
F2»S«ä®I

C hurch B e lle  a t Chrifijbm&8,
“ W ake m e  to-n igh t, m y  m o th e r, dea r,
T h a t I  m a y  h e a r
T he C hris tm as bells , so so ft an d  clear,
To h ig h  a n d  low glad  tid ings  te ll,
H ow  G od th e  F a th e r  loved u s  well,
H ow  G od th e  E te rn a l Son 
C am e to  undo  w h a t we h a d  done ;
H ow  God tho  P arac le te ,

W ho in  th e  ch aste  w om b fo rm ed  th e  B abe so 
sweet,

In  pow er an d  glory cam e th e  b ir th  to  a id  and  
g reet.

•• W ake m e, th a t  I  th e  tw elvem on th  long 
M ay b e a r  th e  song
A bout w ith  m e in  th e  w orld’s th ro n g  ;
T h a t tre a su re d  joys of C hristm as-tide 
M ay w ith  m ine  h o u r  of gloom  abide.
T he C hristm as Carol ring
D eep in  m y h e a rt , w hen I  w ould sing.
E a ch  of th e  tw elve good days 

I ts  e a rn e s t y ie ld  of du teous  love an d  p ra ise , 
In su rin g  h ap p y  m o n th s  a n d  hallow ing  com m on 

ways.

W ake m e again , m y  m o th er, dear,
T h a t  I  m a y  h e a r
T h e  pee l of th e  d ep a rtin g  year.
Oh, w ell I  love th e  s tep  of tim e  
S hould  m ove to  th a t  fam ilia r  ch im e ;
F a ir  fall th e  tones  th a t  s teep  
T h e  Old Y ear in  th e  dew s of sleep,
T he New guide so ftly  in ,

W ith  hopes to  sw eet, sad  m em ories ak in  1 
Long m a y  th a t  soo th ing  cadence, ea r, h e a r t ,  con

science w in ! ”

A  N O V E L .

T h e row w as th is . A m ong th e  B oers 
assem bled for th e  “ n achtm aal” festival 
w as a w ell-know n giant nam ed V an Zyl. 
T h is  m an ’s strength  w as a m atter  of public  
notoriety  a ll over th e  country, and m any  
were th e  feats w hich  w ere told of h im . 
A m ong others it  w as said th a t he could 
bear th e  w eight of th e  after part of an 
A frican  buck-waggon on h is  shoulders, w ith  
a load of th ree thousand pounds of corn _________________ ___
upon it , w h ile  th e  w heels were greased. H e j th a t he had no chance.

т а Д т д ц  w as w ho dared to  stand  against 
him . \

T h e B oer turned and spat out som e of j 
h is  superfluous teeth , and a t th e  sam e ! 
in stan t a young E n glish m an  cam e and ; 
caught hold of Jerem y by th e  arm . |

“ F or heaven’s sake, m y  dear fellow , be 
careful 1 T hat m an w ill k ill you ; he is  th e  
strongest m an in  th e  T ransvaal. Y ou are 
a fellow  to  be proud of, th ough .”

“ H e m ay try ,” sa id  Jerem y, laconically , 
stripping off h is  coat and w aistcoat. “ W ill 
you hold th ese for m e?”

“ H old  th em  !” answ ered th e  young  
fellow , w ho w as a good sort ; “ ay, th a t I  
w ill, and I  would give h a lf I have to  see 
you  lick  h im . D odge h im  ; don’t  le t h im  
strike you or he w ill k ill you. I  saw  h im  
vtun an ox  once w ith  a blow of h is  fis t.” 

Jerem y sm iled.
“ S top ,” he said. “ A sk  th a t coward if  I 

best h im , if  he w ill le t off th a t m iserable  
beggar ?” and h e  poin ted  to  th e  tremblinJJ 
H otten tot.

T he question w as put and th e  great m an  
answered “ Y ah, yah  !” ironically , and  
th en  expressed h is  in ten tion  of knocking  
Jerem y in to  sm all p ieces in  th e  course of 
th e  next tw o  m inutes.

T hen th ey  faced one another. T he giant 
w as a trifle over six  foot seven h igh  ; 
Jerem y w as a trifle  under s ix  foot tw o and  
a half, and looked short beside h im . B u t  
one or tw o critical observers, looking a t th e  
la tter  now  th a t he w as stripped for th e  
encounter, shrew dly guessed th a t th e  
D u tch m an  would have h is  w ork cut out. 
Jerem y did not, it  is  true, scale m ore than  
fourteen stone six , but h is  proportions were 
perfect. T he great deep chest, th e  braw ny  
arm s, not very large, but a m ass of m uscle, 
th e short strong neck, th e  quick eye-and  
m assive leg, a ll bespoke th e  strength  o f a 
young H ercules. I t  w as evident too th a t  
though h e  w as so young, and not yet com e  
to  h is  fu ll power, he w as in  th e  m ost perfect 
train ing. T he Boer, on th e  other hand, w as  
enorm ous, but h is  flesh w as som ew hat soft. 
S till, knowing h is  feats, th e  E nglishm en  
present sighed for th eir  cham pion, feeling

stood about s ix  foot seven h igh , w eighed  
eighteen  stone and a h a lf, and had  a double 
row of teeth . On th e  evening in  question  
th is  rem arkable specim en of hu m an ity  was 
sittin g  on h is  waggon-box w ith  a pipe, of 
w hich  th e  size  w as proportionate to  h is  
ow n, clinched firm ly betw een h is  double  
row of teeth . A bout ten  paces from  h im  
stood a young E n glish m an , also of large  
size, though he looked quite sm all beside  
th e  giant w ho w as contem plating th e  
phenom enon on th e  waggon-box, and  
w ondering how  m uch he m easured round  
th e  chest. T h a t ‘tyoung E n glish m an  had  
ju st got off a new ly-arrived waggon, and  
h is  nam e w as Jerem y Jones.

T o  th ese advance a cringing H otten tot 
boy of sm all size. T h e  H otten to t is  ev i
d en tly  th e  servant or slave of th e  giant, and  
a m an standing by  Jerem y, w ho under
stands D u tch , in form s h im  th a t he is  te ll
in g  h is  m aster th a t an ox h a ^  strayed . 
Slow ly  th e  g iant rouses h im self, and  
descending from  th e  waggon-box seizes th e  
trem bling T ottie  w ith  one hand, and, ta k 
ing a rim  of buffalo-hide, lashes h im self to  
th e  w aggon-w heel.

“ N ow ,” rem arked Jerem y’s acquaint
ance, “ you w ill see how  a B oer deals w ith  
a n igger.”

“ You don’t  m ean to say  th a t great brute  
is  going to  beat th a t poor lit tle  devil ?”

Ju st th en  a sm all fa t w om an put her  
head out of a ten t pitched  by th e  waggon, 
and inquired w hat th e  m atter w as. She  
w as th e  g ian t’s w ife. On being inform ed  
of th e  stray ing  of th e  ox, her w rath  knew  
no bounds.

“ S laa t em  ! s laat de sw artsel !” 
(T hrash  h im  ! th rash  th e  b lack creature), 
she cried out in  a shrill voice, running to  
th e  waggon, and w ith  her ow n fa ir  hands  
draw ing out a huge “ sjam bock,” th a t is , a 
strip  of prepared hippopotam us-hide, used  

'— te  tfrive th e  after-oxen w ith , and giving it  
to  h er spouse, “ C ut th e  liver out of th e  
black devil !” she w ent on, “ but m ind you  
don’t  h it  h is  head, or he w on’t be able to  go 
to  w ork afterw ard. N ever m ind about 
m ak ing th e  blood com e ; I  have got lo ts  of 
sa lt to  rub in .”

H er harangue, and th e  sight of th e  
H otten to t tied  to  th e  w heel, had by th is  
tim e attracted  qu ite a crowd of B oers and  
E n glish m en  w ho were id ling about the  
m arket-square.

“ S oftly , Yrouw , so ftly , I w ill thrash  
enough to  sa tisfy  even you, and we a ll know  
th a t m u st be very  hard w here a black  
creature is  in  q u estion .”

