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His Birthday.

It is His birthday—His, the Holy Child!

And innocent childhood blossoms now anew,

Under the dropping of celestial dew
Into its heart, out of this heavenlier Flower,

That penetrates the lowliest roof-tree bower

With fragrance of an eden undefiled:

Oh,happy children, praise Him in your mirth,

The Bon of God born with you on the earth 1

It is His birthday—Hie, in whom our youth

Becomes immortal. Nothing good, or sweet,

Or beautiful, or needful to complete

The being that He shares, shall suffer blight,
All that in us His Father eau delight,

He saves, He makes eternal as His truth.
Praise Him for one another, loyal friends!
The friendship He awakens, never ends.

It is His birthday—and this world of ours
Is a new earth, since He bath dwelt therein.
Is even as heaven, since One Life without sin
Made it a home: His voice is in the air,
His faoe looks forth from beauty everywhere,

His breath is sweetness at the soul of flowers:

And in Him—joy beyond all joy of these—
Man wakes to glorious possibilities!

It is His birthday—and our birthday too?
Humanity was one long dream of Him,

, UntilHe came,—with fitful glow, and dim
The altars heavenward smoked from vague
desire—

Despair half stifling aspiration's fire.
He is man's lost ideal, ekining through

This life of ours, whereiuto floweth His, —
God, interblent with human destinies.

It is His birthday—His, the only Oce
Who ever made life's meaning wholly plain,
Dawn is He to our night! No longer vain
And purposeless our onward-struggling

years,
The hope He bringeth over-floods our fears:

Now do we know the Father, through the Bon!
Oh earth, Oh heart, be glad oa this glad
morn!

God is with man! Life, Life to us is born!
Lucy LARCOM.

The Story of a Granted Wish.

Dullerton was justly named, for it was
the quietest, cleanest, dreariest country
town in England. I spent three years
there with an old aunt, and hope I may
never visit the place again. There was

nothing to see, nothing to do, nothing

to think about. I was too thoroughly

cockney to care for country pursuits,

and, besides, we lived in a country town,

not village. Here I lived -or vegetated
for three years. And all that time I was

sighing for an adventure—something to

happen, something to break the monot-
ony of existence. The reader shall hear

how I gained my wish at last and learned

to indorse the truth of Pope's words.

'To know the misery of a granted

prayer,'
We had a fine old church at Duller-

ton, almost as large as a small cathedral

(excuse the Irishiam). It was rich in
brasses and fine tombs; indeed, I really

believe there were more male effigies on
the tombstones than young men in the
town. The church though very fine was

sadly out of repair; but one good thing
it possessed—an excellent organ, which
had been left the place by a native of Dul-
lerton. I was passionately of music, and
when our good easy vicar gave me carte
blanche to use this organ, I found life
at Dullerton more endurable. As an

artist's daughter I could not be insensi-

ble to the beauty of the church itself;

and between practicing on the organ,

sketching the interior of the church, and

making myself intimately acquainted

with the tombs and brasses, I spent a

great part of the day in the sacred edi-

fice,
One cold, winter afternoon I remember

having a peculiarly dismal fit, having

been in doors for two or three days in

consequence of a heavy fall of snow; and

when, late in the afternoon, it began to
clear, I felt I must go out, if only for
an hour. Spite of Aunt Anne's mildly-
expressed astonishment, I went out, and
felt I must try just one chant upon that

dear old organ. Calling at the vicarage

for the key of the church, I went on
my willful way, little thinking how soon
my longing for an 'adventure' was to be

satisfied. It was growing dusk as I

unlocked the heavy door and stepped

inside the church; so dusk, in fact, that

I missed my footing at the step inside,

and slipped, falling against the door 
in

my efforts to save myself. The door

slammed to, leaving the key on the out'

Bide. So here I was a prisoner. The

door, like everything else, was out of

repair, and depended on the key for
opening it; there was no latch within.
I tried to turn the key through the key-
hole, but only succeeded in breaking my
naile. Then I remembered reading how
some one similarly situated had rung
the bell.. But, alas, our belfry was ap-
proached by a flight of turret stairs,
terminated by a door, which I found—
locked.

