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VOICES OF THE BELLS.

f.isten to the (‘hnhtmm-; bcll,s'
While all the world is praying,
They are_pealing, swelling, telling,
- And this is what the bells are saying:

We are the voices of vedas and sagas
We are the tongues of prophet and priest,
We are the lips of the sibilant sleepers
- Who dreamed of a star in the purple east
i+ Hard by the gates of the mystical morn
When the Christ was born.

We are the prayers of the wandering magi
~ On Syrian deserts all level and lone,
We are the chorus of Judaan shepherds,
We are the notes that from heaven were blown
From the golden throat-of an angel’s horn
When the Christ was born.

We are the teardrops of grief and of sorrow,
"~ We are the cchoes of yesterday’s pain,
We are the jubilant voice of tomorrow—
Lo, peace on earth! Let thy good will reign!
So our lips break silence on Christmas morn
t When the Christ was born.
—Chicago Times,
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HA\’]‘A (IALS (,IA‘\[I*.

“If you please, sir’’—

“YEh? - What now?”’

The erusty old gentleman turned sud-
denly and sharply and glared from beneath
his shaggy cycbrows at the little figure be-
side him. The figure was that of a girl 8
"yem's old perhaps, but small and frail. She
WwWore an enormous s;'tmlu_nme!: that might
have been made for the wife of the giant
Blunderbore, so out of proportion was it to
the diminutive wearer, and out of

frightened brown eyes.  Her clothing was
!HG c¢lean and neat that one scarcely noticed
how very poor it was, and as she stared up
mtu tho terrible face above her one of the
Tittle feet wriggled uneasily in the de 'pths
of the costly rug.
- 1E you please, sir, mother said to tell
iyou that she couldn’t come up today be-
cause she’s sick.”
-~ The c¢hildish treble was a little shaken
this time, for the shaggy eyvebrows were
wvery elose to her, and they gave the old
wentleman a look that wae terrible beyond
‘helief.
- He was in o dreadfal temper, this cruas-
t)' old gentleman, and nothing made him
angrier than for poor people to get into his
thouse. He hated t % sight of poverty, and
Wl his servants had special orders to guard
the deors and the gates and to see that no
flnﬂﬂp of woe or want ever reached his
ears. And yet, after all, this little beggar
had slipped past the bolts and bar into
,hle very study, where his own servants
scarcely dared 10 ¢ ter.

I don’t know what dreadfual thing might
‘have happened if it had not been - for that
one little word ““mother’” in the child’s
fluttering  specck.  Children  so  seldom
spmk the word nowadays that it gave a
-Jl.t}ﬂb shock of surprisc. Instantly he found
himself looking bevond thoe child, at an
old, long forgetten scenc—a little cabin,
.;'wmll a white country road winding past 1t
and an awkward boy going down the road,
stopping at the last curve to wave lus
hand to his mother, who stood in the door
watching him go out into the world.
~ Then be remembered himself and asked
sharply:

- “And who is your mothoer, pray, and
why should she come here?”’

v “Please, sir,”” said ‘the quavering little
JYyoice, ‘‘mother’s the dust woman.”’

- "The what!”’ ¢jaculated the old gentle-
man, with another dreadful frown.

. “*She comes up once a week and dusts
the bhric-a-brac,’”’ explained the child.
“The housckeeper hired her. She says she
doesn’t feel equal to it herself, and mother
does it so nicely,’”’ |

toYAbhal” mattered the old gentloman
with an angry gleam in the cyes under
those fearful brows. “*So Mrs. Murray
brings outsiders into the house when my
back is turned, does she? They're all
alike, o pack of cheats and robbers! I’l1
teach her to violate my confidencee and fill
my house with irresponsible people!  You
jm.,n' stay in this room till Mrs. Murray
comes, Do you hear? And then I shall
r,hm( a message o send to your mother,”’

¢ He rang the bell violently and ordered
that Mrs. Murray be sent to him as soon
as she returned. Having made this satis-
factory arrangement, he took up his paper
again and ignored the little figure in the
sunbonnet,

But before he had read a dozen lines
there was a light touch on his arm, and
the brown eyes were looking up into his.
~ "Please, sir, may I look out of the win-
dow while we’re waiting?”’