A  roar of laugh ter from  th e  D u tch  people  
round greeted th is  sa lly  o f w it, and th e  
giant, tak in g  th e  sjam bock w ith  a good- 
hum ored sm ile, for he w as, lik e m ost  
giants, easy-tem pered by  nature, lifted  it, 
w hirled h is  great arm , as th ick  as th e  leg of 
an average m an, round h is  head, and  
brought it  down on th e  back of th e  m iser
able H otten tot. T he poor w retch  yelled  
w ith  pain , and no wonder, for th e  greasy old  
sh irt he wore w as divided clean in  two, 
together w ith  th e  sk in  beneath it, and th e  
blood w as pouring from  th e  gash.

“ A llam achter ! dat is  een licker sh aat” 
(A lm ighty  ! th a t w as a n ice  one), said th e  
old w om an, a t w hich  th e  crowd laughed  
again.

B u t th ere w as one m an  w ho did not 
laugh, and th a t m an w as Jerem y. On th e  
contrary, h is  clear eyes flashed, and h is  
brown cheek burned w ith  ind ignation . N or  
did he stop  a t th at. S tepping forward he  
placed h im self betw een th e  g ian t and th e  
how ling H otten tot, and said to  th e  form er  
in  th e  m ost nervous E n g lish , “ Y ou are a 
coward !”

T he B oer stared at h im  and sm iled , and  
th en  asked w hat th e  “ E n glish  fellow ” w as  
saying. Som ebody translated  Jerem y’s 
rem ark, whereupon th e  Boer, w ho w as not 
a  bad-natured fellow , sm iled again, and  
rem arked th a t Jerem y m u st be m adder 
th an  th e  m ajority  of “ accursed E n g lish 
m en .” T hen he turned to  continue th rash 
in g  th e  H otten tot, but lo ! th e m ad  
E n glish m an  w as s till there. T h is  put h im  
out.

“ F ootsack , carl ; ik  is  V an Z yl !” (Get 
out, fellow , I  am  V an Z y ll)  T h is  w as  
in terpreted  to Jerem y by  th e  bystanders.

“ A ll right, and te ll h im  th a t I  am  Jones, 
a nam e he m ay have heard before,” was 
th e  reply.

“ W hat does th is  brain-sick fellow  
w ant ?” shouted th e  g iant.

Jerem y explained th a t he w anted h im  to  
stop  h is  brutality .

“ A nd w hat w ill th e  lit tle  m an do if  I  
refuse ?”

“ I  sh a ll try  to  m ake you ,” w as th e  
anewer.

T h is rem ark w as received w ith  a shout of 
laugh ter from  th e  crowd w hich had  now  
collected , in  w hich  th e giant joined very  
h eartily  w hen  it  w as interpreted to h im .

G ivin g Jerem y a shove to  one side, he  
again  lifted  th e  great sjam bock, for th e  
purpose of bringing it  down on th e  H o tten 
to t. A nother second and Jerem y had  
snatched th e  w hip  from  h is  hand, and sent 
it  flying fifty  yards aw ay. T hen realizing  
th a t h is  antagonist w as really  in  earnest, 
th e  great D u tch m an  solem nly set h im self 
to  crush  h im . D oubling a fist w hich  w as  
th e  size of a W elsh  leg of m utton , h e struck  
w ith  a ll h is  strength  straight a t th e  
E n glish m an ’s head. H ad th e  blow  caught 
Jerem y, it  w ould in  a ll probability  have  
killed h im  ; but he w as a practised boxer, 
and w ith out m oving h is  body, h e sw ung hie  
head to one side. T he B oer’s fist passed  
him  harm lessly , and strik ing th e  panel of 
th e  waggon, w ent clean through it . N ex t  
in stan t several of th e  g ian t’s  double row of 
tee th  were rolling loose in  h is  m outh. 
Jerem y had returned th e  stroke by  a r igh t
hander, in to  w hich  he put a ll h is  power, 
and w hich  would have knocked an y  other  
m an backward.

A  great shout from  th e  assem bled  
E n glish m en  follow ed th is  blow , and a 
counter-shout from  th e  crowd o f D u tch 
m en, w ho poin ted  tr ium phan tly  to th e  hole  
in  th e  stou t yellow -w ood panel m ade by  
their champion’e fist, and asked who the

F o r  a m om en t th ey  stood facing each  
other, th en  Jerem y m ade a fe in t, and, get 
tin g  in , planted  a heavy blow  w ith  h is  left 
hand on h is  adversary’s chest. B u t h e w as  
to  pay for it, for next second th e  D u tch m an  
got in  h is  right hand, and Jerem y w as lifted  
clean off h is  feet, and sent flying backward  
am ong th e  crowd.

T he B oers cheered, th e  g iant sm iled  and  
th e  E n glish m en  looked sad. T hey  knew  
how  it  w ould be.

B u t Jerem y picked h im self up lit tle  th e  
worse. T he stroke had  struck th e m uscles  
of h is  chest, and had  not h u rt h im .greatly . 
A s he advanced th e  gradually-increasing  
crowd of E n glish m en  cheered h im  w arm ly, 
and he swore in  h is  heart th a t he would  
ju stify  th ose cheers or d ie  for it.

I t  w as a t th is  juncture th a t E rn est and  
Mr* A lston  cam e up.

“ Good heavens !” exclaim ed th e  form er, 
“ it  is  Jerem y.”

Mr. A lston  took  in  th e  situation  at 
glance.

“ D on’t  le t h im  Seè У°и> you w ill put h im  
off,” he said. “ Ge« behind m e.”

E rn est obeyed, overwhelm ed. Mr. A lston  
shook h is  head. H e recognized th a t Jerem y  
had a poor chance, but he did not say  so to  
E rnest.

M eanw hile Jerem y cam e up and faced  
th e  D utchm an. E ncouraged by h is  late  
success, presently h is  advers ry  struck a 
trem endous blow  at h im . Jerem y  
dodged, and n ext in stan t succeeded in  lan d 
ing such a fearfu l right and le ft fu ll on th e  
giant’s face th a t th e  la tter  w ent reeling  
backward.

A  y e ll of fran tic  excitem ent arose from  
th e  E n g lish  portion of th e  crowd. T h is was  
indeed a D avid .

T he D u tch m an  soo n recovered, and in  
h is  turn , rendered m ore cautious, kept out 
of Jerem y’s reach, try in g  to  strike h im  
down from  a distance. F or a round or tw o  
no im portant blow  w as struck, til l  at last 
a b r illian t idea took possession  of th e  
young fe llow  w ho had charge of Jerem y’s 
coat.

“ H it h im  about th e  body,” he  
w hispered ; “ he’s so ft.”

Jerem y took  th e  advice, and next round  
succeeded in  gettin g in  tw o or three blow s 
straight from  th e  shoulder, and every one 
of th em  bruised th e  huge body sadly, and  
m ade it  rather short of w ind.

N ex t round he repeated th e  sam e tactics, 
receiving h im self a stroke on th e  shoulder  
th a t for a m om en t rendered h is  left arm  
help less. B efore another second w as over 
how ever, he had h is  revenge, and th e  blood 
w as pouring from  h is  adversary’s lips.

And now  did th e  popular excitem ent on 
both sides grow inten se, for to  th e  interest 
attach ing to  th e  encounter w as added th a t  
of national feeling, w hich  w as th en  at e 
high  sta te  of tension . E nglishm en , D utch  
m en, and a m ob of Kafirs yelled and  
shouted, and each of th e  form er tw o fe lt 
th a t th e  honor of h is  people w as on th e  
issue. A nd yet it  w as an unequal fight.

“ I  believe th a t your friend w ill be a 
m atch  for Y an Z y l,” said Mr. A lston, 
coolly , bu t th e  flash of h is  eye belied h is  
coolness ; “ and I  te ll you  w hat, h e ’s a 
devilish  fine fellow  too .”

A t th a t m om ent, however, an untoward  
th in g  happened. T he g iant struck out h is  
strongest, and Jerem y could not succeed in  
entirely  w arding off th e  blow, though he  
broke its  force. Crashing through h is  
guard, it  struck h im  on th e  forehead, and  
for a m om ent ho dropped senseless. H is  
second rushed up and dashed som e w ater  
over h im , and in  another in stan t h e  w as on  
h is  legs again ; but for th e  rest of th at 
round h e  contented h im self w ith  dodging  
h is  adversary’s attack , at w hich  th e  D u tch  
m en cheered, th ink in g th a t h is  iron 
strength  w as broken.

