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6  CHRISTOPHER CROOKED:

N
she heard it mentioned. ~ Christopher was the
first chi}d,?a11d only l:ﬁioy, that ever blessed or
cursed the union of his parents; and it so bhap-
pened that they had first met on a Christmas
day, were married exactly one year from 'that

time, and our unlucky| hero first saw the light

on that same memorable morning, on the three
hundred and sixty-sixth day thereafter,
In all the preparatony stages, therefore, which

led to him as a result; and in the event which

first ushered him into being, he might emphatic-
ally be called a Christmas product.

His father was the son of a wealthy melchant
and, to draw it very mildly, was a gay young
fellow, who much preferred s@ciety to business,
and was regular in nothing }save in his drafts
upon his own worthy sire’s ex¢hequer.

It was, therefore, a great saLsfactlon to Chns-
topher Seconds grandfather when he discovered
the fact that his son| was in love with Flora
Bowen; and he seconded his wish to marry and

settle down, with a liberality and heartmess that

was very camforting- to| the young man.

“For,” said. old My. Raymond, “Flora is a

fine girl, worth two hundred thousand, at least ;
and when Chris gets her, he may attend to bu51-

ness, 'ggnd stay at home

S0 saymg, he mused, like an indulgent father

&

[N
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as he was, what he could do to make the young

folks happy; and it was his suggestion that

decided them. upon having the wedding on a
Christmas morning. .

“It is a good day on which to begin,” said he;
“and, besides, we want a beautiful Christmas din-
ner, any way. Why not have the wedding then ?”

‘There was no good reason why not, and so it
was agreed. ‘
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Wedding-Bellzg.

'HE Christmas morning came, cool,.

crisp, and clear, as Christmas ought

to be, and a bright company of “fair

women and brave men” assembled at

Christ’s Church to witness the ceremony that
should have joined two hearts forever. |

We all know it. Every school-girl in her

teens remembers how the solemn service runs,

and, with a sacred awe, looks forward to the

day when she shall kneel at such an altar, and

lightly whisper, as the recﬂm utters them, the

words that pledge her ]1fe ’ to love, honor, and

obey.” ,
As they passed down the aisle and out of the
Church door, over the flowery carpet which had

been laid to the carriage, every body said, “ How

beautiful - And if a merrier company shall ever

sit about a festive board than gathered  then
" .
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around the grand)long table, may we be there
to see. If fatter thirkeys ever shall be sacrificed
to human appetiteg, stuffed with more tempting

morsels, or oystens more resigned| and placid

2oat in their native liquid, or celery| hold up its
ead more crisp and - cheery, or pumpkin pies
beam ‘with ‘ad%broa ler SInile—--w:hy, then, may a
kind -Providence’ grant good digestion, and, may
we all be there! !And to all these the shining
silver and more shiping eyes add glowing luster;
for how much better tastes a bit of turkey or a
calm oyster when gobbled with a silver fork than
from an iron spooh; or how much satce does
conversation lend tp appetites, already sharpened

" by long fasting and the brisk air of a Christmas

morning !
Let those reply who can—who, from a full

-experience, can estimate the added gratification

of dining with the fair. ’Tis said that even
ghim dyspeptics, oh such occasions, can down
the sourest pickles|and the hardest of bolognas
without a gripe of anguish ; and willful men par-
take, with easy grack and snnhno* faces, of viands
which they otherwise detest,

That this is partly true, we know by personal

sensation; and herg it shall be written, in the
true scientific spirit of our day, as so much

known of actual pHenomena., But, not to turn

~
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away from the less ‘taxing subject of our story,
we call*to mind some other graces which lent
their charms to that occasion,—the paintings on
the wall, the marble statues which looked down
upon that company from bashful niches, and
spoke, in silent language, of love ard beauty.
~ And, side by side, two%ﬁold and grave, but
touchea with mild benevolence—the ancestors
of the present/house of Raymond, now resting
on the othet shore-—regarded; with approving
glances, this festive gathering.

And so the feast went oig; and sta ly turkeys
were hewn down to shocliing débris, ziiid great
- mountains of vegetal?;les : i%sappea“red as if by

magic, and many an oyster lost his identity for-
ever, until, at last, the ruin leas complete. Yet
~ the battle was not ended, 'if the vigorous on-
slaught upon these heaped-up viands may be so
dignified ; for no sooner was victory declared than

new re-enforcements appeared upon the. scene. |
A silver ship came in, floating upon a'raging sea,

wherein were briny monsters and dark reptiles
such as only roam the hidden caverns in the mys-
tery of the deep; but gayly manned, and freightea
with the choicest fruits, and nuts so sweet that
angels well might envy the appetites of men.
Brig{ht yellow oranges from the far Mediterra-
nean; figs from India; raisins; almonds, and big

A CHRISTMAS STORY, I

brown Brazil-nuts, erfough to make a body burst
for envy of those trmendops fellows whose ca-
pacity of stomach isf so very much beyond the
average. And, besides this, the ship brought in a
cask of wine, already tapped, the lightest and
most delicately flavored over which any old bib-
ber ever smacked his|lips; anpd in a silver cask, at
that, and hooped with bands of gold. But over
this presided a figure—what, let those tell who
know—with glittering eyes of emerald—whether
imp or devil, mian ¢r beast, we can not say—
holding in its hand g cup, half drained, at which

it gazed, with horrid grimace. And well it might;
for at the bottom, sparkling in the wine, lay coiled
~another image, more|ugly, horrid, and terrible to

see ; with fiery eyes, sharp fangs, and fearful claws,
as if for tearing outl the very vitals of him who
swallowed it. And|a snaky Dbody, wrapped in
many a fold. - | :

“Swallowed it?” you say. Yes, swallowed it ;
for whosoever drained the goblet dry must take
the viper, too ; and thus the image halted between
fright and passion, apd .llonged to drink the wine,
yet durst not, nor néither could he cast it down
and fly the hated presence of the crawling thing
which fixed his sight. . |

“And now,” said [Raymond, senior, “we must
drink " the health and happiness of Chris and
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Flora. May they live long and pro’sper!l And

every child high Heaven grants to them, inherit ,.

all its father’s spirit and its mother’s grace!”
So saying, he turned to draw the wine, but
started, at the sight of that queer shape, and said:

“The saints defend us! What have we here? -

Some imp, escaped from the infernal regions, or
a petrified fairy devil ?”

At this there was a general rush to examme the
image ; and so skillfully had it been wrought, that
all drew back, and a cold shudder ran through

every frame. At last old Mr. Raymoud said :

" “But we must have some wine ; and here goes !
Who drinks with me?” But not a voice replied,
as, with a shaking hand, he turned the faucet, and
the fragrant liquid gurgled into the cup held to
receive it. “Who now?” he said again, as he
held the sparkling 1iqmd up for the sun’s rays to
strike through it. :

“1, if no one else,” said Christopher; “ that
image yondér is modeled after some old thchs
fable. Hand me the glass.”

But, ere he took it, Flora laid her hand upon
his arm, and said : :

“Don’tdoit. Thati 1ma,ge yonder is my de51gn
and I had hoped its lesson might have been suffi-
cient, Don’t do it, for my sake V

“Indeed!” said Chust()phel " Why, love, you’re |

ff

'
i
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. quite an art'ist. T must cermm[y,drmk your health
upon it.” ‘ ‘
“And drink the Vl[:}er too, j said Flora.
“Viper, my dear? | That’s ‘all in your imagina-
tion. I’'m not afraid|of all thet\fIDELS in this wine-
cup; so herg goes to|your health, my love.”

A cloud passed over Flora’s face ; but in a mo-
ment the spirit of the company was again restored,
while the wine went round, and many a joke was

, cracked, along with nuts, over the little devil of

th‘e wine-cask. Only Flora left her glass untasted ;
and so it stood at last, when the ladies had with-
drawn and the gentlemen had lighted their cigars.
Christopher noticed it. “Soho!” said he, my
little wife has left her wine; I'll drink it just for
luck. So here’s to the devil of the wine- -cask ;
down with it, boys!’ And they clinked thelr

glasses, and drank the toast right heartily.




Fow it Wag-

i
HIS is how. A gay young couple, ev-
; ery body said, moved inte a splendid
house on High Street, and no hearth-
fire in all the city burned brighter than
their own. No cozier parlors, or more ecasy
chairs ; no finer carpets, or walls adorned with
rarer gems of art. 'And, last of all, no- fairer
bride in all the land received her Newaear’s.
callers than Flora Raymond. | ‘
There are those who would say that she was
proud ; but what of that?

flashed a fortune’s worth of jewels, it was warmed
with blood from a heart as true as ever thrilled
through veins of woman. And if she did ride in

her carriage, with a footman behind and before, it -
was what she had always done, and she thought

One thing she did not do ; she
14

no more about it.

If she did greet her
visitors with an outstletched hand, on which there

&

"did not tempt her gugsts by offering wine.
at the risk of being cpunted singular—that mon-
‘strous terror wherewith the king of fashion com-

CHRISTOPHER GROOKED. Ig

And

pels obedience—she refused to set it on her table,
And if ever place wag found wherein two human
beings could have known comiplete enjoyment, that
should have been the/home on, High Street; and
if ever wife was giver to a man who should have
bound his heart to Her in willing bands of love,
that wife was Flora Raymond. ' ’
- But scarcely had the wedding-chimes ceased
ringing in the steeple of Christ’s Cliurch, and
scarcely had the solemn vow been spoken, when .
he who should have been the guard of this choice
gift, began to slight it ; and he who should have
kept the heart he ple ged himself to cherish, be-
gan to break it -

. Less than a month had passed erc the young

. w1fe was left, for low companions of the baser sort;

the heaven of Wome, Wwhere home was well-nigh
heaven, for such resorts as were as well-nigh hell.
Day followed night, and night succeeded day, only
to bring again the round of watching to those
weary eyes, only to tear afresh wounds in that
bleeding” heart., All the fine hopes which had
been built upon the prospect of this marriage, by
the elder Raymond, were doomed to dzsappoth
ment ; and the proud man began to fear his son
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-

- would bring his gray hairs down in sorrow to the
grave. And now he sought, by every means, to
win him from his haunts. Followed him to the
dens, where peaceful night is shocked with drunken
orgies. Plead with him, as a father only could, to
shun the wine-cup. Strove to inspire his heart by
every thought of honor, sense of shame, or hope
of earthly gain, to dash it down. But all in vain.
His only answer was: “Did you not ask me to
drink with you o my wedding-day ?”

“Why, yes ; but then I thoughbt you were a man,
and not a beastly drunkard,” veplied the father,
with great bitterness. .

“And so I was,” the wayward son replied ; “with
all my frolics, I was never druuk until that night ;
and ‘it was you who drew me on, and made e
sell myself, against the will of her whom I adore,
to the devil of the wine-cask. Now I’'m a slave,
and helpless to resist the power that drives me on.
The furfous, raging demon in my breast has full
possession of me, and I must have wine or die,
So here’s to the devil of the wine-cask;” and he
drained the goblet dry. - o _

And, with a mocking laugh, as if it echoed from
the tomb of death, the young profligate threw,
‘himself with more wild abandon into the deep
vortex of ruin and despair. S
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% Wight of Leeeod.

