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ness Jetter (which was actuallv true)
which required ber to go home immedi.
ately, and though her aunt begged
her to return for the holidays, she
made no promise. for she was heartily
tired of the [rivolity of fashionable life.

Rachel was set down at Squire Flem-
ing's gate one cold day early in Decernr-
ber, and walking up 10 the front door
lifted the heavy knocker herself; the
Squire answered the door, and, almost
too astonished to speak, called to his
wife, “Rachel has come,’” after the first
greetings; Mrs. Fleming said, " Of course
you're come for Christmas, its only a
few days off.”> Rachel looked serious
and replied. ‘“That depends upon the
advice I get from you two people on a
very important matter,’® and then she
opened her heart freely to these good
friends, though very much embarrassed
in giving the details. Mrs. Fleming
shed a few tears, for she had hoped
""Collins, who was soon to have his dip
loma would take to Rachel,"’ as she
expressed it; but the girl smiled and
said *if she must marry, it would be a
man, and not a hoy, even if he were a
doctur,” and besides she added, Do
you remember telling me last Christmas
the old saying, 'There’s as good fish in

the sea as ever were caught’and Dr.

Collins will undoubtedly have a good
show.”” The Squire laugh®d but his
wile didn’t even smile, she felt it was
100 bad not to have Rachel in the {am-
ily, yet in her heart she knew it was
best {as her husband decided atter
hearing the girl's story and her grand-
ma’s counsel) that she should marry the
minister, and urged her ,to be married
on Xmas day,

Squire Fleming paid the minister a
visit that evening; be had just come
from the postoffice, feeling a little des.

ondent finding no letter from Racbe!
In answer to his, but when the maid
opened the door of his study and ap-
nounced "*Squire Fleming,*’ he tried to
seem unconcerned. The Squire was
not long in stating his errand, and Mr.
Gillman's joy was beyond expression in
words, It would be too much to
tell of the meeeling of these young
people in the ‘best room” at
the manslon; the wax candles were
not lighted, and tliere were no pine
knots blazing, only a few coals from the
fire that bad been lighted when Rachel
came, but it was quite sufficient for their
interview, and if Grandma Hilton had
been watching she would have seen the
minister making love to Rachel in the
most impassioned way.

Rache! had seen so much style' in
costumes at her aunt’s, that she went to
the other extreme and would not even
have a wedding dress at all, andargued
with Mrs. Fleming, who tried to insist
upon it, saying, “I'm in mourniog for
my grandma] and it would be in very
bad taste, besides as the minister’s wife
I must be very circumspect;” and she
had her own way. Mr. Gillman and
Miss Van Dyke were married quietly on
Chrisimas eve in the dear old parlor,
sacred to many memories of the days
that were past; and Harry’s picture on
the wall didn’t seem to frown upon her,
nor aflect her in any way. Dr. Collins
was at bome and was best man at the
ceremony, and Eunice and Abbie were
periectly delighted to be bridesmaids,
and Squire Fleming gave the bride away,
though Rachel wanted him t¢ perform
the ceremony, but Mr. Gillman was
rather doubtful about its being strictly

orthodox, unless a minister officiated
and so went away some distance to one
of his college iriends, and everything
was perfectly satisfactory. After the
ceremony and congratulations, when zll
were seated at the table in the same
living room where, years ago, Rachel
had heard the news of Harry’s marriage,
the Squire brought in letters, Dick bad
had driven over to town to fetch them.
Mrs. Fleming trembled when she saw
the foreign post-mark, but the Squire
did not heed her nods, and opened it
forthwith. ‘*Good news, my firiends,”
he exclaimed "Harry's wile has borne a
son, and n w let us drink to the health
and happiness ot the bride and bride
groom,and the little grandson across the
sea.”” Never did there seem a happier
company, even Mrs. Fleming appeared
jubilant over the news of Harry’s boy.
The evening was spent in songs, music
and tales of the manslon, and of the
many marriages the Squire had solemn
ized, and his father belore him, in that
same room. Xmas day passed joylully
the Rev. Nat. Brown preached the ser-
mon, while the bridegroom sat in the
high backed pew with his bride beside
inim.

At evening one year from the first
time the minister had escorted Rachel
home, he took her to his home,
the parsonage,insiead of her grandma’s.
Rachel recalied it all and told him how
she bad felt that night, for she resolved
there should be no secrets in her life, her
husband should not know.

And as | am very much interested in
these people who lived “long ago,”
perhaps | ought to tell you a little more,
not exactly that they all married and
lived happily forever atterwards like the
people in fairy stories, but that many
very strange things happened, for as
you know wonderiu!l things sometimes
occur in the lives of men and women.