Walk auy

he
a from

church was about ten minutes'
habitation and no one Was

it°1 to Pass it, BO I raight have shouted
crave!! ynthout attracting attention,
ev'en er)ntal my voica have penetrated
through the stout oaken door. ..I once

thought of escaping by the windows,
but they were all too high from the
ground, and even in this emergency I
should have hesitated at breaking a pane
of the rare old glass. My only hope
was that Aunt Anne would become
alarmed and miss me. I had promised
to return the key at the vicarage as I
went home, but it was doubtful if my
non-appearance that evening would ex-
cite surprise. Mr. Scott, our old bach-

elor vicar, was one of the most absent

of men, and, if he was immersed in his

books, had probably forgotten the key

and myself by this time. My only hope

of rescue lay in Aunt Anne.

As I rose from the step where I had
been sitting reflecting on the situation,

I began to feel that adventures, after

all, were not without alloy. I thought

so still more some hours later. Spite of
my wrappings I was cold, so I gathered
stray pieces of carpet and rugs from the
seats, and built myself a warm nest by
the chancel, where I could command a
full view of the door in case any one
came to look for me.

I was neither a nervous nor a super-
stitions girl, but the weirdness of the
church in the fading light gave me such
uncomfortable, 'creepy' sensations that
I closed my eyes to keep out the spec-
tral view.
I must have slept some hours, for, on

awakening, the moon was shining. I
now began to feel very uneasy. Was I
condemned to 'make a night of it' in the
church? It was a blessing the next day
was Sunday, I thought ruefully, at any
rate I was sure to be found when Saun-
ders came to open the doors. I lay look
ing down the long vista of the nave, at
all the familiar tombs I knew so well:
the knights and ladies lying stiff and
still, with solemn-faced rows of children

kneeling at their sides. The white fig-

ures looked ghastly enough in the nn-

certain light, and brought into my mind
all the ghostly stories I had ever heard.
I sat up and endeavored to shake off the
uncomfortable sensations creeping over
me, and told myself how absurd it was
to think of such rubbish. As I raised
myself my glance fell on a large square
tomb nearly opposite. I knew every

stone in the church and that special

tomb was an old eye-sore to me; for

though it was clearly intended to bear a

recumbent effigy, the figure was now
wanting. Yet, as I looked across now, I
distinctly saw a figure lying on the slab.
'Mr. Scott has actually filled up that
blank tomb at last,' I thought, and I

strained my eyes to distinguish what
kind of a figure he had selected. Its

legs were crossed, I was sure; therefore

it must be a crusader. The only dis-

tinct part about it was the crossed legs,

for a pillar hid the upper part of the

body from my view. Looking steadily

at it I fancied (was it only fancy?) that

the legs moved! As this pleasant idea

occurred to me, the moon again disap-

peared; another few seconds and it

shone out again and I ventured to look

across once more to reassure myself.

There was no movement in the rigid form;

but the legs were crossed no longer.

Could I have been mistaken in thinking
they were Bo? Impossible! Yet they were

most certainly uncrossed now. Again

the light waned, and again appeared.

This time I lay looking with all my

power, unable to move or stir. Was I

going mad, or did my eyes play me false?

Slowly, but unmistakably, did the figure

begin to stir; it moved restlessly upon

its stony couch, and finally sat bolt up-

right, clear and distinct in the moon-

light. I can not attempt to describe the

terror that seized on me at this fearful

sight. Never have I experienced mo-

ments of such mental agony as when I

lay cowering among my wrappings, with

straining eyeballs fixed on that fearful

thing—ghost, demon, what?—moving

opposite. Presently it rose and stood

upright in the aisle, looking around as

if in search of something. I tried to

draw one of the carpets over my head,

for I could not bear the eight longer;

but as I moved a yell rang through the

stillness, and the figure rushed at me.

How I found power to rise I know not,

but I have a remembrance of a mad flight

down the nave and round the aisles,

with that fearful pursuer behind—on,

on, like a vision in a dreadful dream;

and then another fiendish yell, a clutch

of cold fingers at my throat, and—dark-
ness and vacancy!„ 

'My dear madam, I assure you it is

only a fainting fit; our dear young pa-

tient will be quite herself again in a

few moments,' were the 
first words that

fell upon my ear as I oper ed my eyes

to consciousness. I knew the bland

tones of little Dr. Gray, our local 
Escu-

lapias, and their friendly and 
familiar

sound was so reassuring that I 
struggled

feebly into a sitting posture, and looked

round to find myself still in the church,

but the center of an excited group of

all the magnates of Dullerton, together

with Aunt Anne and Mr. Scott.