NLY three }nqnths a bride,” said Flora,

“and already I am bowed with an un-
_speakable sorrow. Where can Chris
P4 be to-night?” she said, as she leaned
her head sadly against the window, and peered
out into the gathering darkness. “I feap it is to
be a stormy night] and why, I can. not tell,
but a dreadful terror| haunts me. Why I should
dread this night more than aﬁy other of the many
in which;my sleepless eyes-have watched for his
late coming, I do not|know; but darkness and de-
' spair seem gathering|round me; vague and unde-

| fined, but dreadful and almost unbearable. . I

must have company ;! and she stepped to the door 4
and rang a bell. ~Presently a little maid appeared,

[ Did you ring, ma’am ?” said the gir], who was a

- queer specimen of humanity—about as broad as, -

she was long—with a(square ]ittlT head, and small
’ 2 17

P
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gray eyes that maintained a perpetual squint.
“Did you ring, I say?’ she repeated, as Mrs.
Raymond did not at first notice her..

“Yes, Susan,” she replied, turning slowly to-
ward her, “Tell Katy to come to me.”

“Yes ma'am,’
her errand.

Mrs. Raymond seated herself again by the win- |
dow, and strained her eyes to catch sight of every

passer-by, vainly hoping that each one might prove
to be the object of her anxiety; and 1epeatedly
disappointed as, one by one, they all hurried past.

At length the storm broke forth; and vivid
lightning flashed across the sky, or seemed to
descend and sweep along the ground in blinding
sheets of flame, while the very earth trembled
with the appalling thunder.

“What an awful night it is!” said Flora, as she
drew the curtain and placed a chair for herself in
the middle of the room. “I do wonder where
Chris {g/ through all this storm. Heaven protect
him! Why don’t Katy come to me?”

Just then the faithful servant opened the door,
and asked:

“Do you want me, Mrs Raymond i

“Yes, Katy; stay with me to- night until Mr
Raymond comes.
weak and fidgety as a child, and my mind is filled '

said the child, and proceeded on |

I don’t know why, but I am as \

A C
with evil fancies.

ous, I suppose.

- There, sit down ;”
- by the register.

(RISTHAS § TORY.. | 19
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[ half i 1magme somethmg dread-

ful is about to happen ; but, of course, I’m nerv-

But stay Wlth; me, any way.

and she pointed her to a chair
P AV

“Tt’s an awful mght to be Ju] ‘e, Missis, and an

onluckyv day, too, for

all that; !nd I eenmost being

supposin’ something is about|to happen myself.

Leastwise, the dog
dreadful this aftern

has been

isbehavin’ hisself
oon.” ' '

“ There, there; don't begin to tell me any of
your silly superstitions, Katy, or I shall go quite

distracted.

It is enough for me to bear the fears

I have, without supporting such nonsense.”

“Laws, Mrs. Ra
that something was

mond, I just knew last night
the matter; for I could hardly

sleep one blessed minnit of the whole mght, for a
mouse gnawin’ at nly head in the wall.”
“ There, hush now, Katy, or I shall send you out

of the room. I can
utter-foolishness.

't endure it ; and, besides, it’s
I sent for you to help me still

my nerves; and now, instead of that, I’m ten

times worse than I

was before.”

And so the two sat there in silence, WbileJ thew

ittle carved clock

on the mantle went on, tick,

tack, for hours toggther; and Katy nodded heav-
ily, and finally fell fast asleep. At last Mrs. Ray-

mond thought she h

eard the sound of wheels ; and,

p
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going to the window, listened more attentively,

and now she was surc that she heard footsteps
approaching the house; and she had hardly time
to arouse Katy from her heavy slumber, until the
bell was violently rung, and the 0‘11‘1 was sent to
open the door. Katy gave a little scream of fright.
as she did so, and Mrs. Raymond sank into a
“chair, while her heart almost stood still as she
waited to see who would enter ; and as two men
came forward, bearing between them the helpless
body of her husband, she almost swooned in
agony of terror,

«Is he dead?” she asked, frantically, as she
recovered herself a little, and commenced wring-
ing her hands. “O, tell me, is he dead ?”

«Dead ! yes!” said one of the men, with heart-
less cruelty; and then, as he saw how fair and
how unutterably wretched. she was, he added

much moregently, “But only dead drunk.”

“God help me!” said Flora, and this time 1"6&!1%}’ ‘

fainted quite away. Katy ran to her, and lifted
her up, while Chris was left to lie upon the
- floor ; and the two men only remained to see her
slightly recovered before they took their depar-

ture, leaving what should have been a home of

peace and sweet security, as full as it could
hold of wretchedness and shame.
As soon as possible, the two women had sum-
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moned John, the ¢oachman, and, by his assistance,

~ the prostrate man was laid upon the sofa; and

such means employed as they could devise, to'help
his rugged naturg to throw off the effect of the
intoxication. The gray streaks of early dawn were
spanning the eastern hotizon, however, before the
sleeper could be roused fromihis drunken stupor ;

and then he began to curse aud mutter, and ﬁnally
sat up, and tried to stagger aGIOSS the room 'to his

- miserable wife. If it had been hard for Flora to
“see her husband dead drunlé it was now a trial

ten times more sdvere to see him stagger to and
fro across the floor, and hear him mutter words of
fond endearment ip the imbecile condition which
he now displayed. | ‘She could‘ not endure that her
servants. should witness this humlhatmO' specta-
cle, and preferred to be left alone with h1m whom
now she could onl 1ecrard with mingled fear and
pity. But when they were éone she could re-
strain ‘herself no lo 1ger, and b st forth in a most
uncontrollable flood of tears whereat the drivel-
ing wretch began to weep molt bitterly also, and
call upon her in beseeching! tones to dly, her
tears, and cover her face with|a thousand tender

“kisses, all mixed with fumes of liquor as they

wWere;. nd to protest that she lwas still his dear-"

V_Ho‘w hg poor heart had hungeted, since her

|
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wedding-'day, for only one expression of his love;
and longed to break that cold, hard barrier down
that kept fast barred the entrance to his heart!

O, how priceless would have been these words, if

only spoken in his sober breath ; how sweet and
welcome these fond kisses, if only free from taint
of wine; how thrilling this embrace, if only love,
unmixed, had been thereby expressed!

But should she now tear herself away from him,
“thrust him from her, deny his whim? She could
not do it ; and, as a tired child yields at last, she

sunk into his arms, and sobbed her sorrow out

upon his breast,

And then they slept again, at last, and- only
woke when the bright sun had mounted high in
heaven, and thrown his flood of light over this
world of darkness and despair ; and rousing then
to consciousness of what the night had wrought,
endeavored to shake off the spell of darkness, and
to look forth upon the future with a brighter hope.

But Chris—as every body called him—was quite
unable to rise, and kept his bed for many weary
days; while Flora scarcely left his room, and
nursed him with a fond devotedness that could
not be excelled.

During these days of 911Ee11ng and love, Chris
vowed, by every name both great and good,
to shun the tempter’s power; and fully meant to

|
|
|
A ]
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. prove as faithful as his w{lords were earnest and

sincere.

Why need we, thcn, dwell on his wretched fail-
ure, or draw aside the screen intended to conceal
the shame and _bitterne:ss of _disappointmient
which his wife endured?i It was the old, old

story, with which, alas! the world already i is but
too familiar. ILet the curﬁam fall. - )
|
|
|

T
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W& HE pretty, carved clock bn the mantel
5 pointed to the hour of six P. M., and
just as the small door at the top flew
dpqn, and the jolly little cuckoo com-

menced his nterry chirp to announce this solemn-

fact, the hall door opened suddenly, and a frouzled
head of red, coarse hair, and a small, square face,

with very short pug-nose, and a pair of squinting

gray eyes, were thrust through the crack.

“I say, missus!” said Susan; but just at that
moment she caught her foot in an unlucky fold
of the rug, and fell sprawling on-the floor,

“Mercy on us, child!” exclaimed Mrs. Ray-

mond, starting up, in agitation, “you’ll be the
death of me yet, I do believe! What’s the
matter?”’
“Nothing, ma'am,’
24 '

’

said Susan,” gathering her-

L

- Flora.

“I really thin

self up from
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the floor, as if she was very much

in doubt as te which part of her ought naturally

to attain the
only the doc
“Q, is he?

perpendicular; “nothing, ma’am,
or’s in the library.”
' she said, seating herself again in-

her low arm-chair, and drawing a light shawl

about lier shd
returned ?”

ulders. ‘“Well, has Mr. Raymond

“No, ma’anj; ahd John says he can’t find him -

high or low.”
“Well, tell

the doctor to walk up-stairs,” said

“That girl is enough to scare the very life out
of me,” she added, as the door closed behind her.

don't know

should.”

I must send her away; only I
hat would become of her, if I

Just then there was a gentle tap at the door;
and Mrs. Raymond said, “Come in,” expecting

to see the doc

tor; but, instead, there walked in a

portly dame, of perhaps five-and-thirty, who said:
“Mrs. Raymond, I suppose?” '

The latter

regarded the woman with some’

surprise, but ipclined her head in token of the

affirmative,

“Exactly sd,” pursued the woman. “Allow

“me to introduce myself: Mrs. Hasty, private

nurse and midwife; recommended by Dr. Slater,

§
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who, I believe, is your physician. * You are likely
to require professional services soon, Madame?’

“Sooner than I expected, I fear,” said Mrs.
Raymond, as she shook with a slight, nervous
chill, A

“Just what I thought. May I ask if you have

a nurse engaged?” v

“Mr. Raymond promised to attend to it; but
I am not sure that he has, and—"

“Then I think I can assure you that he has

for, to my certain knowledge, he-is not in

condition to attend to any business.”

“Have you seen him? Where i1s he?’ said
Flora, eagerly.

“Only had a glimpse of him, on the street, as

I came here to-night; and I miss my guess if:

he was n’t jolly drunk.”

“QO, heavens!” said Mrs. Raymond, while an
expression of pain contracted her face. “Really,
I believe I shall die to-night! T never shall live
through this.”

“Nonsense !” said Mrs. Hasty ; this is Christ-
mas eve, and no time for dying!  You must
cheer up! 1T see I must not leave you.”

And so saying, she began to lay off her shawl
and bonnet, and make other preparations for mak-
ing herself comfortable. Mrs. Raqu’nd regarded
these movements with curious indifference, but

!
f
I
|
i
i
|
1
\
|
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turned her glances anxiously to the door, where
she momentarily expected the doctor to appear.

At last he| came, rubbing his hands profes-
sionally, and bowing, with the utmost' suavity of
manner, to Mrs. Raymond, f

“Well, Madame, and how do you find yourself
to-night?” he |asked, addressing his most inter-
esting patient; but stopped short, as he discov-
ered Mrs. Hz}sty, and exclaimed: “What, you
here already, land comfortably established! I
must say, but you‘*take time by theforelock!
Why, when do you think our little traveler will
arrive?” \

“You are certainly complimentary, Dr. Slater,”
said Mrs. Hastly, bowing slightly. “Did you ever
know me to be behind-time in such a race as this ?”

“Never, upon my word,” replied the doctor.
“But have a care,” he said, laughing heartily, “o
you'll wmd y(purself thlS time, before the race
begins.”

“As to that, we’re on the éourse already, or
I’'m mistaken?| You’d better tend your patient,
and let me alope.” '

“ Crusty as lever. But never mind; perhaps
you’re right,” Lald he, and turned agam to Mrs."
Raymond.

“O, doctor,”| said the latter, “shall T employ ‘

~+this woman? Did you send her?”




b
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|
|
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“Yes and no,” he answered. - “Keep her, by
all- means. She’s a trifle queer, but a better
nurse never coddled a baby. However, 1 did
not send her, but should have done SO 1f asked
to name a suitable person.”

