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RONDEAU.
Since Christ was born in Bethlehem,
True man, of royal David’s stem,
And yet in every act did shew
A beauty not of earth, divine,’
On all men sits a diadem
Which Ho, THE MAN, hath brought to them
Who will but toueh His garments hem
And men have drunk of Heaven’s mine
Since Christ was born.

I1is words, scorned of Jerusalem,

Are sweet to us—** not to condemn,”
He came, and blots each envious line
And makes us one, and with one sign,

Of love; for love is earth’s best gem

Since Christ was born.

MarruEw Ricney KNiGHr.
Benton, N. B.

BLD CAPTIVE BY WOLVES

BY FRANK H. RISTEEN.

It will be just twenty years ago this
Christmas Eve that I had the most thrilling
adventure of my life. My cousin Tom—
you know Tom Halleck don’t you, and the
big-bored, big-hearted fellow he is, just the
same then as now, tender as a woman in
his sympathy and brave as a lion in the
hours of danger! Well, Tom and I were
out deer-hunting that memorable Decem-
ber day—a new experience for me—close
to where the Quebec line crosses the north-
east angle of Township Number Nine, fol-
lowing the tracks of a big buck that the

the survey had the
It was a cold, still and sunny

boys on started

night before.

up
day. Mile after mile we tramped along,
our snowshoes sinking quite deeply in the
light, powdery snow, our rifles feeling
heavier every hour we travelled and our
hopes of venison for supper—for we in-

tended to camp wherever nightfall found |

us- growing fainter as the shadows of the
forest grew longer and darker across our
path. Much of this country on the upper
St. John had years before been burnt over
by forest fires and was now quite thickly
wooded with birch and ash. At times we
crossed extensive bogs or barrens, on
which no trees save scrubby spruce would
grow. To the right of our route was a
low range of hills, the sides of which were
rocky and almost void of any kind of vege-
tation that could be seen above snow level.
The snow seemed to rest on everything as
a mantle of ailence—such silence as only
those who have penetrated into the heart
of our great forest wilds in winter can
ever know or feel.

Tom had brought old Scott, the deer-
hound, along, but for whose vigilance the
trail, which was much obscured in places
by the drifted snow would have been lost
bevond recovery. The scent, however,

was still too faint to arouse within him
much of his old time energy ; it was evident
that for some reason the deer had travel-
led at great speed since he started across
the Portage the night before.

Just before sundown we were making
our way tired and rather dispirited with
our fruitless chase through a heavy clump
of white birches to a little knoll on which
we had decided to camp, with the intention
of renewing the hunt next day. We had
nearly reached it, when the hound raised
his nose and uttered a short sharp bark,
followed by a long dismal whine—a sure
sign Tom said, of danger. We had not
gone a rod when a beautiful doe leaped
over a fallen tree a short distance in front
of us and fell into a slight hollow beyond
as a bullet from Tom’s :ifle pierced its side.

Scarce had the echoes of the report died
away when a sound broke out upon the
frosty air which once heard is surely never
forgotten, the hoarse hungry howling of a
pack of Canada wolves, apparently but a
few rods away. Tom rushed for a tree
and I for another, leaving our rifles at the
foot and poor Scott to his fate. We had
not more than reached the lower branches
when the grey devils mounted the slope of
the knoll and crashed through the under-
brush beneath us. Under the tree which
Tom had climbed the faithtul hound stood
at his post and was instantly siezed by the
foremost of the wolves. He fought gamely
for life, but his broken teeth were no
match for the long fangs of his enemy. In
a moment the gallant old fellow fell lifeless
on the snow. Then Tom fired two shots
in quick succession from his revolver and
stretched his grim foe beside him.

At this time the remainder of the pack,
were devouring the deer which Tom had
shot, and which lay about forty yards away
just beyond the fallen log over which it had
taken its last gallant leap. the
readiness with which the snarling pack
had found the carcass we concluded that
they had been pursuing the doe for hours
perhaps before it came upon our view.
Tom bitterly lamented his hasty shot and
seemed heart-broken at the loss of his
dog.