B u t presently, w hen for th e s ix th  tim e  
Jerem y cam e up w ith  th e  sam e quiet look  
of determ ination  in  h is  eyes, and, except 
th a t th e  gaping of th e  n ostr ils  and th e  
tw itch in g  of th e  lip  show ed a certain  
m easure of distress, looking but lit tle  th e  
w orse, th ey  turned w ith  an xiety  to  
exam ine th e  condition of th e  giant. I t  w as  
not very  prom ising. H e w as perspiring  
profusely, and h is  enorm ous chest was  
rising and fa lling  irregularly. W herever  
Jerem y’s strokes had fa llen , too, a great 
blue bruise had  risen. I t  w as evident th a t  
h is  condition  w as th e  w orst of th e tw o, but 
s till th e  B oers had  lit tle  doubt of th e  
issue. I t  could not be th a t th e  m an  w ho  
had once for a bet quelled th e  struggles of 
a w ild  ox, hold ing it  for  th e  space o f five 
m in utes by  th e  horn, could be worsted by  
an E n g lish  lad. So  th ey  called on h im  to  
stop p lay ing  w ith  th e  boy and crush him .

T hus encouraged, th e  g iant cam e on, 
striking out w ith  fearful force but w ild ly , 
for he could not box. F or th irty  seconds 
or m ore Jerem y contented h im self w ith  
avoiding th e  blow s ; th en , seeing an oppor
tu n ity , he planted  a heavy one on h is  
adversary’s chest. T h is  staggered h im  and  
th rew  h im  off h is  guard, and, tak ing th e  
offensive, Jerem y dodged in  right under th e  
huge fists, and h it  upward w ith  a ll h is  
power. “ T hud, th ud  1” T he sound of the  
blow s could be heard fifty  yards off. N or  
were th ey  w ith out th eir  effect. T he giant 
staggered, and, am id st fearful shouts and  
groans, fe ll like an oxe struck w ith  a po le
axe. B u t it  w as not over y et. In  another  
m om en t he w as on h is  legs again, and, sp it
tin g  out blood and teeth , cam e reeling  
stra igh t at Jerem y, a fearfu l and alarm ing  
spectacle. A s he cam e, Jerem y again h it  
him  in  th e  face, but it d id  not stop h im , 
and in  another second th e  huge arm s had  
closed round h im  and held  h im  like a vice.

“ N o t fa ir ! no hold ing !” shouted th e  
E nglishm en , but th e  B oer held  on. Indeed, 
he did m ore. P u ttin g  a ll h is  vast strength  
in to  th e  effort, he strained and tugged, 
m eaning to  lif t  Jerem y up and dash h im  
on th e  ground. B u t lo  ! am id  frantic  
shouts from  th e  crowd, Jerem y stood firm, 
m oving not an inch . W hereupon th e  B oers  
called out, say in g  th a t he ^ a s  not a m ortal, 
but a m an  possessed w ith  a devil. A gain  
th e  D u tch m an  gripped h im , and th is  tim e

su  çepded in  liftin g  h im  a few  in ch es from  
th e  ground.

“ B y  George, h e  w ill throw  h im  next 
tim e ,” said Mr. A lston  to  E rn est, w ho w as  
shaking like a leaf w ith  th e  excitem ent ;

look ! he is  tu rn ing w h ite  ; th e  grip is  
choking h im .”

A nd, indeed, Jerem y w as in  ev il case, for 
h is  senses were fa st being crushed out of 
h im  in th a t fearfu l em brace, and he was 
th inkin g w ith  b itter  sorrow th a t h e  m ust 
fa il after all, for an E nglishm an does not 
like to  be beat even w hen he h as  fought h is  
best. Ju st th en  it  w as, w hen th in gs were  
beginning to  sw im  around h im , th a t a 
voice he loved, and w hich  he had been  
listen in g  for th is  m an y m on ths, rang in  h is  
ears ; w hether it  w as fancy or w hether he  
really heard it  he knew  not.

« Kem em ber ‘ M arsh Joe,’ Jerem y and  
lif t h im . D on ’t  be beat. F or  G od’s sake, 
lif t  h im  !”

N ow  there w as a trick, w hich I  w ill not 
te ll you, m y reader, but w hich  a fam ous  
E astern  counties w restler, known as M arsh  
Joe, had taught to  Jerem y. So w ell had he  
taught h im , indeed, th a t a t th e  age of 17, 
Jerem y had hoisted  h is  teacher w ith  h is  
ow n trick.

Ju st at th e m om en t th a t Jerem y heard  
th e  voice, th e  giant sh ifted  h is  hold  a little , 
preparatory to  m aking a fresh effort, and  
th u s enabled h is  antagonist to  fill h is  lungs  
w ith  air. E rn est saw  th e  broad w h ite  chest 
heave w ith  relief (for by th is  tim e m ost of 
th e  upper cloth ing of th e  com batants had  
been wrenched aw ay), and th e  darkening  
eye grow bright again, and he knew  th a t 
Jerem y had heard h im , and th a t he would  
conquer or die w here h e  was.

And th en , lo  and behold ! Ju st as th e  
Boer, le isurely  enough— feeling th a t he was 
m aster of th e situation—prepared h im self  
for th e  final struggle, suddenly th e  E n g lish 
m an advanced h is  right leg a few  inches, 
and w ith  th e  rapid ity  of ligh tnin g entirely  
sh ifted  h is  grip ; and th en  he gathered  
him self for th e  effort. W hat m igh ty  
reserve of strength  he drew on, w ho can  
say ? but E rn est’s  voice had excited  it, 
and it  cam e at h is  call ; and he did a th ing  
th a t few  liv in g m en could have done, and  
th e  f am e whereof w ill go down in  South  
A frica from  generation to generation. For  
th e  lith e  arm s tigh tened  and gripped till  
th ey  sunk in  alm ost level w ith  th e  flesh of 
h is  m igh ty  foe, and then  slow ly  he began  
to  gather purchase sw aying backward and 
forward.

“ M ake an end of h im  ! M ake an end of 
him  !” shouted th e  B oers ; but behold ! 
th eir  cham pion’s eyes are starting from  h is  
blackened face ; h e  cannot stir.

T o and fro sw ays Jerem y, and now  th e  
gian t’s  feet are lifted  from  th e  ground. 
A nd th en  one m igh ty  effort— О gallant 
Jerem y ! up, s till up above th e  gasping of 
th e  w onder-stricken crowd, up to  h is  
shoulder—by H eaven, over it  !

Crash ! V an Z yl fe ll, to  be carried aw ay  
by s ix  strong m en, a cripple for life. 

C H A P T E R  X X Y .
ERNEST’S LOVE-LETTER.

Cheer after cheer arose from  th e  E n g lish 
m en around, and angry curses from  th e  
D utchm en , as Jerem y turned to  look a t the  
senseless carcass of th e  g iant. B u t, even as 
he turned, exhausted N ature gave out, and  
he fe ll fa in tin g  in to  E rn est’s  arm s.