It was some days before I was suffi-

ciently composed to hear the explanation
of my 'adventure.'
It appears that after I had gone out,

Aunt Anne's next door neighbor sent a
request that she would take tea with
her, as she was not well and wanted
cheering up. When she returned at
half-past nine, she was greatly alarmed
to find I was not in, and hurried off to
Mr. Scott to give an alarm, while Molly,
the servant, went for Jim Bates, our
local policeman. Roused from his studies,
Mr. Scott remembered I had borrowed
the key for the purpose of going to the
church some hours previously, and
thither he and Aunt Anne hurried.—

Molly, on her part, encountered Jim
Bates on the street with a crowd at his
heels. I was not the only person who
had disappeared that evening. A pauper
lunatic in our workhouse, who had long
been suspected of homicidal tendencies,
had suddenly committed a murderous
assault on another of the inmates, end

escaped during the subsequent confu-

sion. For some hours Jim Bates and
his assistants had been scouring the

neighborhood in search of this danger-
ous maniac, till at last some one recol-

lected that Saunders and his wife were

cleaning in the church at the time he

effected his escape, and that it was just

possible he had slipped in there and
been looked in. This, in fact, proved

to be the case. The lunatic must have

been lurking in the chuach when I en-

tered it. With the restlessness of an
infirm brain, he had wandered about,
mimicking the attitudes of the quiet effi-

gies around, and it was while thus pos-

ing for a crusader that he first attracted

my attention. My involuntary move-
ment first drew his attention to me, and

roused him to another outburst of ma-

niacal fury. I have little doubt I owe

my life to the providential entry of the

party without, who heard my screams

and the lunatic's yell, and rushed in just

as he had clutched me. The poor crea-

ture was overpowered with great diffi-

culty, and taken back to the workhouse;

he did not survive many days, dying
in one of his paroxysms.

It was some time before I recovered

from the effects of that terrible night;

and even now, though thirty years have

rolled away, the sight of a cress-legged
crusader on a tombstone always gives
me an uncomfortable sensation. I have

certainly never again wisheat to encount-

er 'adventures.'—London Society.

The Scotch Railroad Disaster.

The most remarkable disaster that has

ever occurred in the history of railroads

is that which just occurred at Tay-

bridge, Scotland. The catastrophe by
which so many lives were lost, and which
was so complete that not a single survi-

vor was left to tell the story of that ter-

rible night, was caused by the breaking

down of the central girders of the long

railway bridge across the river Tay, in

Perthshire, Scotland, at about seven

o'clock in the evening, whilst a train

from Edinburgh to Dundee was crossing

over it. The Tay is a bolder river and
carries a larger volume of water within

its banks than any other in the British

islands. At the point where the bridge
crossed it the depth of water ranges

from forty to forty-five feet, while the

height of the bridge from the surface of

the water was eighty-eight feet. Dur-

ing the great storm that prevailed off

the coast of Scotland on Sunday the

large girders sustaining the central

spans of the briuge suddenly gave way,

and into the yawning chasm thus form-

ed the train, consisting of four third-

class oars, one first-class, one second-

class and the brakesmen's van, was pre-

cipitated into the river, and of the whole

of the passengers on board not one es-

caped drowning. The nearest approach

to this frightful calamity was that at

Ashtabula, Ohio, in December, 1876,

which also was caused by the falling of

a bridge, and which resulted in a loss

of one hundred and seventy-four lives.

The customary construction of British

railway cars in compartments, with the

doors locked on the side next to the

platform, and with no access in emer-

gences to the conductor or 'guard,' adds

greatly to the danger to life and limb in

case of accidents from collisions or from

sudden immersion in deep water from

the giving way of a bridge. That over

the Tay was two miles long and of

eighty-five spans, and so great confi-

dence was put in its powers to resist

any strain to which it might be subject-

ed that no thought seems to have been

taken to keep watch over it. The con-

sequence was, as the dispatch states,

that 'some time elapsed before the na-

ture of the disaster was ascertained.'—

When it did become known all the pas-

sengers were drowned and the wreckage

was floating ashore.