And now ensued an experience which
no words of mine can adequately describe.
To say that we were treed by wolves con-
veys to the reader, I am sure, no concep-
tion of the thrillng situation in which we
found ourselves. Another moment and
the snarling, snapping and tearing in the
hollow ceased, the bones of the deer were
stripped of every particle of flesh, and the
now doubly fierce and ravenous horde
rushed rapidly_towards us. The sight they
presented as they bounded through the
light snow, over fallen trees and through
the underbrush, many of them falling and
tumbling over each other in their haste
to reach us was one which 1 at least will
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never be able to efface from my mind. 1
even fancied at the last rays of the setting
sun brought his features clearly into view
that Tom's face turned a deathly pallor. 1
am morally certain that mine did. There
were about thirty wolves in the savage
pack that now surged like a tide around
us, and n an instant the hound as well
as the big fellow that Tom had slain
were torn into fragments by their vora-
cious jaws. I had read of the avidity
with which wolves, especially when they
have just had the scent or taste of blood,
will devour their prey or even one of their
own number that has fallen, but no effort
of the mind ecan really grasp the greedy
rage and fury with which the onslaught in
this instance at least was made. My head
fairly reeled with the sickening sight and
terrible brutes as these was indeed a
thought of horror.

They began at once to turn their atten-
tion to us. -Around the foot of the trees in
which we sat they circled, leaping some-
times several feet from the ground, clashing
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their jaws together and giving vent to cries
that were awful in the mad, brute fierceness
they expressed.

The tree in which Tom was perched was
straight and free of limbs for a distance of
perhaps twelve feet above the ground.
The one in which I sat was leaning some-
what, and formed a fork about seven feet
up. Into this fork the wolves tried to leap.
One grey monster got his forepaws fairly
into the angle, and tried to reach the
branch to which I was clinging, but I had
dragged one of my snowshoes with me in
my hasty ascent, and with this I beat him
off, and he fell among his howling comrades
below. Another, and still another lodged
in the fork ; some of them were so wedged
in as to be quite helpless when they
reached there ; others I belabored with the
snow-shoe until they tumbled to the
ground. Tom in the meantime kept up a
constant fire with his revolver, but it was
now quite dark, and his hands were so cold
that he did little execution. For almost
an hour this terrible struggle continued,
and once I came near losing my balance

the thought of death by the teeth of such |

and falling right into their midst. Then

they seemed to weary somewhat in their
efforts, and gradually formed themselves
into a semi-circle of gleaming eyes and
lolling tongues a few paces away from our
perches.

When the moon rose their forms were
revealed still more clearly tous. At times
a single wolf would rush out from the
group. and with his ugly snout raised high
in the air yell hideously. Then they would
all become uneasy and trot round and
round us on the soft snow, howling as only
wolves can howl, all the while.
much exhausted by the fight for life T had
had, but the exercise was beneficial in one
way.
biting cold from which Tom now began to

was

I was almost unconscious of the
suffer. Cold as he was, however, he man-
aged to light his pipe, and I soon had my

The
would

most ardent
gof the weed [ trust,
| grudged us that slight comfort in such an

own in action. enemy

not, have

 hour.
How glorious the scene as

the
\gild('d every object with its silvery rays,

moon

' and yet how appalling the fate that faced us.
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thought ot how she would bear, if ever she
knew at all, the news of a brother'sand a
lover's awful fate.

Not until now—so rapid had been the
succession of events—did it oceur to us
that we might, perhaps recover the guns
which we had dropped in our hurried rush
for safety. Mine was a smooth-bore. Tom’s
a Henry rifle that had seen service in the
recent great rebellion.  So great had been
the trampling of the wolves below us that
the smooth-hore was almost buried in the
snow; its stock to this day bears the
marks of where one of our assailants tried
his teeth uponit. It was the work of a

moment to  tear our handkerchiefs into
shreds, cut a couple of forked twigs, and
then the tedious process of fishing up our
weapons began. Twice the wolves, sus-
picious of our actions, dashed in upon us,

All

the while the air seemed to be getting

and we had to desist from our efforts.

colder and it was only by constantly rub-
bing his hands together and beating his
feet against the trunk of the tree that Tom
was able to keep from freezing. My suffer-

THE FIRST

We spoke to each other of those who had
hoped we might be home tonight — the

home we little thought to see again, and of |

the forms that were gathered we knew that
every hour about the blazing Christmas
hearth. They were thinking of us no doubt,
those loved ones, little fearing that the
places now vacant in the circle would rever
be filled again. Their mirth might be
checked a little as they missed us tonight,
but as yet no shadow of our doom had
crossed the threshold. In the years that
were to come each Christmas Eve must be
to every member of that group a time of
sadness and sorrow. There were eyes in
that household, perhaps, resting on that
same white Christmas moon that we now
gazed upon, and though its face seemed
cold and chilling as the grave, it was a
bond of sympathy between us. What
would we not give to be with them now ?
What would we not give for the least re-
flection of the warmth that glowed from the
big open fire-place so far, so far away?
One of the brightest and the dearest of that
group was soon to be Tom Hollecks wed-
ded wife and I groaned within me as I

BABY'’S

FIRST CHRISTMAS.

ings were not so severe, but we both felt
that unless we could somehow raise the
seige we would certainly perish from the
bitter cold before morning.