T hen did selected ind ividuals of h is  
fellow -countrym en com e forward and bear 
h im  reverently to  a restaurant called th e  
“ E uropean,” w here th e  proprietor—h im 
self an old E to n  fellow — m et h im , and  
w ashed and clothed and restored h im , and 
vow ed w ith  tears in  h is  eyes th a t he, 
Jerem y, should live at h is  expense for as 
long as he liked— ay, even if  he chose to  
drink noth ing m eaner th an  cham pagne all 
day long ; for th u s it  is  th a t E nglishm en  
greet one w ho m in isters to  th a t deepest 
rooted of a ll th eir  feelings— national pride. 
A nd th en , w hen at length  he had been  
brought-to, and refreshed w ith  a tum bler- 
fu ll of dry M onopole, ai}d w onderingly  
shaken E rn est by th e  hand J th e enthusiasm  
of th e  crowd outside burst ^ts bounds, and 
poured in to  th e  restaurant, and, seizing  
Jerem y and th e  chair w hereon he sat, th ey  
bore h im  in  trium ph round th e  m arket- 
square to  th e  tu ne of “ God Save th e  
Q ueen,” a proceeding th a t would have  
ended in  provoking a riot had not an aide- 
de-cam p from  H is  E xcellen cy  th e  Special 
Com m issioner, w ho sent a m essage begging  
th a t th ey  would desist, succeeded in  per
suading th em  to  return to  th e  restaurant. 
And here th ey  a ll dined, and forced Jerem y  
to  drink a great deal m ore dry M onopole 
th an  w as good for h im , w ith  th e  result th a t  
for th e  first and la st tim e in  h is  life he was 
persuaded in to  m aking an after-d inner  
speech. A s far as it  w as reported it  ran  
som ething like th is  :

“ D ear friends (cheers) and E n glish m en ” 
(renewed cheers) pause— “ a ll m aking great 
fu ss about nothing (cheers, and shouts of 
‘ N o, no !’). F ig h t th e  D utchm an again  
to-m orrow —very big, but soft as p u tty—  
anybody fight h im  (frantic cheering). Glad  
I  w asn ’t  thrashed, as you all seem  so 
pleased. D on ’t know w hy you are pleased ; 
’spose you didn’t  like th e  D utchm an. 
’F ra id  he hu rt h im self over m y  shoulder. 
W onder w hat he did it  for ? S it  down, now. 
D ear friends, dear old E rn est, been looking  
for you  for long w h ile ,” and he turned h is  
glassy  eye on to E rn est, w ho cheered  
frantically , under th e  im pression th at 
Jerem y had  ju st said som ething very m uch  
to  th e  point. “ S it  down, now (‘ N o, no ; 
go on’). C an’t  go on, qu ite pum ped— very  
th irsty , too (‘ G ive h im  som e m ore ch am 
pagne ; open a fresh  case’). W ish  E va  and  
D oll were here, don’t  you, (loud cheers) ? 
G em m an (cheers), no, not gem m an, friends  
(louder cheers)— no, not gem m an, friends  
— E n glish  brothers (yet louder с heers), I 
give you a toast. E va  and D oll, you  all 
know ’em  and love ’em , or if you  don’t  you  
would, you see ; if you  did, you know.” 
F ran tic  outburst of cheering, during w hich  
Jerem y tries to  resum e h is seat, but grace
fu lly  drops on to  th e  floor, and begins sin g 
ing “ A uld L ang S yn e” under th e  table, 
whereupon th e  whole com pany rises, and, 
w ith  th e  exception of E rn est and a jovial 
m em ber of th e  Special C om m issioner’s 
staff, w ho get upon th e  tab le to  lead th e  
chorus, join  hands and sing  th a t beautifu l 
old song w ith  a ll th e  so lem nity  of in tox ica
tion , after w hich  th ey  drink m ore cham 
pagne and jo in tly  and severally  swear  
eternal friendship , esp ecia lly  E rn est and  
th e  m em ber of H is  E xcellen cy ’s staff, who  
shake han ds and b less each other, t il l  the  
w arm th of th eir  em otion s proves too  m uch  
for them , and th ey  weep in  chorus there  
upon th e  table.

For th e  rest, E rn est had som e vague 
recollections o f helping to  drive h is  new ly- 
found friend hom e in  a w heelbarrow th at 
would persist in  up setting  in  every sluice  
or ditch , especially  if  it  had running w ater  

it ; and th a t w as about a ll he did  
rem em ber.

In  th e m orning he woke up, or rather  
first becam e conscious of pain in  h is  head, 
in  a lit t le  double-bedded room attach ed  to  
th e  hotel. On th e  pillow  of th e  bed opposite  
to  h im  lay  Jerem y’s battered face.

F or  aw hile E rn est could m ake nothing  
of a ll th is. W hy w as Jerem y there ? W here  
were th ey  ? E veryth in g  turned round and 
seem ed phantasm agorial ; th e  only  real, 
substantia l th in g  w as th a t aw ful pain in  
th e head. B u t presently th in gs began to  
eom e back to  h im , and th e  sight 
of Jerem y’s bruised face recalled th e  fight, 
and th e  fight recalled th e  dinner, and the  
dinner brought back a yague recollection of 
Jerem y’s speech and o f som ething h e  had  
said about E va . W hat could it  h ave  been ? 
A h, E v a  ! P erhaps Jerem y knew  som ething  
about her; perhaps he had brought th e  
letter  th a t had  been so long in  com ing. Oh, 
how  h is  heart w ent out tow ard her ! B u t  
how  cam e Jerem y there in  bed before h im  ; 1 
isow  cam e h e  to  be in  So^ith A frica at a il ?

A t th a t m om ent h is  reflections were 
interrupted by th e  en try  of M azooku, bear
in g  th e  coffee w hich  ' i t  i s  th e  national 
hab it in  South A frica to drink earjy in  th„e 
m orning.

The m& rtial-looking Zulu, w ho seem ed

сдгідпдіу out of pJaqô carrying cnpp of 
coffee, seeing th a t h is  mfl^ter w as awake, 
saluted h im  w ith  th e  custom ary “ K oos,” 
liftin g  one of th e  cups of coffee to  give  
em ph asis to  th e  word, and nearly upsetting  
it  in  th e  effort.

“ M azooku,” said  E rn est, severely, “ how  
did we get here ?”

T he substance of th e retainer’s  explana* 
tion  w as as follow s : W hen th e m oon was 
getting low , vanishing, indeed, behind th e  
“ horned house” yonder (the D u tch  Church  
w ith  p innacles on it), it  occurred to  h im , 
w aitin g  on th e  verandah, th a t h is  m aster  
m u st be w eary ; and as m ost had  departed  
from  th e  “ dance” in  th e “ t in  house” 
(restaurant), evidently m ade happy by  th e  
“ tw ala” (drink), he entered in to  th e  tin  
house to  look for him , and found h im  over
com e by sleep under th e table, ly in g  next to  
th e  “ L ion - w ho - threw  - oxen-over-his- 
slioulder” (i.e. Jerem y), so overcom e by  
sleep, indeed, th a t it was quite im possible  
to  conduct h im  to th e waggon. T h is  being  
so, he (Mazooku) considered w hat w as h is  
du ty under th e  circum stances, and cam e to  
th e  accurate conclusion th a t th e  best 
th in g  to  do was to put th em  
in to  th e w h ite  m an ’s bed, since  
he knew  th a t h is m aster did not love  
th e floor to  lie  on. A ccordingly, having  
discovered th a t th is  w as a room o f beds, he  
and another Z ulu entered, bu t were per
plexed to  find th e beds already occupied by  
tw o w hite m en, who had la in  down to rest 
w ith  th eir  clothes on. B u t, under a ll these  
circum stances, he and th e other Zulu, con
sidering th a t th eir  first th ought should be 
tow ard th eir  own m aster, had taken th e  
lib erty  of liftin g  up th e  tw o  w h ite  m en, 
w ho were slum bering profoundly after the  
“ dance,” by th e  head and by  th e  heels, 
and putting th em  out in  th e  sw eet cool air  
of th e  night. H aving th us “ m ade a 
place,” th ey  then  conveyed first E rn est, and  
having rem oved i l i s  clothes, put h im  into  
one bed, and next, in  consideration of h is  
undoubted greatness, th ey  ventured to  take 
th e  “ L ion-w ho, etc.,” h im self and put h im  
in  th e  other. H e was a very great m an , 
th e “ L ion ,” and h is  art of throw ing  
greater m en over h is shoulder could on ly  be 
attributed  to  w itchcraft. H e, him self 
(M azooku), had  tried it  on th a t m orning  
w ith  a B asu tu , w ith  w hom  h e  had  a slight 
difference of opinion, but th e  result had not 
been a ll th a t could be desired, inasm u ch as 
th e  B asu tu  had kicked h im  in  th e  stom ach, 
and forced h im  to drop him .