- He was so astonished that he mulﬂ not
leply for a moment, but he did finally give
'a scornful grunt of assent.

 There was silence in the room for a long
htimv Not a clock ticked, for old Mr.

Roberts could not endure tlm ticking of
clocks. Not a leaf stirred, not a cricket
ichirped.
Jast, and he looked up. The child was out
‘on the little balcony, leaning on the stone
balustmdv Her bonnet lmd fallen off,

‘and the sunlight, falling on the mass of
brown hair, wove it full of gleams of gold.
. Another touch on his arm—there she
‘was again. Her hand—such alittle morsel
'of a hand—trembled with some new emo-
tion, and her eyes shone with o strango
light.

- YT must be nice to live on a hill!””? was
what she said.

- 'T'he old gentleman in the armchair had
never been more astounded in his life. He
stared at her and forgot to say anything.

““1 have always wanted (o live on a
hill,”” she went on.  **Our house is away
down yonder, and you can’t sce anything
but the houses across the street. Butup
here you can look so far, and the sky’s so
close to you, Don't you think people can
bho better when they live on a hill?”’

The newspaper fell to the floor unheeded,
and the crusty old gentleman and the lit-
tle girl looked at one another. After
awhilo the old gentleman went to the bal-
cony and looked down to the roofs of the
crowded houses in the narrow streets be-
Jow and then away to the far horizon.
This beautiful home of his crowned the
summit of this purple hill and was up-
Hfted so far above the noise and dust and
wretchedness of the city that lay below.
Truly, it was a pleasant thing to live on a
hill, He had never thought of it before,
hut all at once he fancied himself down
among those miscrable tenements, looking
up at this beautiful home and thinking
how near to heaven it reached.

There was a hurried tap at the door,
and Mrs, Murray presented herself, Her
cemfortable figure was attired still in the
neat dress that she hiad worn in the street.
Her round face was wreathed with smiles,
but she was obviously fluttered and quak-
1ng with fear.

“Did you lmn ¢ wor 1 that you wanted
to see me, sir:”’ she asked and then waited
for the blow to fall.

““Mrs. Murray,’” said the old gentleman
in hig stiffest and most formal manner,
“am 1 to understand that you have em-
ployed & woman to come here once a week
and dust the bric-a-brac?’’

“Yes, sir. Mrvs. Holmes her name is,

its |
I
depths peered o thine little face, with big, |

.

| ehild

o1 she’s very caroful, sir. I couldn’t do
better myself.”’

She glanced up anxiously at the wooden
countenance befocre her. What terrible
thing Was he going to say next?

““Mrs. Murray, the woman has sent this
to say that she is too ill to come.

' That will du You will excuse her until

| " she recovers.

- visits to the great house on the hill.

- room and fell into-a chair.

' for hours, with

Mrs. Murm) went back to her own
If it had been
consistent with the dignity of Mr. Roberts’
housekeeper to stagger, she certainly
would have staggered. She kept repeating
to hersolf: “‘Did you ever?”’ and “I can’t
believe it.”” She said afterward that you
might have knocked her down with a
straw, though that was figurative, of

- course,

This was tho beginning of Marjorie’s
Her
mother did not come again, but every day
the big sunbonnet went toiling up, and
then the glint of the golden hair would be
seen in the great rcoms where no child had
ever strayed before. Not that she was bois-

terous, or laughing, or childlike in any | : _
| ter, but at last it was finished, and she laid

Then |

way. She wwould sit in Mrs. Murray’s room
her hands folded on her

lap, watclving the lady at her work and
- sometimes talking softly, or she would

The stillness disturbed him at !

follow her from room to room, gazing
with rapt delight at every beautiful object.

Mr. Roberts knew that she was in the
house, but he said nothing. He was con-
scious sometimes that the child stopped
near him and stood with her hands behind
her, regarding him with grave .scrutiny,
but he did not drive her away, as he might
have been expected to do a few weeks be-
fore.

He was in his study one morning when
he heard Mrs. Murray come into the ad-
joining room. The door was ajar, and,
softly as she spoke, her words came to him
distinctly.

“T'hat was a present fromm my son last
Christmas,”’ she said. ‘‘Dear boy! He
never fails to send me something every
Christinas and every birthday.”’

Then came a small voice, full of wistful
meaning:

‘“*Mrs. Murray,’’ it
Christmas?’’

