grew weaker.
“Where Is Rose?" be asked.

“She I8 at the chatean. She has Loen
ill; but, thanks be to heaven, she is re-
cul\;urlng:" suswered the marquls, earn-
enlly.

“It s well. Gire her my blessing, It
she will recelve it from me, whon she
knows all. I have beets a wretch: but
she hos been an angel In my misernbls
bhome. Ab, if the prayers of one so good
nond pure s sho could be offered to beav-
on for my salvation, surely thes would
be heard! Ask ber to forgive, and pray
for me; Armande.” He paused, panting
for breath, aud uoable for & moment to
continte.  There was a terrible und
moarnful silence in the room. Suddeniy
be regathered his wasting coergles. “Henr
me, Armande, my brother, while | have
strength left to make atonement. RBe
neath the hearth at the cottage, you will
Bud an jron chest; it contalos my eon-
fesslon!™ He paused againg his strength
was rapidly failing. A moment, and he
resumed, turnlog once more his fast-ob-
scuriug eyes to his brother's face. "It
will tell you of your lust daoghter—or
Marguerite™ he gueped,

“Of Marguerite! Speak- speak, Hen-
ril™ cried the marguis, in fyrrible agit-
tlon: “tell me—1 divioe it—confess, | im-
plore you! He enanot tell it—he is dying!
O, for a moment longor!™ be said, “Hen
el, tell me; broathe bot ene word; what
of Marguerite? He bent down nearer,
walting in awfal suspeune,

The glazing eyes opemed sgain. The
lips moved.

“Armande, bear!” were tho slow, pain-
fully whispered words, *“Hose—I stole

(To be continued.)

Bhe is—your chiA" ‘1

THE PASSING YEAR.

‘%- e wtiydows of the t:"“
#Te 0 (] X ut ear
e o a:ﬂnp:;ut tell the Sight

Of yet Bg yeur,
() uﬁn.'f..ﬁg 1= 1'!-5:& Is done,
Its recurd soaled and seut on Ligh,

A
Uuknown to ail aud seen nene
Ezeept ﬁ :wa dt-u:rng ere,
Al, me! those m, tiesd sanlebied years,
In memory, hm.horuml rireall, !
BHow flied with foollah doabis and fon
How stalued with aln sod bletted wil
At énn we gk of thew but gruce
To muke these fallures of the pust
o beavon wiideh to trnew

Th lights b
Qur way to h-u 5 Chirlst, &t last!

Farewell, 010 Year! Thers have Leen days
OF grinf and {il—wo, too, 6F good;
And for them both we slve Goa Jienled,
Though at the timn wisunderstood.
Hls wistom mensores ol our touds;
Mo knowi the woukuess of our frame;
His love our hlghest thovght excneds;
0 calls uy Uy Lip own déur pawe,

Bo' pass the yeurs o foleint winte
Beyond oy ken; wi cotint Lhe sung
They ctme anid ge. We watch and wait
Tutll our hwh ket Ui slndl come.
God of o yours, From out whose Land,
With ull tue peeclons gifte, they come,
Glve un the prace to uh5umnud.
Add make them holps to lewd us home!
wChiistlan Work,
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AN OLD MAN'S FIRST CHRISTMAS

BY HOPE DARING,

Y ES, I will do It It's the only way 1
ean be sire of making n falr profit
next yeur. waorkmen must unders
stand that I ron the mill to put money in
my own pocket
There wad'an' ngly frown on Glbort
Bentley'™s brow ss he sat In his shabby
little stady, communing with himselt, He
was a small, stoopivg wan of 65, with
searching blue eyes, aud o cold, forbid-
ding expression.
“I'l do ft at once. Ono wesk from
to-morrow 1'll announecs a ent of ten per

told how she bad grawh tired of spend-
Ing her vagations at the school.

“You know, grondpa, that it is dremd-
ful to have no.one of your very own to

| be glad with, und I've come to spend

Clristmas with you,*

The gl was so gure that Ler grand-
fatlier wis glad to see her that be could
not tell her she was unweleome. An hour
luter they sat it dinner. The o/d man
leaked deross to where the girl's golden
bead glonmed in the lamp.