E rn est laughed as heartily  as h is  head  
ache would allow  at th is  story, and in  doing  
so woke up Jerem y, w ho a t once claspec 
his hands to  h is  head and looked round, 
whereupon Mazooku, having saluted the  
aw akened “ L ion ” w ith  m uch fervor, and  
spilled a considerable qu antity  of hot coffee 
over h im  in  doing so, took  h is  departure 
abashed, and at length th e tw o friends were 
le ft alone. Thereupon, r ising from  their  
respectivefpallets, th ey  took a step in  all 
th e glory of th eir  undress uniform  in to  th e  
m iddle of th e lit tle  room , and, after the  
m anner of E nglishm en shook hands and  
called each other “ old fe llow .” T hey then  
w ent back to  bed and began to  converse.

“ I  say, old fellow , w hat on earth brought 
you out here ?”

“ W ell, you  see, I  cam e out to  look you  
up. Y ou did not w rite any letters, and 
th ey  began to  get anxious about you at 
hom e, so I  packed up m y  duds and started, 
Your uncle stands u n lim ited  tin , so I  am  
travelling like a prince in  a waggon of m y  
own. I  heard of you down in  M aritzburg, 
and guessed th a t I  had best m ake for  
P reto iia , and here I  am  and th ere you are, 
and I am  terribly glad to see you again, old 
chap. B y  Jove, w hat a head I  have ! B ut, 
I  say, w h y didn’t  you w rite ? D o ll half  
broke her heart about it, and so did your 
uncle, on ly  he would not say so .”

“ I  did w rite. I w rote from  S ikukin i’s 
country, but I  suppose th e  le tter  did not 
fe tch ,” answ ered E rn est, feeling very  
gu ilty . “ T he J a c t is , old fellow , I  had  not 
th e heart to  w rite m uch, I  have b e e »  so 
confoundedly down on m y  luck  ever Mnoe 
th a t duel business.” 1

(To be continued.) /

C H R IST M A S B O N -B O N S .

L it t le  P a r a g r a p h s  A b o u t  t h e  H o l id a y  S ea 
so n —P o e tr y  an d  P a s tery .

T he C hris tm as fea s t beyond a ll question  
W ould te s t  an  o s trich ’s d igestion.

B u y  wooden toys for your children. 
W hen th ey  are broken next w eek th ey  w on’ 
be entirely  useless. T hey  can a t least be 
used as firewood.

C hristm as com es but once a year, and it 
is  very  lucky for th e  m an w ith  a large  
fam ily  th a t he has fifty-tw o w eeks to  catch  
up before th e n ex t one arrives.

Young m en w ho have pawned th eir  over  
coats to  m ake a raise for C hristm as w ill 
take notice th a t th e  new  E astern  w eather  
prophet declares th a t “ it  w ill be very cold 
in  Janu ary.”
Now C hris tm as com es w ith  m u ch  good cheer : 
W ith  som e ’tw ill be a  day  of b ee r ;
N ex t day, w ith  heads b o th  d u ll a n d  sore,
T hey ’ll sw ear th a t  C h ristm as w as a  bore.

T he laz iest boy on record is  one who  
wouldn’t hang up h is  stocking on C hrist 
m as. H is  m other had to  hang it  up for 
him  and m ake th e  present also. She w ill 
alw ays have th a t boy to support.

Girls, if  you w ant to  discover your future  
husband, place th e w ish  bone of th e  turkey  
above th e  door. I f  you have no turkey an 
old buckle w ill do ju st as w ell. Grab th e  
first m an w ho enters and jum p h eavily  on 
his toes. I f  he sw ears, you h aven ’t  hold of 
th e right m an.

T h e  sw eetest day  in  a ll th e  y ea r 
Is  C h ris tm as day, so jolly ,

W hen loved ones com e from  fa r  an d  n e a r  
To dance  b en e a th  th e  holly .

A re you m ad at your neighbor ? Well, 
don’t  k ill h is  ch ickens nor stone h is  cat, 
because th a t’s s illy  and child ish . Just 
m ake h is  boy a C hristm as present of an 
accordéon and you have heaped coals of fire 
on h is  head w hich w ill soothe and singe h is  
devoted scalp till th e  la st inharm onious dis 
cord has been yanked out of th e  old  
m achine.

T h e L it t l e  B o y ’s G ift.
I  have a true story w hich  is  w ell worth  

th e  tellin g . L ast Sunday a young clergy
m an from  a young congregation preached  
by exchange, to  a congregation w hich is one 
of th e  serene, old-fashioned, undisturbed  
sort, where the rising generation’s undoubted  
hum an nature is allowed for in  a quiet and  
sensib le w ay. T he v isitin g  clergym an  
rem ained to th e Sunday School, and after  
th e  exercises were about half fin ished he rose  
to  m ake a lit tle  speech. “ I  know  th a t you  
are an enterprising Sunday School,” h e  said  
“ because I see you have so m an y new  books 
I  know th a t you are a happy Sunday School 
because I see so m any sm ilin g  faces around  
me. And I know th a t you are a generous 
Sunday School, because th a t lit tle  boy over 
there by th e long pew  door offered m e a pea 
nut as I  cam e in .” T he atten tion  of th e  
assem bly was in stan tly  directed to th e  
lit t le  boy, who began to snicker uncon- 
trolably to  h im self. “ W ell, w h at’s th e  
m atter, m y  lit tle  m an ?” asked th e  clergy
m an. “ You’re not sorry you offered m e  
th e  peanut are you ?” “ D id  you th -th in k  
th a t w as a peanut I gave you  ?” asked th e  
lit t le  boy, s till snickering vio lently , “ W hy, 
yes ; w asn’t it  ?” “ N o-o-o ! ’tw as on ly  a
shell !”—Boston Post.

A  P u r e  W o m a n ’s W o rth .
D r. E lizabeth  H . B radley, of London, a 

leader in  th e social m ovem ent, w ho la te ly  
addressed a Chicago audience under th e  
auspices of the W . C. T . U ., says to m others : 
“ D on ’t let your daughter m arry a m an to  
save h im .” T h is  is  not C hristian  sen ti
m enta lity , it  is  better— it is C hristian expedi
ency. A  pure w om an is  w orth a legion  of 
corrupted m  e n ”— Chicago Inter Ocean.

T he F rench press h as  been warned n£$ 
to  publish any m ilitary  new s th a t would be 
of use abroad.

I t  is stated th a t th e  R ussian  reserves 
h a v e  been  called out. M arked m ovem ents  
of troops have l?een noticed in  BessarabiaJ

STO N E* C R E E E . s

ЦетіпДдсепсей o f  th e  B a ttle  in  1813 ,
To the Editor of the Tim es: , .

S ib ,— I f  you  w ill favor m e w ith  th e  use of 
your valuable paper for a few “ rem iniscences  
of one of th e  veterans of th e  w ar of 1812 and  
1813, w ho took an active part in  th e  battle  
of S toney  Çreek, I  w ill be grateful to  you.
I  have read w ith  in terest th e w ar stories in  
your paper of your correspondent H ans B . 
3. E . H e has told  you  and - your ‘ m an y  

readers how  th e  B ritish  got possession  of 
th e A m erican countersign on th e  eve of the  
battle  of S toney  Creek, th e  5th of June, 
1813 ; how  Isaac Corm an got i t  from  one  
of th e A m erican officers w h ile  he w as a 
prisoner in  charge of th e  A m ericans ; how  
on h is  w ay hom e after h is  release from  
im prisonm ent he m et th e  gallan t young  
scout, W illiam  Green, to  w hom  M r. Corm an  
com m unicated th e  A m erican countersign. 
L et us now  fo llow  th is  gallan t young hero, 
w ho had not yet reached h is  18th year of 
age, as he dashes aw ay w ith  th e  fleetness 
of an Indian  through th e  w oods to  h is  
hom e a t S toney  Creek, where h e  procures 