“Why, Marjorie!”’ was the shocked re-
ply. ““Why, of course, I do! Everybody
likes Christ l*nmn' s

‘I don’t,”” said the small voice—such a
desolate little voice it seemed. I had

ather leave Christmas out of the year.”

“*Marjorie!”” No words could express
the horror and amazement in Mrs. Mur-
ray’s tone.

““‘I would!”” The small voice had grown
thinner and higher in its painful intensity.
‘““What’s the use of a Christmas that never
gets to some people at all? There was lit-
tle lame Peter Franks, who lived in the
room opposite to ours, and, oh, he wanted
o Christmas so much, Mrs. Murray! He
used to bang his stocking up every year.
every single year, and he always thought
there’d be something in it next nmrmng,
but there never was anything—not a sin-
gle thing—and now poor Peter’s dead,
and he never had a Christmas in all his
life!”’

“*My dear! My dear!”’

Tho old gentleman in the study heard
the exclamation, and he knew that the
voice that uttered it was full of tears. He
rose hastily and slipped out of the study
and then ordered his carriage and went
driving.

The day following was Christmas eve.
Carriers from town werc busy all day
bringing in the presents that he had
bought for the gervants. and there was
great happiness in the servants’ hall, with
much confusion and many awkward at-
tempts to thank the master, who waved
off every such attempt with an air of lofty
patronage. Outside of this family of serv-
ants he had never given any one a present
in all his life. He had never contributed
to charities, public or private. He had
never helped the poor—indeed he had never
listenced to their appeals.

He had inmiportant business in another
city which would keep him away all
through Christmas weck, he explained to
Mrs. Murray, and he must leave that even-
ing. In the afternoon he muffled himself
in greatcoat and furs and drove away, and
as soon as the carriage was half way down
the hill the servants relaxed from their
usual stiff propriety and began to enjoy
themselves in their own way.

A telegram was handed to Mr. Roberts
at the station as he was about to buy his
ticket. What little things sometimes
change the whole course of a life! The in-
formation thus received made the trip un-

said, ““do you

- necessary, and after loitering about tho

city tor awhile he returned home on foot
and entered his house quietly by a side
door.

Sounds of boisterous merriment came
from the servants’ quarters, and the own-
er of the house frowned ominously. So
this was the way they took advantage of
his abscence? :

He made his way to his study, unseen
by any one, and shut himself in—a lonely,
selfish, desolate old man. Iven the fire,

which still burned in the grate, annoyed |
him, and he withdrew behind a screen

Ho
Muarray come in after awhile,

and threw himself into an ecasy chair,
heard Murs.

but she only moved about softly-and de- |

corously, setting things in order, and he
did not speak. She was just passing into
theo sitting room when she gave a little cry
of alarm, followed by the exclamation:

““Mercy me, child! How you frightened
me!’’

“Mrs. Murray,’”’ said a thin little voice
—a voice that Mr. Roberta had heard be-
fore—''I've come up here td& stay all
night!’’

The listener behind the screen heard
Mrs. Murray fall into & chair and again
she cried, ‘‘ Mercy me!’’

““I just had to come!’’ the eager voice
went-on. ‘‘Mother’s very, very sick—and
she needs things, Mrs. Murray—and may-
be Santa Claus might bring ’em if he knew
—and how is he to know when he never
comes there? But I knew if I went to
some fine house he’d come and find me,
and so I came here.”’

‘““Poor child! Poor child!”’

Mrs. Murray had gathered the little
waif to her bosom and was rocking her
softly to and fro. The old gentleman be-
hind the sereen could see that by the shad-
ow on the floor. Ilc could see, too, that
the housckeeper was furtively wiping her
eyes.

Presently she rallied and said cheerily:

“I'll tell you what we’ll do, Marjorie.
I'll go right down and see your mother,
and you shall 7o with me, and. wlm
knows, maybe Santa Claus will come
there, after all.”’

““Oh, no, he won’t!”’ replied the child
with sorrowful conviction. ‘‘You don’t
know that place! Santa Claus has never
heard of it! He goes to rich people’s
houses, and so I’ve come here, and I must
see him tonight—oh, I must, Mrs. Murray!
I don’t cave for any other Chrlstmas after
this, but I must see him tonight, on moth-
er’s account, you knosw.”’