Napoleon's Disastrions Pride.

One of the most interesting episodes

recounted iu the memoirs of the late

Prince Metternich, just given to the
world by his son, according to the will

of the prince, which provided for their

publication twenty-five years after their
author's death, is doubtless Metternich's

own account of the momentous interview
which took place between himself and
Napoleon I. at Dresden, on the 26th of

June, 1813. The prince, on the part of

Austria, offered a mediation with a view

of closing the war, but meanwhile was

conducting the negotiations which led

to the quadruple alliance, and ultimate-

ly to Napoleon's defeat at Leipsio. The
interview was nine hours long, and it
took place at Napoleon's quarters. Af-

ter some preliminary conversation, Met-
ternich put the alternative to the em-

peror. The prime minister stated the

situation of the hour. He said: 'The

world asks for peace. To assure that

peace you must withdraw within the

limits that are compatible with general

tranquillity, or you must succumb in

the otherwise inevitable struggle. To-

day you can still conclude a peace; to-

morrow will be, perhaps, too late for

you to do so. The emperor, my sover-

eign, allows himself to be guided in his

conduct solely by the voice of his con-

science. Listen, sire, now to yours l'—

'Well, but what is required of me?'

rejoined Napoleon, hastily. 'That I
should dishonor myself? Never I I

shall know how to die, if necessary; but
not how to cede one inch of my territory.

Your monarchs who are born to thrones

can allow themselves to be beaten

twenty times running, and thou return

to their capitals as if nothing had hap-

pened to them. I can not, because I

am only a parvenu of a soldier. My rule

will not survive the day upon which I

shall no longer be powerful and terrible.

I made a great mistake in omitting to

calculate what an army cost me—the

finest ever seen by man. I can fight

against mankind, but not against the

elements. The cold has vanquished, has

crushed me. In one single night I lost

30,000 horses, frozen to death. Indeed,

I have lost all save my honor and my

consciousness of what I owe to a valiant

people, which, after these ',unheard- of

calamities, has given me new proofs of

its devotion to me, of its conviction that

I alone am fit to govern it.'

How a Top Climbed a String.
The Japanese top-spinner walked to

the side of the stage and untied a string,
which as soon as it was loosed swung
quickly to the.middle of the stage, and

then hung perpendicularly. After un-
tying this string, the Japanese took a
top from his assistant, and twirling it in
his hand until it revolved quickly
enough, he took hold of the end of the
string, and placing the stem of the top
at right angles to it, left things to take
care of themselves.
The top spun a short time at the end

of the string, but soon it began to move
slowly upward, still spinning at right

angles with the string. It continued in
this way to move steadily upward until
at length it had traversed the entire

distance, and was lost to view behind
the 'flies' over the stage,
When the applause that greeted this

trick had subsided, the Japanese moved
the dollhouse to the center of the stage
and placed it beside the table. He then
set six tops, exactly alike in size and
appearance, spinning upon the table
and taking a seventh in his hand, indi-
cated to the spectators by signs, that he
would send it on a journey through the
dollhouse. He then sat down on the
floor, and curling up his legs, Turk
fashion, started the seventh top spin-
ning. It ran along the floor until it

reached a sort of inclined drawbridge
leading to the entrance of the little
house, and then went up slowly to and
through the open door. The juggler
waited a moment, as if expecting some
signal from the now invisible top. His
suspense was relieved an instant later
by the tinkling of a silver bell, which
ndicated that the top had entered one
of the tiny rooms. The Japanese held
up one finger and waited, in a listening
attitude, for a second signal. It came,
as before, in the tinkle of a bell, upon
hearing which the man held up two
fingers. Finally, when ten rooms had
been visited, and ten bells rung in this
way, had been counted on the perform-
er's fingers, he arose and pointed toward
the house, and toward the table upon
which the six tops were yet spinning.—
After a few moments, during which we
silently watched the door of the house,
the top that had been ringing the bells
came quickly out of the entrance, ran
down the drawbridge and dropped mo-
tionless at the feet of the Japanese, —
That same moment the tops on the table
stopped and dropped over on their sides.
—St. Nicholas.