“ Then it is all right,” said Flora} tummg to Mrs
Hasty. “You may consider yourself engaged.”

“Law, Mrs. Raymond,” said the latter, who
was in the act of adjusting an apron, which she
had taken from her basket, “I settled that a
quarter of an hour ago. But now, I reckon, I'll
find my way to the kitchen, and E“get a little tea.
There’s nothing like it for setthn one’s nerves
for such business as this.”

“Just like her,” said the doctor, when she was
gone; “but a faithful crgature, you may depend
upon it;” while Mrs. Hasty proceeded to the
kitchen, and astonished Susan and: Katy by her
sudden and unlooked-for appearance.

“Here, you,” said she, addressing Katy, “get
me a cup of tea, right quick now, and mind and
_ have it strong. Put in one teaspoonful of green,
and one of black; it improves the flavor won-
- derful.” "

¥

“Yes ma’am,” said Katy; and she commenced_

to execute the order.
“And who be you?” said Susan, who could not
.repress her curiosity.

|
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“ Manners, Miss, manne#s,’ replied the nurse.
«Don't forget |your man?as; but- I'm Mrs.
Hasty, your mistress’s nurse.

“ Well, you do have a h'lSty way with you, to

be sure,” said Susaw, tossing her head to one

side, and regarding the nurse with one of her
most diabolical squints. L
“ Hey-day, my young one ; I wonder your mis-

tress allows you|in the house,” said Mrs. Hasty.

“ She would n't, eithei', if she knew any better, I
dare say. Why,|you’re enough to twist the best

‘baby in the world into a perfect *fright; and I

miss my guess fif tllle coming stranger isn’t a
curiosity of crookedness.” L
“Ha, ha, ha!”|laughed Susan, giving her face
a few new contartions, and squinting- he[r eyes
Wlth more distressing perversity, “If it’s a boy,
his name is to be. Christopher, and then we'll

call him Christopher Crooked. Ha, ha, ha!”

and she sat down on the floor, and looked "up

“saucily at Mrs. Hasty.

“Who told you that?” said Mrs. Hasty.
“Nobody,” anbwered Susan; “but [ saw his
name worked on| the pm-cushlon in the basket
up-stairs, what’s got the clothes in it for him.”
“I believe youire a witch,” said Mrs. Hasty.
“I wonder if I am,” said Susan, as"she once
more assumed the perpendicular, on her feet.
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“ But that’s a fact, any way. The pins was stuck
in the cushion so as to spell ¢Christopher.’”
“ (), that is what you mean, is it? Well, bring

me my tea as soon as it is ready. I must hurry-

back to Mrs. Raymond.”
. So Mrs. Hasty went back to Flora, while Susan
“flew to fetch the tea. But as she came into the

room with it where Mrs. Raymond sat, weak and -

nervous, she managed to stumble over a foot-
stool, and fairly upset herself, tea and all, upoh
the floor once more.

This gave Mrs, Raymond such a fright, that
she fainted quite away, And while the doctor
applied restoratives, Mrs. Hasty fairly rolled Su-
san out of the room. And, judging from various
ominous sounds, she may have performed the
journey to the bottom of the stairs in the same
manner.

V.

E were lights in that north-east
3 all night, and flittings to and fro
y the ditaly-lighted halls. From
citchen to the garret there was,
apparently, a general stir. Even John sat up
and fed the furpace fire, and Katy never lefi the
kitchen, but” kept the tea-kettle in a constant
state of ebullition. 1 ‘

~ As to Susan; where was she not? ,’From the
kitchen to the key-hole of her mistress’s room,
she performed more journeéys on that night than
can ever be re¢orded ; until at last she had the

‘misfortune to epcounter Mrs. Hasty in the hall,

upon one of theke raids, and was forthwith locked
up in a clothes-gloset.

Just as the Christmas-chimes began to ring,
howeve.', n the steeple of Christ’s Church, and
Just as' the little cuckoo in the clock: came out

. . 31 v
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to welcome in the Christmas morning, a feeble
cry was heard within that room. - Pity poor Su-
san was not at the key-hole to take note of it.
Otherwise the anxious watchers in the kitchen
need not have waited for ten mortal minutes,
eve they heard the joyful intelligence that “the
child was born.” * -

A little later, and the door-bell rang, as if
some benighted stranger was in haste to find a
shelter; and, when the door was opened, Christo-
pher Raymond came staggering in, brushed past
Katy in the hall, and, without a woyd, ascended
the stairway, reeling from side to side, in moment-
ary danger -of tumbling over the banisters, and
sought his wife’s apartment. As he stepped into
the room, Mrs. Hasty was ]ug-t wrapping the baby
in warm flannel, and the doctor had administered
a quieting draught to his patient, who was lying
there, pale and more beautiful than Chris- had
ever seen her look before—with her luxuriant
black hair streaming over the white pillow, and
in deep contrast with her marble face.

“(Q, Chris!’ was all she could utter, and her .
voice choked with weakness and emotion ;. and
then she reached her hands out pitifully toward
him, while her face entreated him most beseech-
ingly to come and sit beside her. The man ad-
vanced a step or two, and then stood, half bewil-
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dered, gazing on the scene before him. At last,
she whispered : {“ I’ve been wanting you all night
long, and wond Fring‘ where you were; and it did
seem to me I gould not meet this trying ordeal

unless you wére beside me. O, Chris,” she

added, “I did |so hope you would be with \me
in my agony, and I could have borne it all far
easier than just|the -thought that while I suffered
here you were away ; and—no, I can not say it.
Come to me, Chris.” -

At this, the man took still another step toward
her ; but he could not walk with steadiness, until
the doctor placed his hand upon his arm, and led
him to the bedside, where he sat him down.

‘And, taking in his own the small white hand she

reached toward |him, he kissed it tenderly, and
burst into a flood of tears. - ,

“T know you ilove me,” Flora murmured; “I
know you love me, Chris. See there, that is our
baby—my baby-l-yours and mine; and this is
Christmas morning, do n't you know it?” |

And still the |man wept bitterly, and fairly
washed that little hand with the hot tears he

- shed upon it, until Flora spoke again, and said :

“Don’t you rgmember, Chris, that it was just
one year ago tp-day that we were married?
Hark! the Christmas-bells are ringing now, just

as- they rang that morning. And you little
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thought then, I know, that we should h&ve our
cup so filled thus soon with joy and sorrow. Mrs.
Hasty, bring the baby There, and let us see it.”

Mrs. Hasty nestled up the precious bundle and
carried it to the bedside, while Flora drew away
her hand and lifted the white flannel from its face,
saying :

“TLook, Chris, it’s a boy ; and a fine fellow, too,
the doctor says. We must call it Christopher, if
you will promise me here, over him, that you will
never drink again.” '

« Promise you, my love?” 5'11d Chris; “I Il
promise any thing you ask; only forgive me f01
my shameful conduct, and tell me- that you love
me as of old.” _

“Tadeed, I do love you, dearest; and now we
have this precious treasure, it may help you break
away from the evil spell that binds you.” '

“Say bound, not binds,” said Chris; “ for from

this day I will break off the accursed habit, and’

tear myself away from my slavery to the devil f

the wine-cask.”
“God grant it, love !” said Flora; and she lay

back again upon her pillow, while a look oi peace

‘and hope stole over her weary features.

«1 think,” said the doctor, advancing slowly,
who had all this time maintained a restless
silence, “that you ought to rest now, Mrs. Ray-
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mond. I trust your husband may achieve a vic-
tory over his appetite; for if ever man had cause
or reason to be brave and true, he has, with such
a wife.” ' | -

~“God help me,” said the wretched man, seizing
the doctor’s hand, and wringing it. “Isn’t she
an angel?  And I have been a brute to treat her
as I have.” _ o

Just then a|dismal howl broke in upon their
ears, as if it came from some deep cavern or
subterranean c¢ell—a wail, balf human, half de-
moniacal, that fairly startled every one, and broke
the conversation off as short as if;a thunderbolt
had riven throjigh the house. / '

“In the nanie of all that’s holy, what is that ?”
said Chris, starting up, suddenly. “Is the devil
fairly on my rack, and mad with rage because

I've slipped his power ?”

The doctor|cast an uneasy look toward his
patient, while’ Mrs. Hasty only laughed, and laid
the baby on the bed, saying:

“I quite forgot the little imp, but I 11 go and

fix her”. - And she left the room, closely followed,

howevel by Chris, who yet could not make out
from whence the sound proceeded.

Mrs. Hasty led the way immediately to the
cl.othes-close_t, and turned the key. And no
Sooner was the|door slightly opened, than Susan
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“made a dash at it, with flashing eyes, and her
coarse, red hair standing in every direction, like
a Patagonian savage, o .

Mr. Raymond was still considerably under the
influence of liquor, or had just reached that stage
when his tortured nerves needed the usual stimu-
lus to brace them up. At least, he no sooner
caught sight of Susan than he uttered a scream
of fright, saying:

«Tt’s the devil himself!” and turned quickl
to run down the stairs. ‘
" Susan was at his heels; but, just as she
reached the top of the stairs, she tripped, and
came tumbling after him, in regular humpty-
dumpty fashion, uttering all sorts of cries; while
the poor man really thought the devil was after
him, and broke away and ran into the outer dark-
ness, howling with mortal terror.

VI.

ECroaked @Iélf’igf%;.

7 HRISTOPHER RAS(MOND did not
do ‘any better, in spite of all his fair
| promises. But a little more than six -
> months after his child was born, his
father died suddenly, leaving his entire fortune-
without a will, so that it naturally f¢ll into his
hands. It is unnecessary to dwell on this part
of our history, The loving wife could not with-
hold from her| profligate husband any thing that
he asked, and] consequently, nearly all her fine
property had 'been already squandered. Now,
hf)wejver, that 'he had come into possession of
his own inheritance, she pleaded with him to set
aside a part of it in sul‘ch a manner that it
could not whally be wasted. But to all these
entreaties he would answer with such confident
assurance of ‘his power to take care of it and her,
that she felt ashamed. to| let him see how very
‘ | 37
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.

anxtous she was about, it, and feared to discour-
age him by any serious evidence of her distrust.
And yet her judgmexit told her that they were
on the highway to ultimate poverty and deeper
depths of shame. And she shuddered to think
of what would become of her and her child when
what they then possessed wa. wasted, as a for-
tune had already been foolishly and utterly tlrown
to the wind, :

For a short time it did appear as if her fears
might possibly be groundless; for Chris suc-
ceeded to his father’s business, and while the old
order of things remained undisturbed, the wheels
of trade moved on with much the same results,
While the reliable old superintendent and sales-

men stood faithful to their posts, Chris might em-

ploy himself for a time, driving fast horses, play-
ing billiards, drinking wine, and spending the
magnificent profits of the business, without ma-
terially impairing the credit of his house. But
this condition of affairs could not, in the nature
of things, be permanent; and it required only a

few months to work a revolution in the system,

that had ever made it possible. Now the day of
_trial was approaching. '

Oune by one the old em;b[oyes of the house
withdrew, preferring to serve a more sober and
less fickle employer. And the great house of

-
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Raynioncf, which had been built up with untiring
effort and on the most systematic principles to
the very highest positiop, was destined to experi-

ence a suddgn and most humiliating overthrow.