At last my cousin’s voice announced that
he had succeeded in hooking up his rifle ;
the smoothbore was also recovered, and we
opened a rattling fire on the enemy. We
found that the work of driving them off
was not an easy one. As soon as a wolf
would drop he would be set upon by his
comrades and torn to pieces in an instant.
Then they would fall back cut of range,
only to return whenever we stopped firing,
to their station on the outer edge of the
birches. At one time we thought of sliding
down—so bitter was the cold—in order
that one of us might build a fire while the
other kept the pack at bay with his rifle.
But at the first move we made the wolves
came boldly forward, and we saw how tatal
such an experiment would be. There was
nothing for it but to take advantage of
every chance that offered to thin them out.
This we did pretty successfully. At least
a dozen were shot in the next half hour,
though our hands were so benumbed we

could hardly load our weapons. The
wolves were now more wary of showing
themselves, but their vigorous howls still
attested the solemn fact that they held us
n durance vile.

Then the idea occurred to me that per- |

haps we could decoy them iato range. I |

The
Ere they

made as if to descend the tree.

wolves rushed forward as before.
could retire, the rifle had laid two of their

number dead upon the snow. Thrice we

repeated this operation, with the same re-

sult. Again I slid part way down the

trunk, when, O horror! my chilled and

' headlong to the ground.
| thought to be my last.

their hold, and 1 fell
That
I was up quickly,

stiffened fingers lost
moment [
however, with rifle in  hand, when, to my

surprise, Tom, noble {fellow, determined
that we should either do or die together,
with a ringing shout jumped into the snow
For instant, as if aston-

beside me. an

1ished at this change of front, the wolves
faltered in their onward charge, and during
that inteival we fired our revolvers as fast

as we could pull trigger.  Again they came

forward, but in a cowed and hesitating
manner, and when within a dozen paces of
us turned about and fled.

We were too  cold just then to return
thanks to Providence for our deliverence,
but we felt them all the same, and our
hearts as well as our half-frozen
glowed with warmth and gladness, when a
few moments later we stood beside a rous-
ing fire of birch bark and spruce boughs
which sent the sparks flying by myriads
out into the frosty air. We neither saw
nor heard more of the wolves that night

and in the morning started for the camp,
carrying on our toboggan four handsome
wolfskins as tokens of our prowess and
our peril. Two of them adorn the threshold
of my study to-day; Tom has the other
two, but neither Tom nor I require a sight
of them to polish up our recollections of
that awful Christmas eve in the birches on
the upper St. John, just twenty years ago
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: hold did the masts

UNHAPPY AND HAPPY.

The four-year-old son and heir of the
respectable and well to do Mulberry’s
leaned over the edge of a tub hali-filled
with deep blue water, which struck the
romantic little fellow as bearing a striking
resemblance to the deep blue sea, and
vainly attempted to make miniature masts
in a clothes pin keep above water, which
they stubbornly refused to do, for just as
soon as the chubby little hand let go its
suddenly dive towards
the bottom of the tub. A few feet behind
him was a heap of clothes waiting to be
rubbed on the wash board. To the left of
him was a clothes basket and to the right
a water 'Hlil. while a broom stood ;1g;|in~‘t
the wall. Indeed the Hoor of the room
presented much the appearance of a hilly
country, and reminded one of a marsh
which required careful steps. In the middle
of the room Mrs. .\lll“wrl'_\' herself stood
before a wash tub, her arms up to the
elbows in thick white soap suds, as she
l.’\‘m]'iulh]_\' rubbed l;it-m- after piw-(- of
linen and woolen underwear over the
board. Now and again she cast glances at
the heaps of soiled clothes about her and
sighed as she wondered if she ¢ ever would
get done.”

The little Mulberry couldn’t understand
why the masts in his boat would not stay
above water as well as under, and as he
I)l‘l‘hi.\'h'll”.\' tried to solve the prnl'lvm. he
leaned more and more over the side of the
tub. Jut he leaned too far: there
was a splash, a spluttering and the Mul-
berry family bid fair to become extinet
with the present generation.