horse, m ou nts it , and rides w ith  all 
possible haste  to  General V incent’s head  
quarters at B urlington H eights. G eneral 
V in cen t’s position  on B urlington H eights  
w as a m ost critica l one. Y ork on one side  
and F ort George on th e  other had both  
fallen  ; h is  am m unition , w hich  he was 
obliged to  abandon or destroy before 
evacuating F ort George, w as now  reduced  
to  n in ety  rounds of ball cartridge  
for each m an, and were he forced to  
continue h is  retreat, un less th e  B ritish  
fleet, under S ir  Jam es Y eo, could reach th e  
anchorage near th e  B ran t H ouse, four  
m iles from  h is  p osition  and carry off h is  
sm all force, he w ould have to  continue it  
by w ay of York (Toronto), th en ce to  K ings
ton  over 200 m iles of hard country  roads 
—not such roads as we have a t th e  present 
day. T he reader w ill rem em ber th a t York 
w as th en  at th e  m ercy of th e  Am erican  
fleet. V incent’s position , as we said before, 
w as a m ost critica l one, hav in g  a com para  
tive ly  powerful arm y in  fu ll pursuit, seven  
m iles d istan t (at S toney  Creek), follow ing  
closely on h is  tracks, h e  had to choose be
tw een m aking a m ost desperate stand  
there or to  abandon h is  post w ith  a ll its  
stores, etc ., and continue h is  retreat to  
K ingston . Such of our readers as have  
travelled over th e  lin e  of V in cen t’s  retreat 
from  F ort George to  B urlington  H eights  
w ill rem em ber and call to  m in d th a t nar  
row neck of land  betw een th e  B arton  
H eights and th e  head w aters of B urlington  
B ay, on w hich  th e  B ritish  force stood th a t  
Saturday n igh t, th e  6th of June, 1813, 
There w ere m any young Canadians serving  
in  th a t lit tle  B ritish  force—plucky boys 
w hose nam es w ill ever live, cherished as 
“ household w ord s” in  m any a C anadian  
hom e. Som e of th em  afterw ards rose high  
at th e B ar, on th e  B en ch , in  th e  legislative  
halls, or as colonels of th e U pper Canada  
m ilitia . W e m ay here note th a t at 
“ Q ueenston H eigh ts A nnual D in n er ,” over 
th irty  years ago, S ir  A llan  M acN ab gave as 
a toast, “ T he F ig h tin g  Judges of U pper  
Canada.” T here were a t th a t tim e five 
of th ose judges s till liv in g  who  
had served through th e  w hole war. 
T he young C anadian reader m ay th u s form  
his estim ate of th e  m en w ho stood in  th e  
ranks of our N iagara frontier arm y in  
1812-13, doing ba ttle  for th eir  king and  
country. W e w ill now  return to  th a t ever 
m em orable day, Saturday, th e  5 th  of June, 
1813. T he advance guard, or rather rear 
guard, of th e  B ritish  th a t afternoon was 
stationed tw o  m iles in  rear o f th e en
trenched cam p, near th e present Court 
H ouse and square in  th e  c ity  of H am ilton. 
H am ilton  w as th en  now here—not even 
village. On th a t spot, h a lf an hour before  
m idnight, th e  a ttack ing party of 704 m en  
w as form ed and took up its  lin e of m arch  
on S toney Creek, under Colonel Harvey, 
D uring th e  day— Saturday, th e  5th of 
June, 1813—Colonel H arvey (afterwards 
Sir John H arvey, G overnor of N ew  
Brîtnerwiok,) had  acquainted  ̂0rtrmse4f w ith  
th e  A m erican position . Som e say th a t he  
had v isited  th eir  cam p a t S ton ey  Creek 
during th e  day disguised as a farm er on h is  
w ay to h is  work. B e th is  as it  m ay, H arvey  
m ade h im self thoroughly acquainted w ith  
th e  A m erican position , and, havin g got 
possession of th e  A m erican counter  
sign from  th e  heroic young W illiam  Green, 
he proposed a n igh t attack , w hich  Générai 
V incent approved of. L et us now  follow  
th is  brave lit tle  arm y, w ith  th eir  704 an  
loaded m u skets and flin tless  locks, on th eir  
m ission  in to  th e  jaw s of death . B efore  
starting, com m and w as given for every  
flin t to  be taken out of th eir  m u skets and  
not to  even w hisper, so as to  prevent 
th e  possib ility  of an accidental alarm  
E very  m an, however, had h is  w ell filled 
cartouche box, contain ing s ix ty  rounds of 
ball cartridge, and h is  tru sty  bayonet by  
h is side. T he fa te  of U pper Canada  
depended upon th e  success or fa ilure of th is  
night surprise. S ilen tly  th ey  m oved, not a 
w hisper w as heard ; there w as silence deep  
as death in  th e  ranks during th a t m idnight 
m arch of seven m iles. On and on th ey  
tread through th a t dense forest in  th e  
solem n hours of th e  n igh t. So silen tly  did 
th ey  m ove th a t not a sound w as heard, not 
a sound to  quell th e  dreadful silence th a t 
prevailed, save now  and th en  th e cracking  
of a stray  dry branch under foot, an occa 
sional sp lash  of som e unfortunate fellow  
who m akes a m isstep  in to  som e m ud hole, 
th e how l of th e  w olf or th e  hoot of th e  
nigh t ow l, or a w hispered word of com  
m and. H ave you ever, reader, w alked at 
nigh t along a country road of U pper Canada  
in  th e  old tim e, th e  road often  tim es only  a 
narrow tra il and so dark th a t you  could not 
see your hand before you, w ith  great tow ering  
trees of oak, elm , w alnut, pine, etc ., over 
hanging, adding to  th e  darkness ? I f  you  
have you can picture th e  road over w hich  
th is  forlorn hope had to  travel. Thence, 
em erging from  th e  th ick  darkness of their  
m id night tram p, th ey  had to  face an 
enem y’s cam p havin g six  to  one to greet 
th eir  early, unexpected Sunday m orning  
v is it. “ H u sh ,” said H arvey to  a young  
m an, th e  la te  Judge Jarvis, “ H ush, we are 
on th em  ! ” In  an in stan t th e  bayonets of 
tw o of th e  leading m en pierced th e  first 
sentry— th e second shared a like  
fate. One of th em  w as stand ing leaning  
against a large oak tree, qu ietly  sleeping  
w ith  h is  arm s folded around h is  m usket 
W illiam  Green, th e scout, w ho w as in  the  
advance close by H arvey in  th e  beginning  
of th e battle, related to m e th a t w ith  h is  
sword he silenced one sen try  a t L ew is’ 
L ane, w ho w as in  th e  act of bayoneting  
him . T he fourth escaped, d ischarging h is  
gun and alarm ing th e  cam p. “ B ayonets  
to  th e  front ” w ere th e  words passed  
qu ietly  and qu ick ly through th e  ranks, 
and our leading files were soon in  front of 
th e  cam p fires, bayoneting m an y o f th e  
sleeping enem y. A  detachm ent of th e  
sm all arm y, under H arvey, w ho w as guided  
to  th e chapel door, or as it  is  better known  
as I“ th e  old M ethodist m eeting hou se,” 
by th e young scout W illiam  Green. I  have  
already stated  th a t th e  fourth sentry, w ho  
w as standing near th e  door of th e  church, 
raised th e  alarm  by  d ischarging h is  
m usket, but th e  poor fellow  had to  pay  
th e  penalty  for th a t act by  hav in g  a 
bayonet th ru st through h is  body, who, as 
th e  scout related, had only  tim e to  say, 

O, Lord God !” and tjirew  up h is  hands  
and fe ll backwards dead. T he cpast being  
clear th ey  surrounded th e  church, апД 
captured th irty  A m ericans, who were  
bivouacked in  th e  church fa st asleep. T he  
m ain body at “ th e  double ” pressed on 
in to  th e  va lley  under a cloud of fire bu rst
ing  from  an unseen enem y. T he m en  
th en  prepared to adjust th eir  flin ts. I t  
w as first, “ handle cartridge, prim e, load, 
draw ram rods, ram  down cartridge, return  
ram rods (all th is  had  to  be done w ith  th e  
old m usket), th en  ready—fire 1” V olley  
after volley  followed, but w ith  lit tle  execu
tion , as th ey  fired in to  th e  darkiiesö, not see
ing th e enem y. D uring th is  operation