She chutted gayly, Wheht they rowe
from the tible she went with him to the
study, Bitting on a stool, slie told bim of
her wehool life

“1 wwm happy there, grandpa, but 1 will
be glad when sehool Is finlshed, Then 1
cun keop house for you. It hus beon so
Kind In you to do without me so 1 could
b eduthted,”

ile made no respouse, They parted
without the words being gaid that wonld
pend Florence back to school, Mr. Bent-
ley regolved to say them at breakfast the
next momlgg. There he found himsalr
vonfrouted hy that smillug feee, and wis
oblized 10 hold his pance,

Filorence stayed. Simpson, the mnid,

A few simple changes were made In the
dreary old houne.  Mr. Bemiey chone
stimmo new forniture,  He ordered that
good fivew glould be kept up and bade
Shinpeon see that the table was well
sprend,

Gilbert Bentley wan powerloss, Flor-
enve would think the best of Lim. Bhe
would think thet he loved her and was
glnd to have her there. She wonld be-
lieva that be shiared her own love for ha-
manity wnd her reverent trust I God,

She went with him lo the mill and
through the village, There her mistuken
iden of hix charscter showed in a wirong
Hight. Many of his workmen were living
in poverty, She knew he wan doing all
he could for them, but was there not
somre waoy she counld help? What waus he
going 1w do for the men and for the
churches of tha town for Christmas?

uot a reduction of their wages, bot an

nesnpanee of his good will and interest GE“ P GH“WELL
In them. Por this child's snke he would | (] ]

lenm to kaow and do his duoty, |

“It will be our first Christmas to
gether" Worence said  dreamily, her
cheek pressed aguinst his |

“Yeu, little girl, 11 will really be my
first, my wvery fAmst, Christmas.”"—Haome
Mouthly, |

THE CHILD'S FESTIVAL.

There Is a Bpecinl Siguiticance in

Christmas for the Littie Unew.

HRIBTMAS Ix the
true Chlidren's day.
The Lord of the
fenst was n child in
Bethleham, and He
still loves Hotle chil-

aud the man all delighted to serve lmr,i

ddren ns e did
when, In the
strength of  His
wmanhood, He ook
them fn Tiis arins

and blessed  them.

3 &It there were po
children in omr

A world to receive and
enjoy, the advent

time would lose moach of Its beauty snd
delight. The chlld's Imaginatbon, wlisl
tranaforma  eotumonplace things, the

to question, but enjoyu—these roflect
themselves npon our minds and hring us
for the moment into the childlike mood of
happivess. Nor ia the ¢hild’s thonght of
huppiness simply one of gettlng, Nelther
the g nor the surprise of the glft, denr
as these are (o the child’'s heurt, brings
n8 much spleasure 88 the platning and
the giving. The best of Chrlstmas s on-
Joyed befora ever Chrlstmas comos, We
alder gnes need to be reminded every year
that love is more then elaboration at tha
Christmas time, and that the valoe of the
gift Is measured by the aflection of the
giver; but utspolled ehildren know it and

WAITING FOR SANTA CLAUS.

cent on all wages. One week—thap will [ Then they must pemember the little el

be the twenty-fitth. Why, that will be
Christmas, nmnd the men must have a
holiday, Chiristmas! As if that old super-

stitlon made any difference with the
world to-day!"
The frowny on lils brow deeponed, e

dren.

Christmas Eve came. Mr. Bentlay
had shinmefacodly ordersd Simpson Lo
provide & “regular Christmas dinner.”
He Lnd wever wide n Christmas gift In
Lis lite, but now—well, Floretee would

lsaned back, staring from o window, He | persist o talking as if Chirdstinas moant

conld see the long, low buildings of the
Bentley Lumber Compang.
grovud was the leafless forest, The sun
was satting nnd the wky, above the tree
tope, was tinged with a rosy glaw.
Gilbert Bentloy bad wpent ten years
in that lumbering village. In that time
be had doubled his enpital. Now, owing
t a general dopression, Lis profits were

| as mel 1o him ax it did to wer,
Ins the haek- |

He was thinklng of this as he wailled
home that ovenluz, 1t was suowing, nud
the wind bulfeted him an he wmounted the
glope, The next duy the mill must stund
Ille, but on the following murping the
men should be notiled of the reduection
in helr wages,
be! Gilbert Bentlex’s lipn elosed in a

small. To eantinoe his business through | firmy, eruel line. He had looked out for

the winter wotld mean very litle proft,
but doubtless the spring would belng a
chunge,
spring.