Thero was a dismayed silence on Mrs.
Murray’s part, but presently she said:

“Well, come along into Mr. Roberts’
study—thank

like |

i
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goodness he's away from |

home—and sit here before the fire till I |

come back. I'll take John and go down
and see your mother,”’

In another minute the sound of her re-
treating footsteps had died away, and the
old gentleman, peeping from behind the
screen, saw a little figure sitting before
the fire, gazing intently into the glowing
coals.

Dusk was settling down over the city.
IHe had not been conscious of it until the
clectric burner above his table flashed into
sudden radiance.
child, and be heard her moving softly
about. What was she doing? Preparing
to steal something probably. These chil-
dren from the tenement districts were all
thieves.

But, no! When he ventured to look
again, she was at the study table—his ta-
ble—writing. She had his sacred pen,

which no other mortal had ever dared to |

touch, and she was writing slowly and la-
boriously. Could presumption go farther
than that? What would these people be
trying to do next?

It took her a long time to write the let-

the pen down with a weary sigh.
she unrolled a little bundle that had been
lylng beside her and shook out—could the
watcher believe his cyes?—a stocking, a
poor, forlorn, ragged little stocking! Now
what could she want with that?

She stood on tiptoe and pecred around
the corncers of the mantel for a place to
hang it. Iinally something struck her

| _fanﬂg as suitable, and she began pushing

a heavy chair toward the mantel. When

it was near enough, she climbed upon it
and hung the ‘itﬂblslllg upon the ‘‘brave |

caduceus’’ of. the bronze: Mercury that he
had bought last year in Rome and for
which he had paid such a price!

Presently she had jumped down and |

was surveying the stocking with the great-
est pride. Then the note was carefully
folded, and she. climbed upon the chair
again and pinned the folded paper to the
toe so conspicuously that the winged Mer-
cury seemed to stand there for no other
purpose than to hold up a ragged stocking
for all the world to see.

And then—why, then she was lying
down upon the rug with her thin cheek
on her thin little hand, and the listener
heard a tired sigh.

After a long while the old gentleman
behind the screen ventured tomove slight-
ly. After a little longer he moved again

and so gradually came out of his hiding |

place.

Was that old Mr. Roberts tiptoeing
across the room to keep from startling the
poor little waif sleeping ¢n his hearth rug?
Was that the sordid old man whom even
his friends had come to call a mere money
machine, that man whose hands trembled
as he unpinned the little note and spread
it out before him?

DEAR SANTA CrLAUSE—When you come to-
night pleas look at me. I'll be down on the rug.
Youve never seen me before. You needent
give me ennything, but pleas fill the stocking
with things for nmther shes sick. I tied up
the toes so they wouldent drop out. The doc-

ter says wine and things and housrent.

MARJORIE HOLMES.

For a long time the old man sat in the
chair before the fire. Something within
him was breaking the cold and selfish erust
that years had helped to form. He sat

there looking from the sleeping child to |

the forlorn little stocking and from the
stocking to the child. Itwas the first time
a stocking bad ever been hung up in his
house—the first time!

Suddenly the old gentleman rose. He
lifted the child gently and laid her on a
couchh which had always been sacred to
his own use and covered her with rugs.
Then he went softly out and astonished
the unsuspecting servants by appearing
among them and ordering the carriage.

Could this be old Theodore Roberts, the
money machine, the selfish, brusque, irri-
table old man, this man who went from
store to store, ordering and buying and
spending money as he had never spent it
before? Could this be the Mpr. Roberts
that Mrs. Murray Kknew, this man who
went into that sickroomn, followed by a
great hamper filled with ““wine and things
and house rent?’’ Was this the man that
all the charitable organizations shunned,
this man who drove about half the night,
leaving behind him a trail of Christmas
rejoicing, mingled with such blessings as
ho had never heard before? |

And who was it that drove up the hill
at last under the silent stars, with a car-
riage full of bundles and with a strange,
soft feeling tugging at his heartstrings?
He smiled as he went, and yet he had to
keep wiping his eyes. He was glad it was
dark, so that no one could see.

And what strange figure was this in the

study afterward, this figure that moved so
stealthily and that was so busy stuffing

the stocking until it was ready to burst,
and pinning things all over the outside of
it until the bronze Mercury seemed al-
most to stagger under his burden? What
had come over the old gentleman whom so
many people envied and whom nobody
loved?