The Irish Agitator.

Charles Stewart Parnell, who has just

arrived in this country for the purpose

of setting forth the wrongs of Ireland,

and inducing subscriptions for the alle-

viation of her inhabitants, although an

Irish 'agitator,' is, curiously enough,

not an Irishman at all, or one only to a

limited extent. He is American by his

mother's side, his mother being the

daughter of a commodore in the United
States navy, and his father came of an
old English family, originally from one
of the midland counties. His mother is

the daughter of the late Commodore
Stewart, who commanded the United

States frigate Constitution in the war of

1812. She married Mr. Parnell in Ire-

land, and lived with him on his estates

in county Wicklow until his death.—
Commodore Stewart left an estate at
Bordentown, New Jersey, and wl on his

son Charles died, in 1874, Mrs. Parnell

came to this country. She leased her

father's mansion, and is now living in

Bordentown, on the Bonaparte estate.

In a recent conversation Mrs. Parnell

said of her son: 'He was not always as

cool in his temper as he is now in the

debates in the house. When a- boy he

grew so angry when he could not have

his own way that his face would purple

with passion. As he grew up he was

imperious to the servants, as every

young landlord is in that country. After

he came Beak from Cambridge, where

he was educated at Magdalen college, he
was as conservative in his politics as the
most bitter Tory. This until he came to
America, partly on private business and

partly to study its institutions, when he
was twenty-three years old, He re-

mained here for some time, and returned

to Ireland a changed man. From a Con-

servative he had become an out-and-out

Radical. His change was a radical one,

too, for he lowered the rents of his ten-

ants and raised the wages of those in

his employ. Even the temper of his

blood seemed to have changed. From a

hot-headed youngster he had become a

sedate and well-balanced man. But he

was only following in the footsteps of

his father and grandfather, who were,

for the day in which they lived and for

their position as landlords, extremely

radical in politics. In April, 1875, he

took his seat in the House of Commons,

and almost from the first provoked the
hostility of his Conservative fellow-

members by speaking whenever he had
anything to say, instead of listening pa-
tiently to older and more experienced
men. He refused to be put down, and
the more the House would not listen
the more he would talk, even though he
could not be heard more than a couple
of benches oft; and his persistence gradu-
ally attracted the support of the sympa-

thetic Biggar and one or two kindred

spirits in the same direction, who looked
upon him as an Irish martyr. By-and-
bye he began to retaliate by talking when
he had nothing to say, and so during the
sessions of 1877 and 1878 the merits of
obstruction as an engine for extorting
concessions from the government gradu-
ally dawned upon him and his faithful
adherents.' Parnell is to-day one of
the most popular men in Ireland, Hav-
ing reduced his rents, his income from
his property does not exceed £1,500 a
year. He is worshiped by the masses,
who naturally take kindly to the doc-
trine that unless the landlords concede
in all cases a reduction of twenty-five
per cent, in rents, it is legitimate to pay
no rents at all.

A Bishop's Denunciation.

Dr. MacCormack, bishop of Achonry,
Sligo and Mayo, Ireland, publishes a
letter stating that on Christmas eve he
gave food to three hundred starving
people—onee!fth of the whole popula-
tion of Ballaghadereen town—out of his
own funds, saying •he reserves for a
'darker, not distant day,' the money
sent him by charitable persons. He
gives an appalling picture of the ap-
proaching misery, He says: 'Who can
wonder that discontent and disaffection
are rife and ready to speak out in this
unhappy land, when the governmen
looks on with cruel apathy? If the
truth must be told, I hesitate not to say
that the government is to blame for
the disloyalty of some of our people. It
were a miracle if they were not dieloya
to the core.' He censures the 'callous
conduct of the government who, while
they can not spare money to avert an
Irish famine, can waste millions in wars
of equivocal morality,' and contrasts
strongly the conduct of Prussia in deal-
ing with the famine in Silesia.

An apology: 'But, Freddy, how could
you ever think of calling aunty stupid?
Immediately go to her and tell her that
you are sorry.' Frederick goes to aunty
and says: 'Aunty, I am sorry that you
re stupid.'