w/эдя од low grûturô апД thfl Ідѵе̂  fire fl# 
tho enem y passed over th em . H arvey  
ordered tw o com panies of th e  g a lla n t 49th  
R egim ent to  th e  right to  attack , or rather  
to  throw  in to  confusion , th e  le ft and cen
tre of th e enem y. T hose flank m ovem ents  
of th e  49th th rew  th e  enem y in to  terrible  
confusion. T hree o f th eir  guns posted in  
th e  centre on th e  m ain  road were captured ; 
scarcely a gunner escaped. T he la te  Col. 
Fraser, of P erth , O nt., th en  serving as a 
sergeant in  th e  49th , hav in g  tw elve m en  
w ith  h im , w as one of th e  first am ong th e  
guns, bayoneting seven of th e  gunners 
w ith  h is  ow n hands. H e w as present at 
th e  capture of th e  tw o A m erican Generals, 
Chandler and W inder, near th e  guns. T he  
young Canadian m ilitia  being so fam iliar  
w ith  th e  Ind ian s th a t th ey  could im ita te  
th eir  w arwhoop to  perfection, th ey  knew  
th a t th e  A m ericans dreaded th e  Indians  
m ore th an  th e  w hites. There w as fearful 
confusion in  th e  A m erican cam p. B eing  
ignorant of th e  strength  of th e attack ing  
party , th ey  fe ll back in  great disorder. 
H undreds of th em  scram bled to th e  h eights  
on th eir  le ft. Colonel B urns, on w hom  
th e  com m and of th e  A m ericans now  
devolved, w as am ong th e  first to  m ount h is  
horse and start eastw ard w ith  h is  250 
brave cavalry, reaching th e F orty-m ile  
Creek in  a few  hours, on th eir  w ay  to  F ort  
George. I t  is  not our in ten tion  to  par
ticu larize  or chronicle th e  m an y daring  
fea ts and hand-to-hand encounters during  
th e  darkness of th a t ever-m em orable S u n 
day m orning, th e  6th of June, 1813. Suf 
fice it to  say  th a t H arvey’s surprise was  
m ost successfu l and com plete, causing th e  
breaking up of th e  A m erican cam p and  
th eir  subsequent retreat. Su nday m orning  
before break of day th e  now  scattered  par
tie s  of th is  forlorn hope fe ll back, to  
return by  th e  road over w hich  
th ey  had advanced. T hey  had su f
fered fearfu lly . T hey  were not now  th e  
“ seven hundred and fo u r ” of th e previous  
n igh t! Over one hundred and fifty  of 
th em , betw een killed , w ounded and m issing, 
did not answ er th e  roll call th a t m orning. 
L et us take a peep at th e  shattered  rem 
n an t of th is  forlorn hope as th ey  m uster  
and reform  for th eir  return m arch to B u r
lington  H eigh is. T h ey  are gathering and 
com ing in  from  a ll parts of th e  field, som e  
in  sm all squads, som e in  tw os, som e in  
threes, others singly , som e bearing and  
carrying off w ounded com rades. Over one 
hundred and fifty  of th em  are m issin g  ; but 
th ey  have sw elling  th eir  ranks tw o A m eri 
can G enerals, C handler and W inder ; seven  
officers and one hundred and sixteen  m en  
prisoners, w ith  th eir  guns as troph ies of 
w ar— gracing th eir  b lood-stained bayonets, 
th us rendering S toney  Creek th e  m ost gal 
lan t affair for  th e  B ritish  arm s during th e  
war of 1812. There w as only  one m istak e  
m ade th a t n igh t— a fata l one—th a t of our 
m en placing th em selves in  front o f th e  
cam p fires as liv in g targets for th e  bullets  
of th e  unerring A m erican rifle.

T h is ends our sketch  of th e  b a ttle  of 
Stoney  Creek.

A nd now  as nearly a ll of th ose gallant 
m en w ho fought and bled to m ain ta in  our 
rights and liberties as w ell as th e irs  have  
passed aw ay, th e  best th in g  w e of th e  pres 
ent can do to  com m em orate th a t victory, 
w ill be to  ! erect a su itab le m onum ent on 
th a t old battle-field  near S ton ey  Creek.

J o h n  ЛѴ. G re e n , Stoney  Creek.

A  L o n e ly  C h r istm a s.
(D etro it F ree  Press.)

There w as a pair of stockings to  hang up 
at our house la st C hristm as, a pair of 
stockings w ith  a hole w orn in  one lit tle  foot 
and th e  heel worn th in  in  th e  other. T h is  
year there are none to  h an g up.

L ast year we haunted  to y  stores and con> 
fectioners for th e  new est and n icest th ings  
for our boy. T h is year we passed th e  gay  
w indow s w ith  bowed heads and aching  
hearts. I  see tears in  m y  w ife’s eyes as we  
pass som e happy m other w ith  a blue or 
w h ite  m itten ed  lit t le  hand held tig h tly  in  
her own, w hile  th e  m erry lit tle  lad by  her  
aidft looVs/ laugh ingly  up in  her faoe.

I  cannot keep m y  ow n lip s from  trem  
bling, or m y  tear-d im m ed eyes from  gazing  
w istfu lly  a t th a t dear lit t le  fellow  w ith  th e  
blue eyes and golden curls, perched h igh  on 
h is fa th er’s shoulder so th a t he can look  
over th e  heads of th e crowd standing in  
front of th e gay toy  store. I  held  m y  own 
boy so la st year. H e w alked these sam e  
gay streets w ith  h is  lit t le  hand held in  h is  
m other’s.

H e rode hom e on m y lap in  th e  horse  
cars th a t day before C hristm as. H e  clim bed  
up and put h is  arm s around m y  neck to  
w hisper to m e a w onderful “ seek it.” T h is  
secret w hisper a lw ays w as :

“ I  lub you, pap a.”
And after  we had coaxed h im  in to  h is  

n igh t clothes th a t n ight, and after  we had  
heard h is  lit t le  prayers w ith  th e  final 
“ God bless papa a n d m am m a,” w e put h im  
to  bed and filled th e  tw o lit t le  blue stock
ings so fu ll and piled h igh  th e  chair on  
w hich th ey  hung. W e could hardly  sleep  
for th inkin g of w hat he would do and say  
w hen th e C hristm as m orning came.

T h is  year we rode hom e alone in  th e  car, 
W e sat s ilen tly  in  our little  parlor. My 
w ife tried to read a new  copy of her favorite  
m agazine, but I  could see th a t lier eyes 
were closed behind its  pages.

I  said I w ould go out on th e  porch and 
sm oke. B u t m y  cigar w as not lighted  
th e  w hole hour I  rem ained w ithout.

T hey  were havin g a C hristm as tree for  
m y neighbor’s lit t le  boy in  th e  house across 
th e street. I  could see th e tree w ith  the  
pretty  boy dancing around it.

I  knew and fe lt th a t he w as safe in  th e  
arm s of One w ho carries th e  young lam bs  
in  H is  bosom , th a t greater love th an m ine  
w as around him , a love th a t could forever  
sh ield  h im  from  a ll tr ia ls  and sorr< 
but I  could not help  crying out :

“ M y baby, m y  boy, I  w ant you m yse lf.’
T he curtain of our parlor w as up a few  

inches, and I  could see m y  w ife  on her  
knees, and w hat did she have in  her hands, 
kissing th em  again and again, w ith  sobs 
and tears ? T he little  stockings we hung  
up la st C hristm as eve.

Perhaps we w ill, as th e  neighbors say,
“ outgrow i t ” by  and bye, or “ get used  
to  it  ;” but th is  is  th e  first C hristm as we 
have had to  live  through since th e baby  
died.

M y wife carries th is  lit t le  verse in  her  
pocket-book :
W e shall ro am  on th e  b an k s  of th e  B iver of 

Peace,
A nd dw ell on its  c ry s ta l tide,

A nd one of th e  joys of our H eaven  w ill be 
T he li t t le  boy tn a t  died.

DRO W NING  НІЙ C H ILD R E N .

D r e a d fu l S tory  T o ld  b y  M r. Ja n a cs H e e k in .
T hey te ll a good störy on Jam es H . 

H eekin.
A  friend m et h im  one day a t th e  L ittle  

M iam i Railroad, ju st as he w as returning  
from  h is  suburban hom e in  L inwood.

‘ W here’ve you been ?” was th e  natural 
inquiry.

“ B een  out hom e drowning four of m y  
children .”