On the very morning on which the crasly came,
a clear December day, Chris Raymond drove out
with his wife in a magnificent carriage, drawn by
four splendid black horses, with gold-mounted
harness, and two footmen in 11\'eryoiaosted be-
hind. . As this turn-op t sped over the frosty
ground, and |the cleal, ‘ racing air of ‘the morn-
ing brought, the color lmto Flora’s cheeks, hun-
dreds of pedestrians turned to look after them
with various lemotions.

Some envied Chris his wife, others his fortune,
and counted; him a lucky dog and a capital fel-
low, if he was a little wild. But old men shook
their heads, and passed along with an expression
which said very plainly:

“We have seen all that sort of thing before, in

our time. It won't work, young man; and we

would n’t be| surprised if you were much nearer
to the end of your rope than you imagine.”
“And so it proved ; for when they returned from

‘their ride, they found the sheriff waiting with his

posse to recaive th_em at the house which was no
longer theirs, The black driver got down from

his proud sept, and handed over the reins to the
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sheriff’s deputy, who mounted the box and drove
away. | :
The crisis, which Flora had all along been fear-

ing, had come at last. And when the cruel blow

had fallen, its sorest consequences fell with most

crushing w%ight upon the shoulders least able to

receive them, and least deserving of the lash.

In this hour of their utter humiliation, none
of the hundreds of friends who had visited them
in their prosperity deigned to present themselves
to offer sympathy and conso}ati'on,r save one, a
humble follower of Christ; who, though sur-
rounded by the charms and lure of wealth, and
listening ever to the siren’s song, kept her heart
always fresh and quick to sympathize with human
woe. Now, though her step was feeble, and her
hands less strong than they had been, and with
gray hairs her head was silverec}l o'er, she came;
the first and last to offer words of cheer, and bid
the broken heart take courage and look up to
Him who hears the cry of anguish, and can save,
even to the uttermost, those who rest upon his
mighty power. Then the stricken woman laid
her head upon her breast, while, in a voice of
pity that must have been like that wherewith

the Master spoke, she prayed that God would

look in mercy on her fallen state, and grant her
strength in this great weakness; until the sweet
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tones strenith-ened with hér mounting faith, and

rose triumphantly, as she implored Him by his
power to lift this struggling soul above the tem-
pest of adversity, and keep it safely under the
shelter of his mighty hand.

“Now, I |can tell you, Mrs. Matthew, of one
sorrow mor¢, deeper and keener than -all ills
besides, and hitherto secreted from the world.
My child—" and then the pent-up grief o’er-
leaped its barriers, and burst away as a full

flood, sweeping along the stored-up sorrow of

that overburdened heart. = |
“Pray telllme all,” said Mrs. Matthew, sooth-
ingly, when |her storm of grief had somewhat
subsided. . S ' '
“Is an hereditary drunkard,” said Flora, strug-
gling to suppress her deep emotion., :
“Impossibﬂe!” said Mrs. Matthew. “It can
not be, and lit so young! It certainly can not
drink now? |You do not mean it?” '
“No, certaijnly not just that—worse, far worse
than even that, I fear!” / '
“You amgze me! wa worse? Can any

thing be wor

“Perhaps )
child ‘gives e
yet is never

sel” .

wot; but listen, then judge. My
very evidence of intoxication, and
truly so. His look, his baby prat-

tle, and his every act proclaim him an inebriate ;-

e
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and yet God knows no drop of liquor ever passed
his lips.” '
“And is he always so?” said Mrs. Matthew.
“Always.” : :
And the two women bowed their heads and
“wept together.

the
ho
me

VIL

Weiglet Hlley.

Street and Triplet Alley were at
social antipodes. The one the
e of wealth and culture; the other
ely gave space grudgingly to those

who live because they can not die. -But into

such a place
pelled to mo

as this Chris Raymond was com-
re, with his wife and child. And

even here existence was precarious; for what

~could he do to maintain himself, much less his

family? Nevertheless, they felt that they must
hold on to one servant, at Jeast; and who could
this be but Susan? And Susan was glad enough
to go anywhere with them, having certainly no-,

" where else to

zo.

It is surptising how certain exigencies will

tend to brin

& out certain characteristics, and

develop capacities which otherwise might have

slumbered on

unthought of till the end of time!
43 |
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In High Street, Susan was little better than a
nuisance; in Triplet Alley, she became almost
the sole dependence of the family. Here she
could play in the street as much as.she liked,
when there was nothing else to do, which was
generally the case; there she had always to be
ready to answer her mistress’s bell, which was a
great annoyance, And, what was of mnre ac-
count, here she soon recognized herself as the
most important spoke in the wheel of the domes-
tic economy; there she was sinmmly endured.

All these things tended not a little to exalt
Susan in her own estimation immensely, and
she was in great danger of becoming high-
minded and vain to a shocking degree; for did
she not make regular trips with her basket to the
back-doors of the very houses on High Street,
wherewith her mistress was once upon the most
familiar terms? and did she not carry thence to
the narrow rooms in Triplet Alley the fragments
from their tables, which was nearly their entire
‘dependence for food, and the cast-off clothes
which they bundled up for her, which consti-
tuted almost their whole stock of clothes? No
wonder if Susan began to appreciate herself;-and
no wonder if she improved upon the lessons she

was taught, and began to forage on her own

account.

I3
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- If she sometimes indulged in thoughts of sev-

ering her connection with the family which she
thus clothed and fed, and did occasionally dream
of setting up an establishment of her own, it is
hardly surprising. In just such an independent
spirit, do manly young men gracefully withdraw
from old, established houses, and set up their
own smaller but equally ambitious pea-nut stands
or corner graceries. All honor to them, and
may good luck prosper them upon their several
ways! . _

As to Chrig, he w~= worse than nothing. To

set himself to
he had never ¢
too proud to |
He cheated h
with the idea
for going into

busine  _as utterly impossible, as
lone ar.: 1ing in his life, and was
be willing to begin to learn now.
mself, and ¢ried to deceive Flora,
that he was making arrangements
first this, and then anéther, very

extensive business. But it never amounted to

acquaintances

more than goidg about among all the friends and
he ever had, to borrow money, so

long as they would lend him -a shilling. “This

he either spent in drink, or lost at the gaming-

table, to which| he now resorted as the last des-

perate -means

for retrieving his ruined fortunes;

and verily believed that, by some turn of the
magic wheel, hg should be lifted out of his deg-

radation into i

dependence and respectability.

— o

ek e oy




46 CHRISTOPHER CROOKED:

All this while, the suffering wife bore her lot
patiently, and really tried, as best she could, to
do her part—nay, a//—to keep their heads above
the raging waters of poverty and shame. In this
she was greatly aided by Mrs. Matthew, who
visited her coustantly. Suggested, by the most
delicate allusions, what Flora could best do to
advance their fortune. Seconded her idea to

- work embroidery, and used her influence to se-*

cure its sale? And thus, in many ways, besides
contributing to her directly of money and pro-
visions, managed to keep the little family in a
tolerably decent and comfortable condition.
Thus another year flew by on silent wings, al-
though it dragged full heavily and slowly to the
wretched family in Triplet Alley. But all that
time, the one sorest trial to the heart-broken
mother was the sad condition of her child, which
. grew more strikingly evident as he increased in
age. He learned to walk, but it was only as a
drunken stagger; so like 1it, that you would de-
clare the child was only then intoxicated. And
he talked, too, but only as the drunken fool mut-
ters incoherently to himself. And yet the child
was not a fool; but, really, as bright as other
children of his age. Learned every thing' as
readily, and was as full of warm affection for his
mother, whom he caressed with every token of
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his sweet endJ:arment, but in a manner that never
. . i

once allowed her to forget the first time Chris

was brought home to her. And, often as the

—child would leave her, to go to his playmates in

Ttiplet Alley,|would the poor creature live over
again that ﬁl‘fl't humiliating scene; and shudder
as/ she saw it acted and reacted over and over
again by the child, in his unconscious imitation
*of that hour. | And yet she loved him, and clung
to him with passionate affection, and never
could endure rto hear  the children call him
“Crooked Christy,” as they always did, and fairly
blazed with anger when they mimicked his stag-
gering gait, ang hooted after him as the drunken
baby. Yet ngne were more to blame for this
than Susan, who always set the children on, and

laughed the loudest at the sport they made of
him, | :
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'HE reader will say, perhaps, *“This is
‘impossible.”” But, still, we doubt if
ever human life has reached that low-
est ebb, when truly one might say

that nothing lower could be found. We doubt

if God, in all -his universe, permits a single liv--

ing thing to be, of whom it can be said that this

is wholly and unalterably bad. At least, on

earth, we wait yet to discover a human soul in

which there is not still a spark divine, that,
meeting with the fire of heavenly love, may kin- .

dle to a flame and burn away the dross and dregs
of sin. '

Surely, at least, this could not, then, Le said"

of Mr. Raymond. And yet his course was only
downward, and no ray of promise shone upon the
pathway that his feet were treading. How he

learned that Flora was managing to earn a little
43
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money—which fact she strove, however vainly,
to conceal—it might be hard to say. But he did
learn it; and from thenceforth he never let her
rest while there remained one penny still in -
_ her possession. | He watched her with as close
an eye as ever hawk could follow the course of a
fated mouse. And in this scrutiny he possessed
a faithful ally, too cunning and too omnipresent

ever 1o be evad
useless task for

cure the merest

garment or an
slightest value,

ed. And, besides, it became a-
Flora to make the effort to se-.
trifle. For no sooner was a

than the misguided wretch sold

article procured which had the .

- or pawned it; a
liquor for himse
ing-table where,
tune that still n

nd used the proceeds to procure
If, or staked. it all upon the gam-
finally, he was to win the for-

And, by such
Triplet Alley bd
of poverty. And

once. withdrawn
the altar when s

Days came an

and years, and
knew no relief.

ever came, _ :
means as this, the family in
came reduced to lowest depths
yet that faithful wife had never
the gift of love she laid upon
he became a bride. i
d went, and lapsed to months
still their lengthening misery
And yet, abowve all other sor-

rows, one stood
have well endur
burden. She wi

supreme’ to Flora, who could
ed the rest, but for this galling
s nearly ready, several times, to

4 .
f .
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break éway from Chris.. But her fond heart"

could not consent to yield her husband to his
fate. And so she clung to him, and suffered onj;

while gray hairs came to silver o'er her raven’

tresses, and lines of care and sorrow wore into
deepened furrows down her velvet cheeks.