Rachel was a2 model minister's wife
and the mother of five daughters. You
would oot care to hear of them, as they
never married,but were all lovely women
spinsters. Harry Fleming's wife died in
Paris and he brought his bov home to
bis mother to raise, while he studied art
abroad. Dr. Collins was a successtul
physician, and after®the death ot his
father and mother he kept house at the
mansion with his sister Eunice. Ahbie
married and_went to Utica to live, and
when Harry Wred " of living abroad he
canie bome too to be with his son, and
the family, for like many another wan
derer in toreign parts he longed for the
old bome,’and the famHiar friends and
places. Mrs. Gillman and her daughters
visited occasionally at the mansion, and
after the girls were grown and the Rev.
Erastus Gillman had been laid away
some time in the silent grave in the old
churchyard, where sc many dear ones
Rachel had tenderly loved were sleep-
ing—the love she had once erased came
to her. Harry Fieming, resting vpon
his laurels and his well-merited fane,
found passing bis time at Mrs. Gillman’s
home very pleasant, and the girls 1otally
unaware ol any love passages of the
the past their mother’s life contajined
imagiped his visits were intended {or
one of them. What was their great sur-
prise to hear from Dr. Collins that he
was their mother’s first sweetheart; they
were romantic girls and teased their
mother unmercilully about her old beau
but she took the matter very seriously
and called a tamily council and laid the
subject betore them, whereupon they all

decided in favor of Mr. Fleming; apd
after seven years of widowhood, agd
when her hair bad begun to turn gray
and ber manner was very sedate ap
reposelul, there was another weddipg
in the same old parlor in the mansiog —
not of a young and blooming hride, nor
an ardent young lover, but a man jg
years, who had seen much ot the world
and and was glad to find rest and bap.
piness in the love of u true woman, and
so, though Mrs. Fileming was not 1here
to see'it, Rachel came at last, atter long
years, to be mistress of the old mansionp,
and the home was fulitoo with Rachel’s
chiidren, and the Fienungs, and in good
time still another was added to the
family—a son was born to Rachel apg
Harry Fleming, and their was greater
rejoicing there on that Xmas day wheg -
the news of the grandson was broughy
from afar while the company sat at 1he
marriage feast ot Mr. and Mrs. Gillmanp,
How often it has come to pass, that"
the things one longed for unreasonably
when young, are given in the soberer
years or even in the sere and yellow
leaf ot age. But the best of all this hjs.
tory remains tn be told, and as thjs
ttory is already too long, you who are
fond of old fashioned love stories, musg
wait patiently, until next Christmas, tor
the finale. - Wo W, W,

SANTA CLAUS.

[For the NEWS by Junette Carriagion.}
'Tin paid 10 be Lwelve hundred years and s0mg

nmore

Gince an ardent old pligrim on Alia's brighg
shora

Waa begﬁlnﬂ: for ehelter on Christmas Eve—

A boon that he never had farled Lo receive.

You can sleep in the castle, Lthe peasants pp.

plied.
And getsuch & handsome reward Lesida

On arisivg domaln at tke end of the lple

Bblood the gorgeons Cnatle of Harleybarnie,

Discarded by morials unienanied thoro

On accountof the faries that baunted the ajy

Andall of the folks at the village could tell- *

How me]mnmion wans troubled trom garret to
call,

And rumished around with a volse nnd a light

That nloh:"m could live 1n the house ovepr
olght,

‘Twas fl:rnished end garniabed Ln beaantity)
style,

As the Urecian Onstle of Harleyberfle,

All the Liers nnd the pillare 8o rare 10 bebold

Were bnrnisbed and Iettered wilh silver amd
gold

And npp(;m'ed to the preacher so grand apnd
sublime.

It wee a8 a temple fromn Solemon®s time

Erected for worship & sacred shode,

That once bad been fiiled with the glory of
uod;

A house with its colums of marble and gilt

That a monarch commandlog hip millions hag
LElkt.

80 rewards were put out at & hundred and flyg

To tha rinan who'd sleep there and come out
alivey

Bt no one to venture their 1ife counld he founq

Who iived on the shore or the villagea round,

As lhe spritee had them wll such In terrible

drend
TUI the snintly old pligrim had sought for s
1 analﬁ” g0, ho repled, with the help of the
And tlﬁ:rvéur of the villngo shall bave the ro-
With ‘:r:;di)leuing of God I have nothing to

fear,
A® i Eaithtal old sorvant for mADy & Year;
And aceepting the key be wended hls way
8o foarless and brave, 5o feelle and gray.

He walkad to the portal snd opened the doop

Then shut it agatn. stepping ln on the fAoor.

The idea, asid he, what 18 there to scare?

And catehing the bannisier mounted the cialy,

On reaching the top such a sight he heheld,

The statoes and sculpiure ceuld not he ex-
celied ;

Io pure alabaster the urns And tho vases

Protruded from ynder the roses nnd daisce.

The chowcest of flowors wiin their trellisea
foll
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