Just before day Mrs. Murray, coming
softly in, found him sitting by tho fire,
watching the sleeping child.

“It’ll be a sad time for her,”’ she said

‘““Her mother’s gone, and whatever's to

become of the little thing I don’t know.”’

““1 don’t see why the c¢hild shouldn’t
stay here, Mrs. Murray,’’ said the old gen-
tleman, with his face turned the other
way.
you, but I dare say you would not mind it.”’

“8-sir!”’ Mrs. Murray managed to artic-
ulate.

Then the old gentleman turned around,
and she saw what was shining on his
cheeks.

“IDo you see that stoLLing, Mrs. Mur- |

ray?’ he cried, in a voice that she had
never heard t.mfare. ““That’s the first stock-
ing that was ever hung up in my house.
It looks homelike, doesn't it? I have de-
cided that we’ll have stockings hung up
every year., And here’s a child that needs
a home, and, thank heaven,
to give her.”’

The child sighed and stirred and then

suddenly sat up.

“Did he come?”’” she cried eagerly, with
g dazed look at the bursting stocking, and
the old gentleman beside her gathered her
up in his arms and said:

“Yes, my little one, he came!”’—Phila-

Cdelphia Times.

The Russian Christinas.

In many parts ¢f Russia, particularly in
provinces remote from the populous cen-

ters, Christmas is celebrated more as it |

was when first introduced. Families,

friends and often small neighborhoods !
The |

gather at one house for celebrations.
mistress of that house at once becomes the
supreme manager of all the services and
festivities, even to selecting the young
men who shall each be the special escort
of a certain young lady. These ‘‘elec-
tions,”” as they are called, coming in the
peason for betrothals and associated as
they are with the mystic influence of the
mistletoe, often lead to festivals where the
olive hranch joins the holly and orange
blossoms., —Selocted.

The flash startled the |

‘*It would be some extra trouble for

I've a home |

%

(UEO. F. SLOAN & BRO.
{44 LIGHT STREET WHARF, BALTIMORE, MARYLAND.
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We offer you, delivered to Wha.rf or Depot in Ba,ltlmore ey

' 1 inch Yellow Pine Boards, Edge,

:
]

$12.50 per Mf
rinch Worked Yellow Pine Flooring, 15.00 per M.|l/Z
Ox20 Sawed Cypress Shingles, 6.00 per M, \\\

These goods are excellent value for the money. We have higher grades at highev:
prices. If you w'sh prices on other goods, write us and -we will reply promptly.
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~ SHSH, DOORS, BLINDS, Etc

Nervous Prostration

RIN GSoFACERTAINTY

Rings that?are Reliable.
Rings at ‘the Right Price.
Rings of all Kinds.

RINGS, RINGS.

UNG STOCK is immence, look at some of the NEW DESIGNS
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Could Not Sleep-- Had No
Appet:te

Cured in Body and Mind by Hood’'s
Sarsaparilla

“]1 suffered very much for a long time
with nervous prostration. I had about
- given up all hopes |
of ever getting bet- |
ter when Hood’s
Sarsaparilla was
recommended to
me and I believe it |
my duty to let
other sufferers

e —

OUR
They will interest you.
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derived from it. I RINGS.

Could Not Sleep | |

i \ )\ |~ oub appetlte, and DIFA AOND RINGS END
Mr. J. Edw. Rifle = what little I did SET RINGS OF HLL KINDS.

| Allegheny, Pa. eat I was unableto
keep on my stomach. After taking the o RINGS FOR THE CHILDREN.

first bottle of Hood’s Sarsaparilla, which
seemed to do me some good, I tried a (*]]qrirt;
second and continued to feel better. I
got up feeling |

Bright and Refreshed

in the morning. I continued with the
medicine and am cured, body and mind,
can sleep well and feel better in every
way. I gladly recommend Hood’s Sarsa-
parilla to others.” .J. EDWARD RIFFLE,
154 Madison Ave., Allegheny, Pa.
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W .- WEIGHTS.

Iivery RING guaranteed to be as represented and all engraved free of
Our Store is packed full of NEW GOODS,

Yours to please,

J. H, SIDES,

Jeweler and Engraver

Come and see.