So five years sped away, bringing no change,
but oune continual drooping of her hope. Their
home grew narrotwer, as, one by one, the friends
of Summer days migrated, and forgot the tender
bird they left to shiver in the wintery blasts;
uutil, at last, as bleak December days drew on
once more, they found themselves exposed to
biting frosts—their only refuge a poor, wretched
hovel, into which the driving snow was sifted by
the cruel wind, And there, with hunger gnaw-
ing at their vitals, and the stinging cold mock-
ing the poor defense their threadbare garments
offered, they huddled close about a broken stove,
“wherein the last small spark of fire yet dimly
flickered, and strove to warm their chilled and
freezing limbs. In this last dire extremity, even
Susan deserted them, and, with a high ambi-
tion and a worthy independence, struck out to
seek a fortune of her own. Perhaps it was a
blessing. For there being now not/even so
much as an iron spoon for Chris to /pawn, he
was compelled to stay-at home; and, for lack

e P i e
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of means wherewith to buy sufficient liquor, he
was, for a rarity, entirely sober, :

It was a Christmas eve, and all the streets
were full of happy people, hurrying here and there

on joyful errands.. Fair women, wrapped in furs,

~and with thei heetrts brimful of love for the

sweet ones at home, who would awake upon the
morrow in eager expectation of their Christmas-
gifts; and stupdy men, who all day long are
chained ‘to bogks or counters, sped homeward
with elastic steps, or stopped to fill their pock:
ets at the confectioners with bonbons for th
bright-eyed youngsters, who, with noses flattene
'gainst the windpw-panes, would wait to hail their
coming. The merry sleigh-bells jingled, as the
flying steeds dashed by, lending such music as
one can only hear on Christmas eve; while
every window blazed with a dazzling light,and
reveled in such splendors as quite outrivaled
Aladdin’s famous show. At least, poor Christy
thought so, who staggered, half bewildered,
through the bhurrying throng, and gazed upon
the bright, enchanting scenes with longing won-
der; and then |crept off to his poor homefin
Triplet Alley, to ask his mother why it was they
never had a merpy Christmas. ‘

As the boy came reeling toward his parents,
his father turned fo notice him, and for the first

b
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time was impressed with his peculiar manner,
and exclaimed:

“ What, Christy, are you drunk, you little ras-
cql At which the boy tur ned his head to one
side and gazed upon his father with an idiotic
leer, that would bave been superb for acting,
it was so real an imitation of himself.

Chris recognized it as such; and in an instant
he conceived the thought that Flora had in-
structed him in this to shame his folly; and, in
his anger, sprang toward the child with an up-
lifted hand, and a blind purpose in his heart, to
punish him. But Flora was too quick for him;
and, sheltering the poor child behind her own
weak body, put forth her white hand with a
gesture of authority, as she said:

“ For.shame upon you, Chris, to think of strik-
ing him for an affliction of which you only are
the author!”

« An affliction of which I am the author! VYou

talk in riddles!” he answered in astonishment.
“Do you call that an affliction, when the little
rascal mocks me to my face, and leers up at me
‘with a drunken smile?”

“(Q, Chris,” said Flora, “is it possible that
you have niever known my sorest trial until now,
or noticed that this child has always borne the
stamp of an inebriate? Have you never heard
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the children of the alley cry after him, and call
‘him Crooked |Christy?  Have you never thought
that, on that-woeful night on which they brought
you to me, helplessly intoxicated, that then the
fate of this poor child was sealed? If not, then
look upon him now, and may God help you real-
ize the curse you have entailed upon your child !’

She paused ; and, stooping, folded the boy in her
arms, and wept over him,

Chris stood and gazed upon them for a nio-

. ment, while his brows contracted with the effort

of a mighty r¢solution. And then his cyes grew
glassy, and His frame shook like a giant oak
when -battling) with the storm. He stooped, and
moved his lip$, as if about to speak, but not a
sound escaped them; then turned and strode
away into the|darkness, as one might go to an-
swer at the judgment bar of God.
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sl HE wind, which had been raging all

day through the streets, went home,

and shut itself within its cave; and

the hush of night was muffled into

deeper stillness, by the soft mantle that nature
spread over the‘slumbering city. Silently, hour
by hour, the snow-flakes fell. upon the stony
pévément, upon the house-tops, and against the

window-panes; piling themselves in every shape

fantastic, and blotting out the dark deformities
that vex the weary eye. They fell in Triplet
Alley, as softly as on High Street ; and kept their
virgin purity, and spread their spotless cover
over its filth and wretchedness. They stopped
the cracks about Chris Raymond’s hovel, and its
inmates slept; but still to dream of bright and
cheerful fires, that tortured their imaginations,
but gave out no consoling warmth,
54

" cdesolation,
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But Chris jwas not among them ; nor had he
yet returned) when the weary wife awakened,
chill and miserable, to realize her utter want and

“Will he never come ?” she said, despairingly ;
“and must 1l die here thus, while all the world
is glad about me?’ And then she knelt over
her sleeping boy, and raised her voice in prayer:

~ “Merciful Father, Thou who reign’st on higl,
And yet canst hear thy children’s feebleest call,

Look down from heaven with thy pitying eye;
On us, O let thy ténder mercy fall 1”

Aund - the morning sun, rising magniﬁcentlyl
over the snow-clad hills, threw one checring
ray across the world’s wide waste to that Jow
hovel ; and, stealing softly through the window,
fell upon that I<ne$ing form in that cold, com-
fortless .apartment, bathing her long, loose hair

and upturned
The door ¢

face with a glorious effulgence.
reaked on its rusty hinges; and,

turning suddenly, she saw Chris standing there,
gazing upon Rer with such admiration, and with
a look of pride and jov, that she had never seen
upon his face before. His step was firm, and his

eyes clear as ]
as hers in the
her life he ne
heart with suc

ght, and his face beamed as bright
glory of the sunshine. And in all
ver seemed so noble, or filled her
h a thrill of joy,
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“Come to me, love,” he said, stretching out
his arms toward her; “I have brought you home
a Christmas-gift this mommb ; & VETy poor one
but the best I could procure.”

“You could bring me nothing half so prec:lour;

as your sober self ; and that I see you have this =

morning,” said Flora, as he took her in his arms.
. “Then I am very happy,” Chris replied; “for
that is all I have. But that, I pledge you, you
shall have to keep so long as I have life.”

And as they talked, the chimes in Christ’s
Church steeple rang out merrily upon the morn-
ing air, and floated away down to Triplet Alley,
in softest cadence of their voice of praise.

“ Listen,” said Flora; “for the Christmas-bells
are ringing; and they sound to me this morn-
ing as they did-six years ago. And they do not
mock my wretchedness, as they.have done, or
make me sad.” | .

“ And never will again, I know,” said Chris.

“ But how about our breakfast? Is our Iarder@

wholly empty, as I half suspect?” .

%It would be, if we had a larder,” Flora an-
swered, smiling; “and there’s not a single
mouthful of provisions in the house. But I’m
not now one bit hungry, for the gladness of your
coming ; though I haven’t had enough food for
a week to feed a mouse?. But never fear,” she
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added, “for I ’ve asked the Lord to keep us; and
just now, Ij am sure, he will send us what we
need.” ,

“ But I cap not share your faith, my dear,” said
Chris, with an anxious look toward the door. “I
will go and stee if I can not make a raise of some-
thing for our breakfast.”

“You will| please me best,” said Flora, “not to
go. Indeed,| if you insist upon it, I’ve half a

-mind to go along. You can not think how much

I dread to hdve you go away from me,”

Chris guessed her reason, and so sat down and
took her on his knee, sdying:

“I know. | You are afraid that I shail come

“home drunk|again. But you need not fear; I

shall not. But I can stand it as‘long as you
can; and, if you bid me stay, I will obey.
From henceforth you shall l?e my gulde as you

~have been my guardian ange

And then fthe chlmes! rang out again, and all

the bells throughout the city seemed to be at
strife as to which could clamor loudest of the
universal joy; and FI‘ora fairly clapped her
hands, which awakened Crooked Christy, who
forthwith began to cry ‘with cold and hunger,
not havmg yet received \a dispensation to allow
him to live without food:or fire. We know that
it is popularly l:tehevedi by many people, that

i
\
!
|
|
\
|
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1

certain others can exist indefinitely upon so small

an allowance of these comforts as to amount to
almost none at all; but this delusion should be
set down alongside of Brown’s “vulgar errors,”

although those who entertain it generally class

themselves among the highly bred.

- There was one person, however, who had a
clearer sense of what our human nature yet de-

mands, and that was Mrs. Matthew; and, while

‘a part of what we have been relating in the pre-

ceding chapter was transpiring, she was busily
engaged in preparing a large basket of provisions.
There were some loaves of bread, and a roll of
butter; a large piece of ham, and some cold tur-
key ; some pickles, and a can of oysters; a bottle
of milk, some tea, coffee, and sugar; and, last of
all, a pumpkin-pie, and some candy and raisins,
for Christy. '

“For,” said Mrs. Matthew to herself, on Christ-
mas eve, “I’ll warrant Flora has n’t had a good
meal for a week, and she-’ll want a Christmas
dinner. I must see that she has it. Poor thing!
I wish I could do more for her. But nothing
can be done so long as Chris is allowed to plun-
der her of every thing.”

And then she called her coachman, and gave

him instructions to be sure and carry that to
Triplet Alley that night; but it began to storm,
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and he was lafflicted with a little laziness; and so

- it came abdut that the basket of provisions was

wholly forggtten, until he happened to see it, on
the following morning, when he came into the
kitchen. o :

He did n¢t hesitate any longer, but started off
with it at once, and so arrived:at Chris Ray-
mond’s door| just as a cloud was gathering over

Flora's face,
hungry boy.
steps from be

for want of something to give to her
The snow had prevented his foot-
2ing heard ; and, without stopping to

knock, he stiddenly opened the door, and said,

abruptly :

“Here’s some things from Mrs. 'Matthew.”
“There!” qaid Flora; “here’s our breakfast. I
knew it would come. See, Chris!” and she held

up first one
of joy and
and Crooked

rticle, and then another, while tears

ratitnde streamed down her face;
Christy gyrated around the room,

tossing his arms about wildly, and manifesting
his delight in the most extraordinary manner

possible.
Mr. Raymg

nd could only sit still, in dumb as-

tonishment, “}hile his wife unpacked the basket;

aad, for the fi
bly humiliatin
in want, while
living for the

rst time, he now felt how unbeara-
g it was that his family should be
he had strength to earn an honest
m. Then he rose up and shook
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himself, like some wild beast arousing from its
slumbers; and stretched out his right arm, and
looked at it, and raised it up to heaven, and
vowed that by it and the help of God he would
hew his way back again to fortune.

“Amen,” said Flora, “That will answer for
our grace. Come, let us eat.”

hen she married Mr. Raymond;
hose father, dying, had bequeathed

brother; but| kept himself apart from all the
world, and lived, in glum seclusion, in some pri-
vate chambers. By what means he had man-
aged formerly, to win the first advantage in the
strife with fortune, matters not; but clearly now,
he drew ahead| upon the course, with easy strokes,
that distanced all competitors. On change, he
stalked about, a bull or bear, as pleased his

fancy; and growled his deep defiance, or tossed
) ‘ . 61
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the smaller cattle with his horns, without the
least compunction. Thus many a man owed
Silas Bowen au old grudge, and longed to pay
him. off in kind; and no one had a word of
friendship for him, or ever spoke his name, ex-
cept to cast some odium upon it.

Once, in their time of greatest need, Flora had
sought him at his office—-a dirty room, at the
further end of a dimly lighted passage, in an old
rat-crib that stood beside the quay, where’ the
ships lay moored in close fleets to the docks,
and where he could look out and watch the
gangs of men employed in storing their dark
holds with merchandise; and here she meant to
lay her wants before him, and ask him, for the
sake of her dead father, to reach a helping hand
toward his child.