Money had always beon Gilbert Bent-
lex's gl He had begun life a poor boy
and had worked his way upward, un-
aided. ITie Jife had been toa busy for
sentiment, To be sure he hud marcied.
His wife lived only & few yours. There
was a child, Harold had grown up, high
spirited and provd. TIs early manhood
be morrisd ageinst his fathor's wishes.
Bstrangement hod followed. HMarold und
bls wite died within a few months of
ench other, leaving a  litile duughter.
Pride prompled Mr. Bedftley to pay the
girl's bills at o good school, but he pever
saw her

The door bell rang and there wan the
sound of footsteps atd voloes in the hall.
The door of the study was thrown open,
and & swedt voice cried:

“Grandpa, ave you here?

Before Mr. Bontley could speak, Simp-
son, his old English housekeoper, enter
ol In one haind sbe held aloft & Nghted
lamp, thes shewing GUbert DBentles his
unexpectied wisitor, She was o slender
girl of sizxteen, a dimpled, Weonde face
lighted by sunuy hloe eyes

“Why, dou't yon know me?! I am
Flovence, and T am ghid—s0 glad—to see
youl™

Ehe was st his sdile, btk arma round
his neck, snd ber lips uplified for Lis
kiss. As | & dream he lstensd as she

himself; others most do the samo.
He reached the house. As he passed

Well, he would not wait for! firough the linll the dining room door

stood open. He poted the vase of sear
fet carnations, ardersd from the city, in
the center of the table. Upon o guuint
old sidleboard wns n basket of oranges
and pale green grapes und a plate of the
unts over which Florence loved to linger
whils lie drauk his coffee,

The old man's face softenad. He wat
down hefore the fire. He wax so en-
grossed in thought that he did not hear
Flureuce enter.

“You preclous grandpal™  Again her
arms were found kis neck, I found
vonr gift, and I thank you a thoosand
times. But grandpn, T want to ask you
for something mor, It la & part in your
work | want you to give me. And 1
want to give you my help—mywelf. It
s o wonderful pesition you hold—so
mich. wezlth and so many people whom
you ean help. Onp this best of all nights
~—1he birth night of our dear Bavior, Jet
us give ourselves anew to the work yoo
have been doing alope.”™ -

“Little girl, svu don't nnderstand. |
have net been what you think I hawe,
and—"

Her dimpled hand closed his lips. “You
bre pot to malign my desr grandfatber,
We will work togethier, will we not ¥

“Yes, donr.”

1a thosa two wonds tie old man re
sounced his greed and selfishness. On
the merrow hls workmes should recelve,

How sngry they would |

of It at all, and we would all be happior
at Christmas if we wer to learmn of them,

Then wonld the Christmas burden, of |

which so many nee complaining, tum to
pure delight.—Congregationalist,

The Porto Rican Christmas,
Chliristoans In Porto Rlco I8 a charch
festival of moch Importance nod the cele
bration of it is made up chiefly of pe-
ligioun ceremonjes lutendod to commem-
ornte the principal events in the life ot
the Buvior. Beginning with the ocele:

Lrntion of His birth st Clhristrans Hmn'l
the feast days follow one another in]
Indeed, It may Justly |

rapld suceension,
be sald that they do wot really come to
an end until Eastor,

Snddrn and Sarprising.
“What do you most desire for Christ
mas, Miss Mabel?" |
“Oh, George, thin Is s sudden!™

"Wh—what do yon mean ¥’
“Why, of course, | want you!™

Foolish Resolations

child's péceptivity, which does not etop !