EOpl:uarsite: Stam’s Hall.
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N0 DEPUGIT GOMPANY OF NARYLAND,

SURETY BONDS FURNISHED.

= N

Home Office, N. W. Corner Charles and Lexington Streets.
BALTIZATORE, MD.

RESOURCES June oth, 1895 :

| Be Sure
to Get Hood’s

B cure all liver ills, bilious
HOOd S pl“S ness, headache. 25c. |
|

] RN R R R SRR R B T S S N e S
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% PA1D-UP CAPITAL - - - « - “ -$750,000.00
‘ bURPLUﬂ - - - - :L‘)U.,Ofl].ﬂﬁ
RESERVE REQUIREMENT AND L vmvrm«*n Pum*rr% - 287,167.30

$1,337,767.30

THE OLDEST AND STRONGEST SURETY COMPANY IN THE SOUTH.

Ho, FOR 1895 |

[ BECOMES SURETY on Bonds of Executors, Administrators, and in all undertakings
- in Judicial Proceedings. W Does nothing to conflict with the business of lawyers.

Accepted by the UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT as sole surety GI’I Bonds of every
description.

1
|
- | BECOMES SURETY on Bonds of SHERIFFS, REGIbTERh OF WILLS, CLERKS OF
W lth am munition ' COURTS, COLLECTORS and other Officials of States Cities and Counties. Also on Bonds of
}Contractms and Employes of Banks, Mercantile Houses Railroad, Express and Telegraph
|

Companies, and on those of OFFICERS OF FRATERNATL ORGANIZA IONS.
~ HERMAN E. BOSLER, EDWIN WARFIELD,

SECRETARY AND TREASURER. PRESIDENT

Big Campaign. e - .
ABSOLUTELY
CELEBRATED HYLAND FIEL®D

HURNER 8 Pure Animal B
ROLLER. The Best on Earth ! E a 0 E

| FERTILIZERS, FOR

I
:
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Here we are again

for another

T TR e mwm—————
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HYLAND FARM WAGON AND

| HARROWS, CULTIVATORS,
~ PLOW TREES AND HAMES, AND )
| all sizes, Single, Double and Three-

WARRANTED IN THE FULL PRICE OF THE GOODS.

Higher in Essential Qualities than any cther Goods on the Market.

! WE WILL SELL EITHER BY ANALYSIS, OR WEIGHT.
DHEFEHABLY THE FORMER WAY, SEND FOR CIRCULAR.

JOSHUA HORNER, JR. & CO.,

! =6 SO’UTH CALVERT %TI{PJ!.T BALTIMORE,

| Horse Trees. |
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WlLHln hTUK CGMERCML

and SHORTHAND COL
Wilmington, Del.

NEW DEPARTURE !
._ ﬂggﬁiETSg é’RAGTI(:‘i‘E!‘
PR DRI R e s 7 STAR f
| I am yours, respectfully, ' To be introduced September 1, 189%. LEARN /
| : - MORE IN A WEEK than by the old text book : b

| met’h?d in a moath, 300 to 400 ﬂtudg%ta (both
sexes) annually from 100 places an States. 81 graduates last
,W. A. - H & L AND., year. PRACTICAL BUSINESS and SHORTHAND COURSES

- Prepares for SELF-SUPPORT. Homes in private families for board- E
| | ;ﬁ“fge?mﬁ'ig?gﬁfp%wg%kAﬁr“}?é’ﬁrm?'&ab'“ Rtanding referenees: ANY CITIZEN
OMINATION IN WILMIN(-:TO"" Bg=Writle for
GALENA, MARYLAND. one of the finest (illustrated) catalogues issued in ths world Itis FRRA. Graduates
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We cannot teach to drawa CRAYON POR-
TRAIT by our patent method in three les |
sons. We pay our pupils $10 to $18 per week
to work for us at home, eveningg or ﬂpﬂ,re
time. Send for work and particulars.

HERMANN & SEYMOUR, 213 S. 6th Street,
nlé-1m. Philadelphia, Pa.

| AMPS and LAMP GDODS, Crockery and
| Glassware, s Ay, P2 A QIMFERQ

Write for
“BOOK OF INPFORMATION.”

Plaster, Paper, Bricks.
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