But his voice sounded so harsh and loud, as
he called down at the men below, and railed at
them, either for their stupidity or laziness, that
her heart failed her, and she crept away again

without so much as rapping at his door.
It was just as well; for, had she stood before

him, he would have turned her off, and with
some cruel word to rankle in her breast, And
now she kept the hope, that somewhere in his
heart, there was a sacred chamber, closely locked
and barred, it might be, and never aired, but
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filled thh gengrous love, and ready to be opened
by whosoever might possess the magic key.
Now,. Chris had kept his vow this time. And
every day—as \Crooked Christy reeled about the
house—Dhis owh disgrace smote on him with a
deeper shame, and kept his resolutrion firm to
battle with his| old teémptation. And the man
grew strong it noble purposes, and no task .
seemed too humble, if thereby he might obtain
some gift or comfort for the angel of his home
For very soon,| and thaunks to Mrs: Matthew.
they moved away from Triplet Alley, and took:
a cozy cottage, where there was a pretty yard,
with evergreens,| and ivy vines trained over door
and windows. And Flora thought she certainly
was never quite| so happy. Anud the roses on
her. cheeks camg back to rival those that orew
beside the door.| Still they were poor, for Ehris
could only earn ja slender sq]aly Bu’t what of
that? Were thdy not all in all, each to the
other? And coyld they not endure this small

‘privation, while their hearts were full of gratl-

tude, and love, and buoyant hope?

And so the time sped on, bringing once more
the cold December days; but brought no chill
to the dwellers at Ivy Cottage, where the fire
danced merrily, and the tea-kettle on the stove-
hearth sang its quiet tune of happiness and undis-




64 CHRISTOPHER CROOKED:

turbed coidtent. The evergreens in the yard
were bending low beneath 'their fleecy burdens,
and the snow-birds hopped about among their
branches, rustling down small avalanches of the
shining crystals; while the morning sun threw
its golden radiance across their drooping limbs,
studding their virgin drapery with a million
gems of light. O

“I think,” said IFlora, * we must have a Christ-
mas dinner, Chris. What do you say. to asking
Uncle Silas to come and dine with us? T pity
the poor man, without a friend in all the world.”

Now, Chris would himself as soon have
thought of asking a bear, or a buffalo, to dine
with them, as Silas Bowen. Nevertheless, he

would do any thing his wife proposed; and so he .

answered, merrily :

“Of course we must. And, if you wish it, T

will call around and ask him. But you need not
count upon his coming, or boil an extla tuber
on his account.”

“Nothing like trying,” said Flora, as she set

 the breakfast on the table. “Give him my compli-

ments, and say I bid him come for papa’s sake.”

Crooked Christy was almost wild with pleas-
vie at the idea of a  Christmas-dinner. For
though he had never had the satisfaction of par-
taking of such a repast in all his life, he was not

IVY COTTAGE.
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slow in conjurihg up, in his imagination, what it
would be like. | And whether or no the picture
that he formed of it was like the thing itself,
was of little consequence. It was to be a grand
affair, and he ¢ould scarce restrain. himself for
his delight. Fér some time he had apparently
been slowly outgrowing his terrible affliction,
and Flora had rejoiced in what she thought was
evidence that h¢ would finally overcome it alto-.
gether. Now, whether it was the excitement of
the occasion, ot the recurrence of the Christ-
mas-tide—when | he always seemed to be worse
than common—she could not tell; but the old
disorder' seemed| to break out afresh, and more
violently than ever. And he reeled and danced
about like a lunatic, upset the chairs and came
near throwing down the dishes which Flora was
washing ; laughed, whooped, and tore around
as if he was possessed by the untamed spirit of
a Kickapoo. .

Flora’s heart sunk within her at this fresh
outbreak of the |dreadful malady, and she sat
down and wept most bitterly. Her grief, how-
ever, had no effect upon Crooked Christy, who .
went on throwing over every thing he could by
any means upsefl; tossing all sorts of articles
about the room, dnd, finally, succeeded in shat-
tering a small mifror that hung over the mantle. -

5
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The rest of the day was necessarily devoted to
quieting the boy, and toward evening the par-
oxysm seemed %o have somewhat subsided.

Doctor Slater was called, who proposed to give
him some brandy, as the only remedy that he
thought likely to afford him any relief. But to
this Flora most positively objected, and he took
Lis leave, considerably offended that his profes-
sional advice had been rejected. '

But we must not forget that Chris was sent
to give old Silas Bowen an invitation to dinner.

Chris was not the man to draw back from any
thing he had undertaken. " But now, as he as-
cended the stairs leading to Silas Bowen’s room,
he felt as if he would rather have walked into

Daniel's den of lions. He had put it off until

toward evening, and now the passage leading to
the room was almost wholly dark; still he could
hear his uncle’s voice at the other end, and it
did not tend in the least to reassure him.

Approaching the door, however, he rapped on
it gently, and the bear growled:

“Come in.”

“Good evening, uncle,” said Chris, as he
opened the door. |

“How do you do?”

The man raised his hard face, and hfted his
long gray eyebrows a little, and replied:

A
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“Why, good |evening, you vagabond; and why
do you-call me uncle? The Lord knows, I'm
no relation of yours.” |

Chris was abpout to turn around and walk
away ; but, remmbering that that would not.be
delivering Flora's message, he stopped and an-
swered:

“Flora bade \me glve you her compliments,
and request you to have the kindness to come
and dine with us to-morrow.”

“The deuce she did! And does she think I
can’t buy a dinner of my own, without coming

- to dine with palipers ?’ he added, with a sneer,

“My wife is hot a pauper, I’d have you un-

derstand.  And if you dare to say a word against

her, I'll knock you down said Chris, in rising
wrath |

“Humph ! how long since?” said Silas.

“I regret to say it is not quite as long as I
could wish,  But I prefer not to discuss that
matter, if you please,” he answered, ashamed
that he had already shown so much passion.

“You can’t come it, young man,” said Silas,
looking as wise las an owl and as sweet as a
hyena. “I’'m top old to be taken in by such
chaff as that. I know your game. You can't
get a cent of my money. And, as to dinners,
I have enough ofjmy own.” So saying, he looked
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away contemptuously, while Chris, with an al-
most irrepressible desire to throw him out of the
window into the river, bit his lips savagely,
turned on his heel, and left the room.

“It is just as I expected,” said Chris, as he
related to Flora his interview with Silas Bowen.
“ The old brute will not leave his den.” _

“ Never mind,” said Flora, “we will cook our
dinner just the same. Somebody may come in

to help us eat it.”
~

XL

BPeuking the Jor.

'HE |last echo. of Chris’s footsteps had
5 scarcely died away upon the stairs,
and Silas Bowen was muttering to
himself about the hungry curs whe
brayed upon his heels, when another light tap a(]z
his door startled him. Whoever it could be, had
crept up softly, as not a footfall had announced
the coming. But Silas growled, as usual:
“Come in!” ‘

Then the door was opened slowly, and-a very
red head of shaggy hair and a pair-of squinting
gray eyes were thrust in cautiously, as if the -
owner had c¢ntemplated beating a hasty re-
treat, if the animal should prove too savage to
encounter. |

“Get out of here, you little, sneaking imp!”
said Silas. “I|know your kind too well already.
Leave, I tell yqu, or I'll wring your neck!”

. 69
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But Susan mistook the man for a barking dog
tonly; and she was used to them. And so, with-
out paying any heed to Silas Bowen’s threaten-
ing words, she advanced still farther into the
room, and began to say:

“If you please, sir, Mrs. Raymond sent me to
see if you’d be so kind as to lend her.a little
money. She ain’t had nothin’ to eat for two
days, sir; 'and Mr. Raymond, he’s drunk the
whole -time, sir.”

“Get out!” thundered Silas, who was in no
mood to listen td any thing about Mrs. Ray-

mond, and, least of all, to such an appeal as that,

And he sprang up, and made a dash at the girl.

She, therefore, instantly abandoned her long-
cherished plan of squeezing a little money out
of the old skinflint, as she called him—a plan
which had been talked over and duly considered
by a solemn conclave of the begging clan to
which she had attached herself, and over which
no little pains had been spent in her prepara-
tion—and turned and fled wildly down the stairs.
Now, it so happened that there were both front
and back stairs to Silas Bowen's office, the
latter leading out upon the wharf. And as

these were nearest, she naturally took down .

them, in the haste of her retreat; and ran out
blindly, and jumped, as she supposed, into the
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street. The river was coated over at the time
with a thin crust of ice. And there was a crash,
and a splash; and a very much surprised party

floundering about in the cold water, and shriek-

ing most heart-rendingly for help.
Silas Bowen. rarely ever laughed ; but now he

stood upon th

e wharf, and laughed until he cried ;

while she besought him most piteously to lift’

her out. Fin

ally, he reached down and drew her

out of the chilling water. But Susan was already

so benumbed
would certaiﬂ

that she could scarcely walk, and,
ly have frozen to death if not now

sheltered from the cold. It may have been the

'laugh that h

e had had, or her woeful appear-

ance, as he fished her out of the water, with her

teeth rattling
ened a real s
he said to hei

“You mus
and_ take a f
for this year,’

like a box of marbles, which” awak-

ense of pity for the girl; at least,

- kindly :

t come ‘back now, and get warm,
resh start. Navigation has closed

‘he added ; and then he shook his

sides again with a prolonged laugh, such as he

had not exper
Susan’s col

her a little,

ienced for many a year,
d bath had quite taken the conceit

out of her. And when Silas began to question

stopﬂing every few minutes to in-

dulge-in another hearty laugh, she told him all-
the truth abonut herself, and all she knew about
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the Raymonds. And, warming with her subject,
she grew quite tender as she related all of poor
Flora’s misery and noble self-denial; and very
pitiful, as she went on to tell of Crooked Christy,
and how his mother’s heart was grieved be"ca-use
of him ; and fairly eloquent, as . she described
Chris’s reformation, and the struggle he was
making now to earn an honest living.

When once the emotional nature of a person
is aroused, we all know how very easy it be-
comes to glide from one expression of it to an-
other. And so, from laughing at poor Susan’s
reckless plunge, Silas soon found his eyes begin
to fill with tears, as he listened to the simple
recital of his poor niece’s sufferings; and he
fairly sat spell-bound, as she depicted the final
grand resolve with which Chris breke away at
last from the demon that had bound him. \

After Susan had taken her departure, Silas
Bowen sat for a long while by his fire in his
office, wrapped in silent meditation. He was
suddenly awakened to a new experience, and vis-
ions of the days long past came crowding back
upon him, out of the dim shadows of the by-

gone years. Once more he seemed to sit before

the old wide fire-place, with its blazing hickory-
logs forever snapping out the red coals on the

carpet ; while, with his brother George, he puz-
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zled over the problems that vexed his youthful
‘brain. And [now he called to mind how George

had always helped him over the rough places,
being a little older, and baving mastered all
the difficulties which seemed so insurmountable.
Then, the w llfl'emembered face of his dear old
mother, as she used to sit there, darning stock-
ings, came before him. And how she used to
tuck her boys in bed, giving them each a good-
night-kiss ; and knew no difference in the pure
mother-love with which she held -therh both
close to her theart: The rambles in the field;
the nuts they gathered; climbing the trees in
search of bind’s-nests, those glorious trophies
which boys will risk their necks to gather, in
spite of all remonstrance; the hunting and the
fishing that they did together, from the time
that he was only large enough to walk behind
his older brother, and bag the game, until he
could be trusted with the gun himself; and how

with the scept
. the Autumn l¢aves; while he Jooked out fromi

George fished

him out of the river once, when

he had stumbled and fallen in,—all these scenes

passed before

him in clear panorama, mingled
of wild-flowers, and the rustle of

the little window in his chamber, as if the land-

scape lay befoy

e his sight—on the winding river,

the broad meadow, and the rolling hills he had

A
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so dearly loved. And, drawing an old bandanna

from his pocket, he wiped his face, as if ashamed -
of the tears that were chasing each other down

his furrowed cheeks.