#et npon It, as if there could be no duubt"

vis
| Huntington,

The Now Year's voows that Perkins made
To keep will prove § strain,

He vowed to shave himnelf this year
Apd use not worde profane. J

Very Easy.

Pat—Whoy Is th' owid year leike 4
whet towel, Noca, darlint)

Nora—Whoy?

Pat—DBecpuse thiey always ring It oud

Sueccesor to K. L. Smith,
Oltest Batabiisned House in he valley.)

DEALER IN

bry Goods, Groceries,

Boots and Shoes,
Hardware,
Flour and Feed, etc.

Thie old-established house will eon-
tinue to pay cash lor all ita goods; it
pays no rent; it employe & clerk, bnt
does not have to divide with a partner,
All dividends are made with customery
in the way of reasonable prices,

Lumber

Wood,
Posts, Etc.

Davenport Bros.
Lumber Co.

Have opened an office in Hood River.
Call and get prices and leave orders,
which will be promptly filed.

THE GLAGCIER

Published Every Thursday
$1.60 A YEAR,

Advertising, B0 cents per inch, single
column, per month; one-half im-h or
lesy, 25 cents. Rending notices, 5 cents
u line each ingertion.

THE GLACIER prints all the local
news fit to print.

When you sce it in THE GLACIER
yon may know that others see it,

REGULATOR
LINE

PORTLAND AND THE DALLES
ROUTE
All Way Landings.

STEAMERS

"BAILEY GATZERT" “DALLES CITY"
“REGULATOR" “METLAKO"

Connecting st Lyle, Waseh,, with

Columbia River & Northern Raifway Co.

Fol

Wabkiscus, l'mlr'. Centerville, Goldendnle apd
all Klickitat Valley polnts,

Steamers leave Portland daily (except Sun-
d'ij T m., contiooting with C, B, & N. tra ns
ut Lyle 5:0% p, m. for Goblendale, arrives The
Drtlgs 600 p. .

Meamer lenves The
day)7:Mn m.

C. R & N, traips leaving Goldendals 6:15
. eonneets with thiswieamer for Portland, ar-
Hying Fortland 6 p. m.

Exvellent meals yerved on ail stenmers, Fine
neeomimodations for tennis wnd wagona.

For detailed Information of rates, berth res-
:~rntlc;n-. connections, ére., wrllér‘or eall on
Marest Agent, M mpbell

Gen, offies, Portland, Of, !l::‘::;:lr.

CELAT,

Dinlles duily (except Bun-

Becle & Morse Agents, Tood River, Or.

YR OREGON
5 SHORT LINE

¥
NION PACIFIC

AND

o] VRS

| Anmivn

|Ealt Lake, lhnmr.l 4150 p.m

Chitago
Portinnd Fr. Worth,Omaha,
Epecial | Kansms City, 30

BiUe. m. | Louls,Chicago sl
East

vin
Huntington.

Atnntio fit. Paul Faat Mall. l
X prress

815 pm. |

10:00 n. m.

_;-‘l, Panl
Fart Mudl
G;'l.:'..m, | |

Bpokane || r
70 HOURS

PORTLAND TO CHICAGO

No Change of Cars.

Lowest Nates Quickest Time,

OCEAN AND RIVER SCHEDULE

FROM PORTLAND,

|
| Atlantle Expross. | 7.35s. o

L pam. All sailing dutes G0
mubjeet to chanuge e
| For Fan Franciseo -
Exll every 6 dars
[
— S——
Duily Columbia Hiver 500
Es. Bunday ! Swamers Ex 4y
B o
Fatirday | To Awtoria and Way
W p.om. Landings
f4ha.m Willametls River, | "
Mot , Wesd 1!:;"‘1:"
sid Fri. | Salem, Indepun. gL
dence, Corvallly
and way landings
S S
T m Yambill River. :
Iwa ;l"hlmr &= - ":l:-.;"-&.
and Het. | Oregon Clty, n
I“LDG!E; "
Lv. B
& u:h ! Snaks River. Ly, Lawiston

D m

LE T
Duily ex
g

A L. CRAIG,

Rortiasd, Or,

Geveral Passenger Agept,
A. N. HOAR,  gent, Hood River,