“ W hat !— ” in  a h a lf shriek.
“ B een  out hom e drow ning four of m y  

children .”
‘ F o r  heaven’s sake explain w hat you  

m ean.”
“ W ell, it  is  ju st th is. Y esterday I  sen t 

up to  L ev i Goodale a t B radstreet’s to  get 
th e  com m ercial standing of a N ew  York 
m erchant. T h is  m orning I  got th e  re p o rt. 
I t  sa id  th a t th e  m an w as honest, h is  busi
ness w as flourishing, and th a t h is  c red it 
w as A l .  H owever, it  w ound up with th e  
suggestive rem ark, ‘ B u t he has a  la rg e  
fam ily  of children .’ I  th ought th a t  
over, and saw  th a t th e  inference w as th a t  
th e  large fam ily  of ch ildren  w as draining  
h is  pocket-book, and th a t it  m igh t be held  
up against h im . N ow , I  have about ten  
children m yself, and as I didn’t  w ant m y  
business standing questioned I  at once 
w ent hom e and drowned four o f them . 
Good-bye.”

Mr. H eekin, it  m ay be rem arked, is  s till 
at large .— Cincinnati Times-Star..

A  K e y  to  H is  H a b its .

Mr. W inks— I w ish , M rs. W inks, you  
would read th is  artic le  on th e  duties of 
w ives.

Mrs. W inks—  I  h aven’t  tim e now. W hat 
does it  say  ?

“ W ell, it  says, for one th ing , th a t it  is  
th e  du ty  of a w ife to  cu ltivate  assim ilation , 
and, so far as possible, have th e  sam e tastes  
as her husband.”

“ I never thought of th a t.”
“ I  suppose n ot.”
“ N o, but if  you’ll bring a bottle  of w his  

key hom e w ith  you, I ’ll tr y .”

A  S u re  S ig n  o f  A g e .

“ W hy, m y dear, w h a t’s  th e  m atter ?” 
kindly asked a lady of her friend.

“ Oh, I  feel I ’m  beginning to  look quite  
pjd,” w as th e  m ournful reply.

“ N onsense ! W hatever put such an iJea  
in to  your head !‘*

“ B ecause,” w as th e  reply, “ I  notice th a t  
whenever I  cross B roadw ay th e policem en  
never take m y  arm  as th ey  used to do.”-— 
Judge.

a heavy volley  from  thb enem y cut down a 
num ber of our m en, but fortu nately  th ey

E q u a l to  th e  E m e r g e n c y .
A n irate  fem ale seeks adm ittance to  th e  

editor’s sanctum .
“ B u t I te ll you, m adam ,” protests th e  

atten dant ; “ th a t th e editor is  too ill to  
ta lk  to  any one to-day.

“ N ever m ind, you let m e in . I ’ll do th e  
talking.”—Puck.

A  N ew  T ra in  G am e.
A  drum m er fresh  from  a southern tr ip  

sa t in  a B oston  liquor dispensary th e  other  
day and said : “ B oys, I ’ve struck a  new  
gam e since I  saw  you la st, and it  is going to  
be popular sure enough. Cards are a ll 
right in  a sm oking car w ith  th e  boys, ar.d  
w hat a fe llow  w ants is  som ething th a t w ill 
keep h is  m in d off from  th e  fatigue of 
travelling, and at th e  sam e tim e  give h im  
som e am usem ent. W ell, w hen w e le ft 
A tlan ta  I  ran up against another drum m er  
w ho knew  a ll about th is  new  gam e, an d  wo 
hadn’t  been a t it  m ore th an  an hour before 
th e  w hole train , m en, w om en and children, 
were playing at it. N ow , th e  modus 
operandi w as som ething like th is  : T he
gam e is  to  count 1,000 points. M y friend  
sat on one side of th e car and I  on th e  
other. A  boy, dog, cow, sheep or horse  
counted 10 each,- a  m an 15, a w om an 20, a 
girl 25 and a cat 30. A  red headed g irl 
counted 100. W e w atched th e  car w indow  
u n til we reached A lexandria, V a. H is  
score w as 875, and I  saw  th a t in  ten  
m in utes he w as lik ely  to  m ake th e  1,000. 
I had 730 and I  fe lt pretty  certain th a t I 
would have to pay for th a t box of cigars. 
W ell, th e  tra in  drew in to  A lexandria and  
there were three red-headed girls standing  
on th e  platform , and I  ran th e  gam e out 
on h im  th ere .”

P e r h a p s  T h e r e  a re  C h ip s  a n d —C h ip s .

“ I  used to th in k  th a t m en had an  
aw fu lly  easy  tim e ,” said  Mrs. Franks, 
“ but I ’ve changed m y  m ind, and hereafter  
I ’m  going to take all th e  care off C harles 
I  possib ly  can. Y ou see th e  other m orn
ing I  told C harles we w anted  som e wood, 
and to  be sure and order som e. W ell, I  
w aited a ll day, and th a t wood d id n;t come, 
and I  w as a lm ost angry, for, said I, ‘ he 
h a s forgotten it , as u sual.’ C harles d id n’t 
com e hom e u n til late, long after I  had  
retired. H e had to  go to  h is  club, and it 
seem s he w as detained u n til after m id 
n igh t. H e w as aw fu lly  restless, and kept 
ta lk ing in  h is  sleep, saying every once in  a 
w hile, ‘ G ive m e another dollar’s w orth of 
ch ips.’ So  you see I  knew  th a t h is  m ind  
w as troubled about th a t wood. H ow  m uch  
it  m u st have worried h im , to  th u s disturb  
h is  rest ! H ereafter I ’m  going to  attend to  
all house m atters m yself. Poor m an ! he  
has enough to bother h im  w ith out doing  
hom e errand .”— Boston Tram cript.

W il l  Y o u  T ry  N e r v i l in e

F or a ll k inds of p a in ?  P o ison ’s N e rv i l in e  
ia th e  m ost efficient and prom pt rem edy in  
existen ce for neuralgia, lum bago and head
ache. F or  in ternal use it  has no equal. 
R elief in  five m in u tes m ay be obtained from  
N erviline in  any of th e follow ing com 
p la in ts, viz.: Cram ps in  th e  stom ach,
ch ills, fla tu lent pains. B u y  a 10 cent 
sam ple bottle  of N erviliiie  a t any drug  
store and test th e  great rem edy. Large  
bottles ’ 25 cents.

T h e  I d e a l  B o o t  fo r  W o m en .
T he C hristm as shopping is fa ir ly  under 

w ay, and scores of shoppers are plodding  
through th e  deep slush  and snow of the  
streets  w ith  w hat patien ce th ey  can m uster. 
W om en can ’t  leg islate on th e  cleaning of 
th e  streets, ind ignation  is of lit t le  use, and 
only  one th in g  can be done in  th e way of 
self-defence, and th a t is to  wear rubber 
boots. “ B u t rubber boots are such ungainly  
th in gs ,” urges th e  prejudiced person. 
Granted ; rubber boots are ugly, a n d  a ll of 
wom ankind are w a itin g  eagerly for th e  
prom ised beautifu l boot w hich i s ‘to  fit th e  
foot, to  lace up over a rubber, a n d  be gen
erally  good to  look at, as w ell as good to  
keep th e  feet dry and w arm . T he ideal 
boot has not yet appeared in  th e  m arket, 
but w hen it does com e, if  it  is  to  com e, if it 
be not a chim era, it  w ill be w elcom ed 
w arm ly .— Boston Record.

H o w  to  S a v e  M o n ey .
W herever you live you shou ld  w rite  t o  Halletfc 

&Co., P o rtla n d , M aine, an d  le a rn  a b o u t  w ork 
th a t  you can  do w hile liv ing  a t  your o w n  hom e 
a t  a  p ro fit of a t  le a s t from  $ 5  to  $25  e n d  upw ards 
daily . Som e have m ade over $ 5 0  in a  d a y .  All 
is new. E ith e r  sex. All ages. H a lle lt Co. w ill 
s ta r t  you. C ap ital n o t needed. All p a r tic u la rs  
free. Send along your add ress  a t  once a n d  all of 
th e  above w ill be  proved  to  you*. N o th ing  like it  
ever know n to  w orkingm en.

— D espite  th e pride of m useum  “ freaks ” 
in  th eir  ow n peculiarities, th e liv in g  skele
ton looks enviously  upon th e  fa t wom en  
w hen it  com es to  a m atter of hanging up  
th e  C hristm as stockings.
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