«1 will,” he muttered to himself, at.last; “and
it shall be no half-way demonstration, either;
but one to make the people rub their eyes with

wonder.” So‘saying, he closed his desk, drew -

on his overcoat, and locked his dusty office ; then
groped his way out through the gloomy passage
to the street.

2% gglg?@igfﬁ:ég Eve.

" T may have been unnoticed by most
rsons how all the good that may
purposed by one individual agrees -
harmonizes with all good inten-
tions, by whomsoever planned. If you have never
thought of this, kind reader, just take an obser-,
vation, as yod[ pass along, and see if the state-
ment is not generally confirmed. It needs not,
then, be such|a matter of surprise, that any two
or more should, unexpectedly, find themselves
engaged in forwarding the happiness and com-
fort of the same particular subjects. But it was,
nevertheless, a genuine surprise to Mrs. Mat-
thew, when her servant ushered Mr. Silas Bowen .

* into her library on this same Christmas eve. -

They knew |each other at a.glance, although
no word had passed between them for a score
' : 75
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of years. But the reputation of both was notori-
ous—the one,-for her Christ-like deeds of charity
and love; the other, for his hard, cold nature,
- which had bid defiance to all human sympathy.
And hereby hangs a tale, one scarcely can re-
frain from telling ; although it must be summed

up in a word—a “condensed novel "~—if the reader

please.

The man and woman who stood looking into
each other's eyes had known each other once,
and-known to love. But Silas Bowen was a
wine-drinker, and Mrs. Matthew had always a

strong horror of a drunkard. She had said to

him : , \

“Will you give this up for me ?”II

“Can you not trust me?” Silas answered. i

“I can’t trust any man with my life’s happi-
ness who is a slave to wine, or one who values
it above my love,” said Mrs. Matthew——née Miss
Jennie Stewart. Silas was proud: thought ber
demand unjust, and that it argued such a lack
of faith in him, that no man of spirit would
submit to it. Besides, he had no doubt she
~would relent, and so he faltered and refused to
answer.

That hesitation was the fatal rock on which he
wrecked his hopes ; and, at last, he turned away
from one he truly loved, with untold bitterness,

|
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Miss Steward marrieél Mr. Matthew, and en-
joyed for several years a home of undisturbed
serenity and |quiet happiness. But Silas Bowen
closed his heart against the gentler influences of
life, and nursed his early disappointment. She
had been a widow for two years, however ; that
is all. And now they stood once more face to
face, after the lapse of years, when time had
wrought its changes with them; sprinkling the
locks of one with silver threads, and leaving on
the other’s face full many a trace of conflict,

|

“You are syrprised to see me, Mrs. Matthew,”

the man began, “but ceritainly not more aston-
ished than IJam at my%aelf for being here. I

could not have imagined, two hours ago, that
such a meeting as this| would ever have oc-
curred. Now |I am hereT to make a very short
but full confession, and to ask your wise assist-
ance in a little] matter about which you can ren-
der me efﬁcienF service.” T |

“ Proceed, sir,” said Mrs. Matthew, doubting
very much whereunto thi‘sw would grow.

“My  whole life has b%en a grand mistake,”
said Silas, and his voicel trembled so that he

- wag wholly wro

could scarcely s

“Pardon me
Is quite uncalle

peak. “You were wholly right ; I
ng, and I ﬂ;aq_e suffered for if.”_

” sald Mrd, Matthew, “but this
d-for. Yod‘, owe me no apology.”

|
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« Nevertheless, allow me to go on,” said Silas.
“T was about to add, that I have just this night
awakened to the fact, that all the spite which I
have for these years been striving to inflict upon
'the world, I have only been imposing on myself.

All at once the burden has grown too heavy for

me, and I am resolved to cast it down.”

“ Really, Mr. Bowen,” said Mrs. Matthew, very
nervously, “I can’t allow you to go on in this
fashion.,” But still she waited anxiously for him
to proceed. Mr. Silas Bowen noticed it, and a
smile broke over his hard features :

“T see,” he said, “that you are still suspicious
of me. I assure you there is now no cause to
take alarm. You will grant my request, I know.”

“Indeed,” said Mrs. Matthew, “that is quite
an assumption. But what is it?”

“] wish to make my niece a Christmas pres-
ent, and to give them all a dinner, on to-morrow,
worthy of the day.”

“Ts that all?” said the lady; and she sat down
in her low rocking-chair, and fanned herself vig-
orously. “Please be seated, Mr. Bowen.” 1I'm
quite unfit for any thing of late, my nerves are
so distracted ; but I shall be glad to assist you;
and as to the dinner, I’m a little beforehand

about that, as I am intending to invite them-

over to dine with me.”’
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“But you sge,” said Mr. Bowen, “that I have

~ a plan of my own.”

And then he went on to explam his purpose;
and when he finished, Mrs. Matthew said:

“Q, that is grand and noble! We will have it
as you like, by| all means!”

“But we wgnt a little select company’ said
Silas, “to make them feel at home.”

“I have invited a few that Flora used to know.
They will all Be delighted to take part in such a
feast.” . .

“But Chris gnd Flora and that little fellow of
theirs—" - '

“Crooked Christy,” suggested Mrs, Matthew.

“They will need some clothes, perhaps,” said
Silas. |

“For tunately I have attended to that also, and
the garments will be sent over in the morning.”

“Then the rgst of the arrangement I wish to

commit wholly to.you; only you must draw upon
me for the entire expense.”

~“But you will be at the feast?” :

“Chris came to-night, and invited me to dme
with them to-morrow; and I will come, but onl)
as a guest,” said Sllas . ‘

@ . ' :
O, I see; yery well. Guod evening, Mr

.Bowen. Every !thing shall be in readmess at

three o'clock.”
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5l OME things are indescribable. The
doings of this Christmas-day belong,
by right, among them. Why need we,

. then, attempt the unattainable, or filch

from the imagination that which should be left

to it entirely? But the reader will hardly close
this little history with satisfaction, unless we add

a few light touches to the picture, which has

grown so precious in our hands as to make us
very careful about adding a new color, and only
anxious to complete our original design,

“A merry Christmas!” said Chris, as Flora
opened her eyes late on the following morning ;
for she had worked hard the<night before, pre-
paring for to-morrow’s dinner. Chris had been
up for a half hour, and kindled the fires and
swept away the snow from the front path, and
now came in with the broom in one hand and

a sealed note in the other.
2o

. SILAS BOWEN,
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“Here’s a note for you, my lady. Stay, I'm
mistaken ; it’s for Mr. and Mrs. Raymond. Shall |
I open it?” |
o Certainly,” said Flora, rubbing her eyes; “but
how did it comg this early ?”

“ Early ?” said Chris; “it’s eight o'clock. But,
however, a boy |brought it.” And so saying, he
tore open the envelope and read:

“C ~, December 25, 18—,

“ Mrs. Matthew’ls compliments to Mr. and Mrs. Ray-
mond, and requestg their company to dinner, to-day, at

three o'clock.” ‘ oo
|

'1 H. MATTHEW.”

“ There,” said| Chris, “hn!;w about your dinner
now? Will youjgo? Tl'ie-ﬂboyV is waiting.”

“We must,” said Flora, ,“return our thanks,
and say that we laccept her ]lllVLt'IthIl

A couple of hours later a wagon “drew up be-
fore the door of [Ivy Cotta}ge, and a man sprang
out and asked, as. Chris went to the door:

“Does Mr. Chris Raymond live here ?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Raymond,

“ Then; perhaps, you’ll lend a hand to take in
these parcels,” said the stranger, evidently in a
‘hurry, and not at all inclined to be communi.
cative. And he pi’oceeded to hand out sun-
dry bundles, all marked « Chus Raymond ” or
“Flora,” and “A Merr y Chrlstmas |

|
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There could be no mistake about it; but nei-
ther Chris nor Flora could comprehend what it
meant ; and as soon as the bundles. were un-
loaded, the man jumped into his wagon and drove
away. ' '

We need not stay to listen to the exclamations
of surprise that Chris and Flora uttered, as they
proceeded to examine the parcels that had been
sent them; or delay to relate how Crooked
Christy grew more boisterous, when his small
packet, being opened, disclosed a velvet suit,
with bright gilt buttons; mnor stop to wonder,
along with Chris, who"it could be that had sent

him a brand-new suit of clothes, from head to

foot. “And it would be a shame to notice Flora's
tears, as she’ unfolded a beautiful silk dress,
which she recognized at once; and a set of furs,
that had been hers six years ago; and, last of

all, a diamond ring—her wedding-ring—the very .

one Chris slipped upon her finger on that Christ-
mas morning, when they stood before the altar
in Christ's Church. And now she held it up
toward the light—and the jewel never seemed to
- sparkle half so brilliantly before—then kissed. it.
«Put’it on my finger, Chris,” she said.
And he did so; and again the chimes rang
out, and every brazen tongue pealed forth a note

of praise.
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“ Listen,” sgi ;¢ joici
sten,” sgid Flora; ‘tﬂey\ are rejoicing over

our new wedding,”

. “Ah,” said Chris, “it' makes all the difference
in the world ELQW you feel yourself, whether you
like their musfc. I have never heard them rji(n

but once befgre, since our wedding-day ;Nhei
;iliy glgl.not sound positively horrid. to m,e; but
as 3 S ni |

m:e benlslsot?]ja.i;‘:nouung, anq to-day, they ring

o)

And so they were; and so is everj; voice of
natqye one of gladness. And every rock and hill
or winding rivel; high-waving tree or tiny flower;
cl?ar, stariit sky, or cloud, wild-driven by the’
wmt.ery.wind, gpeaks to the soul of him who can
receive if, of tlie eternal beaﬁty and unfathomed
love of God.‘ Pity the man who, on a Christmas-
day, can not copnceive or realize the grace that
sent a God to|bear the guilt of men lz’m‘d lift
from their low|wretchedness the l'ace,hé loves
to'their inheritance as sons, heirs of the Hioh st
and joint-heirs with Christ, S

Crooked Christy thought it never would, but
three o’clock came round at last, and théy g;tood

Mrs. Matthew welcomed them with smiling
countenance, remarking:

0« e xrs
You ai y pr
are verly prompt, I see; not a moment




84 CHRISTOPHER CROOKED.

too soon, nor yet a second late; but all n?y_other
guests are here before you. But walk into t'he
parlor. There, wait a moment.” And she dis-
appeared. ‘
P‘F" This is queer,” said Flora; “why does she
~ send us here before we lay aside our wrappings?
But Mrs. Matthew soon returned, and said:
“I did not ask you to take off your things, be-
cause I wish you to walk over to your old home
and take a look at it. I have the key, and can
show it to you. It has passed into new hands re-

cently, and been put in most charmmg order. I

know you'll be delighted.”
“Ts it occupied ?” said Flora.

“ Well, no ; not hardly that, just now, but is to

be, I think, by an old friend of yours; but the
name, let me see, the name. It is‘queer; have I

forgotten it ?” .
“ Indeed,” said Flora; “who, I should like to

know? I hope I shall not be too much tempted -

to break the Tenth Commandment, or I fear that
it will make me miserable to visit the dear old
place again.”

« Never fear for that,” said Mrs. Matthew, “ but
come on;’ and she led the way which they al-
ready knew so well. Arrived at the front door,
they noticed that a paper was fastened over the

plate.
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“ I wonder |what this is for?” said Chris.

“ Perhaps it is put there to keep the silver from
becoming tarnished,” said Mrs. Matthew.