ITEMS OF GENERAL INTEREST.

Queen Victoria receives $5,000 a day.

Babies will enjoy 366 holler days in

1880.
Virginia has 675 colored schools and

415 colored teachers.
Bieshop2Poottepre,rosfon.New York, has con-

firmed 
7,00

A Mohammedan priest in Constanti-

nople has been sentenced to death for

assisting in the translation of the Bible.

The record of vital statistics of New

York show that during 1879 there were

in that city 28,165 deaths, 25,332 births

and 8,385 marriages.

Mr. Oliver Ames gave a one-thousand-

railroad bond to each of the employes in

the Boston office of the Union Pacific

railroad company on Christmas.

Sam Ward, the great American lobby-

ist and after-dinner joker, has been a

constant companion of Glialstone in his

great political tour of Scatland.

A bill to prevent and punish the in-

termarriage of whites and negroes has

passed both houses of the South Caro-

lina legislature, and has been approved

by the governor.

A Swift Runner Indian who was con-

victed last summer, upon his own con-

fession, of having killed and eaten his

mother, wife and several children dur-

ing last winter, was hanged on the 20th

instant at Fort Saskatchewan, British

Columbia.

A curious incident in connection with

the Maine business is that Governor

Garcelon and Representative Frye are

brothers-in-law, and the governor's

daughter, an estimable young lady, is

at present spending the season with her

uncle (Mr. Frye) and his family.

Horn buttons are now mostly made of

the hoofs of cattle, and not of the horns

as formerly. Cattle hoofs sell at the

present time for about $50 per ton. The

products of neat stock are very numer-

ous, and there is scarcely a particle of

the whole creature that goes to waste.

Messrs. Gould and Waite, well-known

young business men of Chicago, thought

to play a trick on the latter's porter by

disarranging the room as if burglars had

been present, and then hiding in the

closet. When the porter came in he

was greatly excited, and hearing some

one in the closet, didn't scare, but took

a pistol and fired through the door, kill-

ing Mr. Gould.

Austin Sheldon, on account of disap-

pointment in love and business specu-

lations, took himself to a cave in Leba-

non county, Pa., and spent forty years

by himself in that habitation. Recently

he was unearthed by a correspondent,

who elicited from him the fact that he

did not know who was President of the

United States and had never heard of

Grant; never saw a railroad or telegraph

wire.

Mrs. Ann E. Garrison, ef South Bay

City, Mich., has obtained a verdict of

$4000 against a saloon-keeper of that

place who sold her husband liquor.—

She sued for $10,000 damages, alleging

that before her husband commenced

drinking he was worth $15,000 and had

an annual income of $5,009; but drink

took it all away and made him a drunk-
en, shiftless creature, and unable to at-

tend to business. He is now in Cali-

fornia.

Mary Anderson travels in a Pullman
palace car, on which three cents a mile

is paid, besides the fares, and one hun-

dred dollars a week for the use of the
car and attendance. Sam Hickey tells
the Philadelphia North American that,
as it was not in the contract, he object-
ed to its being considered 'ordinary
traveling expenses,' when Dr. Griffin
retorted that his daughter was a minor,
and could not legally make a contract.
So Mr. Hickey pays the bills.

A rather remarkable decision was giv-
en in England a fortnight ago. An old
man was charged by officers of the in-

land revenue with selling tobacco, in
the shape of cigars, without a license.
The defense was that cigars were not
mentioned in the act of parliament bear-
ing upon the alleged offense, and that
in fact the cigars were not made of to
baeco but of bay and cabbage leaves.—

given.

George 

decided to dismiss the
charge, whereupon notice of appeal was

George W. Crummy, an old sport,

who recently visited Chicago for the

purpose of raising funds to buy machin-

ery for a silver mine in Colorado, has

caused grief and lamentations for the

gamblers of Chicago. He made a regu-
lar tour of many of the gambling halls,

and had such an astonishing run of luck

that he left with about $12,000 in win-
nings. He commenced with $100, and

at one time his capital was reduced to
$12.50. This amount he placed upon a

single turn of the cards, and from that

time his play was profitable.