The good woman’s arms bounded out of
the suds, sending the soap and water in
every direction, and with a seream she
leaped over a water pail to save the child.
Excited and alarmed, she hurriedly caught
the spluttering boy and lifted him from the
water, when he instantly set up a roar that
made the people in the adjoining houses
wonder. A few of them, indeed, sent
their own little boys around to inquire if
anything serious had happened, while Mrs.
Mulberry’s favorite neighbor and particular
friend came in herself.

“It’s illl[)(l.\'ﬁil)l" to watch children and
do your work, especially on wash day,”
explained Mrs. Mulberry, after the excite-
ment attending the rescue had subsided.
“They will be splashing in the water, no
matter what you do, unless one locks them
in another room, and goodness knows what
they might do there. wher you ain’t watch-
ing them.” Then looking about her in an
apologizing way: “*Well, isn’t this place
in a frichtful state; I sometimes think I'll
never get it set to rights again, and then to
think that a person has got to iron all those
things afterwards—its enough to mal

over

we one
weep.’

«“Oh. the ironing is nothing ; I never mind
that,” said her friend: ‘‘and as for your
house Mrs. Mulberry, show me anybody’s
that looks better on wash-day.”

“Yes, that's so, and I really don’t mind
ironing ; John never grumbles about that,
but he is always in bad humor on wash
day, and it I say anything, he says, why
don’t 1 get a woman to heip me ; but bless
me, it would take me half my time watch-
ing her, and my girl scems only in the road
onwash-day. So,to tell the truth, I would
' sooner do the work myself than be bother-
| ed with either of them.”

[ “Just so, just so,” assented the neigh-
| bor: *“and when we have a spell of bad
' weather and two week’s washing gets be-
| fore vou, well it sometimes makes me feel
‘_(“5('(;(1!‘:!;_"‘11.“ and with the hope that the
weather would keep fine and that Master
Mulberry would be more careful in future,
the well-wishing friend departed.
» * * > * .

“Well! well, well,” said Mr. Mulberry,
crossly as he scanned the dinner table,
with his brow wrinkled up tight and a
scowl about his mouth, “1if I'd known it
| was going to be like this, I wouldn’t have
come home to dinner, you may be sure.
Steam ! steam ! steam ! Why, itsall through
' the house ; and then a man’s got to eat a
' cold dinner in the midst of it.”
|« Well, vou know John, this is wash
| day.”

“Yes, wash day! how many wash days
are there in a week P

“Only one, John, and it.can’t very well
be helped,” said the good woman kindly :
““and when the stove is full of boilers and
pots, its hard to cook a dinner.”

“Yes, I suppose so,” grunted her hus-
band. *‘What's the matter with the boy,
he looks like something that would be 1n
| a potato field ? Is that wash 'd:\.\‘. too, or
iarc you going to dress him like that in
| future?”
| “Poor Jack! he fell in the tub, and I
' had to put those clothes on him till 1 get a
' chance to clean him up.”

“Oh! that's it, is it? Well, I hope you
won't let anybody else see a  Mulberry
| dressed in that fashion, that’s all.”

The dinner was eaten in silence.

“Do you think you'll be through by
supper time?" said Mr. Mulberry, sarcas-
ticly, as he put on his overcoat preparatory
to leaving ; *‘because if you don’t, I rather
think I'll wait till you get through.”

“Oh, yves, I'll surely be through by
' then,” said the patient and forbearing little
woman, kindly; “‘but I'll have my ironing
to do tonight.”

“] don’t mind that at all,” said her lord,
softening a little. Then he left the house.

* * * * * *

Two months afterward Mrs. Mulberry
stood in the kitchen looking neat and clean,
with a shining white apron before her, and
merrily humming a tune as she run the
smoothing irons over piece after piece of
white linen. Mr. Mulberry strode in from
an adjoining room, and shoving his hands
far down into his trowsers pockets, he
stood watching his wife as she quietly went
on with her work. Suddenly he said, and
his smile broadened :

*“ Well, my dear; this has been wash-
day, has it not? 1 didn't think I could

washing had to be done, but you seem to
have sﬁvcd the difliculty some way.”

“I'm sure I never used to like to see
wash day coming round,” said the little
woman looking up with a quiet smile;
¢ but just think what a mistake a person
will make for want of thinking. There
I had been working myself to death all
those years, when I could get my washing
done at Ungar’s Laundry for 25 cents a
dozen, and ﬁave it taken away and brought
back into the bargain, and all I have to
do is the ironing, which is something 1
never heard a woman grumble at yet.”

¢ Or a man either,” added Mr. Mulberry
with a little chuckle.

ever teel happy while such a thing as -
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