“Q, very likely ; I did not think of that. But
I would so much like to pull it off, just to see
who it may be that’s ¢oming in here,” Chris
replied. . ‘

“Q, do,” said Flora.

“You'd better not,” =sa%d Mrs. Matthevg. “This
s taking a sort of liberty, at best, you know ; and
I think 1’1l remember the name soon. It’s quite
familiar,” a

But just then Mrs. Matthew had unlocked the
door, and they walked 1mto the hall; then into
the parlor, which was newly furnished ; then into
the library, where Chris Bloke out:.

“Why, this|is almost EXactIy as I left it six

~ years ago. A|few books have been added--and

see—here is a(full line of] | temperance works, It

might have been better, fbl me, if they had been
here sooner.” : |

the good sense of the
gentleman wh() is commg‘ If he has children, it
may do them 3 world of good Many people neg-
lect such literature altodether, if they do not
absolutely despise it. Perhaps, because it is a
constant rebuke to their |drinking habits, which
they can’t endure.”
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« ] never thought of that before,” said Chris;
“but I believe it must be true.”

And so they passed on, with a word of admira-
tion for every thing they saw, and went up-statrs,
and to the old apartments where Flora had so
often sat; aiid then into the room where Crooked
Christy first saw the light, and his mother told
him of it, and could not here repress her tears
as the old scene came back upon her; while Chris
put his arm about her, with a gentle silence that
spoke directly to her heart, with so much better
language than poor, inexpressive words.

At last Mrs, Matthew suggested:

“ Suppose we lay off our things here, and stay
awhile. I see the house is warm.” And then,
as if a bright idea had just occurred to her, she
added : “ How would you like to eat your dinner
here, and entertain the guests yourselves? I’ll
take all the responsibility,” she said, as she saw
that Flora was about to object—“I’ll have it
brought right over,” she added, looking at her
watch. “ Do n't say another word, but sit down

here. 1’1l be back presently ;” and away she flew

in a second. -

“What kind of a kettle of fish is this?” -said
Chris. “This is carrying it a grain too far. But
what under heaven can we do?” ’

“Let her have her way,” said Flora. “What

»

-~
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Mrs. Matthéw) does is all right any way, with
every one, If :me one elscf should do so, it would
cause a scandal,” : o

“Well, may be so; but; now I’'ll warrant this
whole thing is planned, so/let us go alicad and do
it grandly. But, for all 'that, I shall feel very
foolish, pretending to entertain a company when
I chn scarcely feed my wife and child.”

“Hush, Chris, you can do that now ; you know
you can. But this is perﬂectly ridiculous, I must
confess.” |
- Why need we dwell upon it, or attempt to de-
scribe what followed—how a troop of waiters

. came in, and brought the dfinner out of the kitchen,

which bad been prudently avoided ; how Mr. and
Mrs. Raymond| were ma_rslkaled into the parlor to
receive their guests, WhO"ﬁ now began to arrive;
and how, last of all, cameer. Silas Bowen, pre- -
senting his mgst humble lcompliments, and say-
ing that he had repented and concluded to accept
their hospitality ; and how Chris and Flora were
almost stupefidd with ame!‘lzement’ at his appear-
ance, and could scarcely l})elieve their éyes, and
failed aitogether to do the thing up grandly, as

they had expeqted, but broke down utterly, and

“made a very pififul appearance?

“Q, come, come,” said| Mrs. Matthew, *this
won't do.” B :
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And dinner was announced immediately.

We might linger over this part of our story as

long as it took to dispatch that famous dinner.
But we forbear. No one would ever feel a sense

of satisfaction in sitting down to any ordinary

table, after having read a full account of this.

But all things have an end, and finally the long
repast was finished. And at last the guests be-
gan to bid their hosts adicu, and dreluctantljf re-
tire. Old Silas Bowen was the last to go, as he
had been the merriest of all, and kept the table

in an uproar with his odd performances. And

every one declared he was the funniest man alive.

Now, as he stood beside the door to say good-
night, his voice appeared a little husky ; but just
then Mrs. Matthew said :

“Why, who has torn the paper from this plate,
1 wonder? I must put it back.” .

During all the excitement, it had Wh()Hy beeh
forgotten; but at her words both Chris and Flora
stooped to read the name upon it, and started up
surprised as they saw cut in plainest characters:

«CHRISTOPHER RAYMOND.”

“ What can that mean?” said Chris,
“ It means,” said Silas Bowen, “that this is now

your home. Good-night, my dears ; may Heaven

bless you!” and before they could utter another
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word, he had gone out and passed into the’
street. |

We might say they were dxumfounded. We

~might say almost any thing you please, and then

fail to express the half, As we said at the be-
ginning of this chapter, some things are inde-
scribable.  So| let it pass.
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Tome ut Bugt.

FEW more words, and we shall turn

| away from this scene altogether. Not

without keen regrets, but of necessity;

° as we would gladly follow those whom

we have learned to love, share farther in their

. joys, or help them bear their sorrows. But the

voice of duty ever calls us forward, and we must

soon part company with these familiar faces.

Still, on the great high-road of life, we trust to

meet with others, and learn to love them also,

as well as, or better than, the chance travelers
with whom we have been joumeying.'

Chris, Flora, and Crooked Christy slept that
night in their old home alone. They slept well,
when they did sleep, which was far along to-
ward the morning hours. The excitement of the
day had been too much for Crooked Christy.

90 :

)
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Although he did not break out into any very
demonstrative exhibition of his peculiar ailment,

he was clearly overdone and very restless. And

when at last they slept, tired nature claimed its

due ; and th

following mprning.

ey did not|waken until very late the

They might not have aroused so early as it
was ; but that the dooribell rang, once and again,

and broke their slumbers.  Then Chris went to

the window
“Who's
“It’s me
“Q, ah, 1
who is ‘me:
“Why, d
for it was a
dow, with th
“Susan ;
want this ea
The girl
bottle, as she
“] come t
““You can

cafi T you?” |

“0, yes;

and looked| out, and said:
here?”  And a piping voice replied :

'y )
t is, is it ¥ Chris replied. © “ Well,

' ‘ ’

n't you know me?’ said the girl;
girl, turning her face up to the win-
e old squinFing eyes.

0O, is that ‘me?  Whag does ‘me’
rly in the rPorning .
giggled, like water running out of a
s answered |-
o see if y‘o%t wanted a girl”
walit until we get up for an answer,
. .

. ’ fa .

only it’s mighty cold down here.”

“Isit? Well, I’ll letyou in.” And he slipped
down, and tyrned the key for her to enter.,

“How abo

ut this 2" said Chris, as he returned.
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«“ We must take her,” said Flora; and that was

the end of it. _

Mr. Silas Bowen did not limit his benevolence
to the single magnificent gift of a well-appointed
house. That alone, in the present condition of
his relatives, might have been a very large ele-
phant—difficult to keep. He took Chris into
partnership with him in his business, and pa-

tiently taught him the true principles of suc-
cess. And, from that moment, his future was

assured.

We wish we could add, for the sake of rhythm,
that Silas Bowen and Mrs. Matthew, finally, en-
joyed together a few rich Autumn years. But,
desirable as such a consummation might appear,
the truth compels us to admit the fact that such
was not the case. Silas made his home with
the young people, and enjoyed it so much bet-
ter than he had his former life, that he was
fully satisfied. And Mrs. Matthew held the re-
membrance of her husband too close to her warm

- heart, ever to wish for one to fill his place.

Mrs. Hasty’s services were subsequently de-
manded, upon two occasions—and two happy,
black-eyed girls added their charms to the regen-
erated home, -

«But what became of Crooked Christy ?”

Ah, we just knew that you would ask that
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question ; |and, although it almost breaks our
heart, it must be answered We have already
spoken of the fact, that the excitement on that
Chriétmas-day was top much for him. He never
rallied from it, but forthwith began to droop and
waste away. ' There was no apparent disease, but
a gradual wearing 0ut§ of his nervous energy, as
might nattrally be expected of one who was
~constantlyland unnaturally stimulated.

Flora watched his failing health with the anx-
iety of despair; for nbw when all other sorrows .
were removyed, she felt only the greater affection
and deeper grief for (him. -She saw him daily -
drifting away .from her to wander with “-his

V—thoked steps tthllO'h that mysterious and vast
unknown ; | and, as it] seemed to her, with no
gentle hand to guide :and no heart like hers to
pity and love him still unfalteringly. .

How wegk we are ; how blind to the unchang-

~ loosed his
the first ti

ing love tl
up and see

hat follows' us! Poor Flora! Look
the Lamb of God, with his extended

- arms, ready to take thy darling! But her eyes

were fixed tipon the little speck of clay, on which
there rested the deep ‘curse of God. He would

teach her t
the cloud

0 look higher. And so hg took away
from Crooked- Christy’s brain, wnd
tongue ; and the light of heaven for
me shone in his clear eyeg; but he
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laid him on a bed of suffering. And there, for
many weary weeks and months, the o'erfond
mother hung above him, clinging to her idol

unrelentingly, until another year had wheeled its

circuit round. Without, the snow lay heavily

upon the ground ; within, the wasted form of

Crooked Christy—no longer crooked—Iay, weak
and helpless, on his little bed, It was Christmas
eve. Beside him sdt his father,"with his head
buried in his hands; and the tears, that he did
not seck to hide, raining fast through his fingers
and down his cheeks. -

Flora sat on the bedside, holding one little,

frail, thin hand in hers, and chafing it. Al--
ready it began €o feel the chill of death. But

the boy’s eyes beamed with a clear, still light
as he said; o o
“«There won't be any body crooked up in
heaven, will there, mamma ?”
“No, my darling,” she replied. -
“Nor any one to call me Crooked Christy,
either, will there?” : : '
“«0, no, dear,” Flora answered, comprehend-
ing, for the first time, what ke would escape.

«And the Lord Jesus will love me just ”as.‘

well as if I hadn't always been Crooked Christy,
won't he, mamma?” i ’
“Just as well, my child,” and her heart also

>
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took in tkat.si'mpie truth, which she spoke for
the cofiifott of her dying boy.

“Then I must go,” he said; “for I see the
angels waiting for me, and they'weint to take
me to the shining city” before the Christmas-
tide ; when they all. touch their golden harps
and sing the loud hosannah, ‘Glory to God in
the bhighest, on earth peace, good-will to men.’”

The little cuckoo flutteréd on “its perch, and
came out,|bright as ever, to sing its welcome-.
song;, once more, to the gladdest of all days.
And, with lits last shrill chirp, there fell upon the

. waiting eafs of the sad watchers, the clear, me--

tallic musig of_the Christmas-chimes. And borne

" aloft upon |that wave of sound, which- wafted to

the throne our feeble praise, the sweet soul

took its flight. Then the stricken parents kuelt
beside that bed of suffering, over. which there

hung' a halo of this glorious triumph, and gave
thanks to God.

there shall

The poot
that stagge
fully ended,
count‘r/y, wh

shall wipe

[, bound soul was freed forever from.
ing body, and ready, with its mission

to be transferred to-that far happier
ere every one is fair; “where “ God
away all tears from their eyes, and
be no more death, neither sorrow

nor cryingd . . . for the former things are

passed away.

”
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And while we write these words the air is
full of the rich “treasures of the snow,” descend-
ing slowly in its zigzag lines, and falling gently
on his little grave—nature’'s bright emblem. of
the pure robes of heaven; as earth, air, sea, and-
sky proclaim the glory of our Father’s house.




