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The Family Circle

THE OLD PLAYGROUND.

Our school days they come to us
Like shadows through the liaze;

We view the kindly faces, and we
Mind the kindly ways

OF all the litile boys and girls
We played with jong ago,

Upon the old school playground,
These curty heads of tow.

And, too, the bright and laughing eyes
Arve looking through the mist,
The years have flung about ns,
That we'd forget T wist ;
But all the old-time friendships
Learn to lnager, if to say,
‘Id love 1o take you romping
Out upon that ground to-day !’

I'd love 1o take you romping out
Upon the old board walk,

T'd fain go with you arm in arm,
To have an old-time tali :

T'd like fo see you hustle af
The tap of recess hell,

A lopsyv-turey ene and all
'l weary as 1 dell,

A sad old sivht “tis some would make
Upon that ground to-day,

With Dblear old eves and memories
That lead them far WAy

OF home tiex sadlv torn, alack:
The world were none oo kind

T'd walk with vou and tell it all,
IT vou, old chum, don't mind.

Mow many paths that led mway
From that old hurtling spot
Tlow many faces die in mist
Hlow many joys foroot !
How dear fo ux ‘twill ever he,
The feast that youth had spread ;
Alas? how many of anr throng
Al silent, now e dead! .
The Cafvmbion.
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It was Christmas Eve. The lights were beginning
to gleam through the windows of happy homes and
trace tracks of brilliavcey over the siow, Around a
little shanty on the outskirls of {he city were gronped
a number of rough-looking lahorers who were employed
during these days in making a cut for a new railraad.
They were being paid off now, and many of their faces
already glowed with the anticipated pleasures of the
appreaching night. Though most of them were power-
ful men physically, there was one who towered above
the rest and showed a breadth of shoulder that marked
him out,

e was evidently a rough character. Tn spite of
his poor clothing, be did not seem to mind the cold or
snow of that December evening. He Teaned carelessly
against a telegraph pole, just out of the circle of light.
from an ave lamp, with his collar {urned up and his
soft hat pulled down well over one eye. I had passed
that way by <hance and hecame interested in the pro-
cess of paying off: hut in watching this individual T
soon forgot the other. Mis companions, 1 knew, wero
a wild and twbulent set—hard workers all of them,
but hard drinkers teo when occasion offered, and full
of untamed animal spirits, Locking at the deep chest,
bull’s-neck, and harsh features of this specimen, as he
stood apart and watehed his fellows recejv
T thought T saw before me siv foat-two
and depravity.

e 1heir wages,
of recklessness

In groups of three or four the crowd began to move
up the street. A pair of brightly lighted windows be-.
longing to a dispensary of cheering beverages held out
an invitation that most of them accepted at once. Al
most to a man they poured into the place, and their
hoarse, loud laughter and snatches of song soon told
the tale of increasing jellity. The fellow 1 had been
watching came slowly up the street after his com-
panions, e was counting his money over again and
scemed lost in thought. Just before reaching the doors
that had swallowed up the others, he stood irresolutely.
There was uncertainty written all over him as he alter-
nately glanced at 1he money in his hand and at the
rlowing  windows, Then resolutely thrusting both
hands 1nto the pockets of his coat, he passed the place
hurriedly. A few yavds beyond he pansed and looked
back.  Wouid he return, I asked myself, and throw
away his few hard-earned dollars on drink and a night
of revelry? T felt it was a decisive moment on which
ltuny the happiness of that Christmas for him and for
Lis family, if he had auy, and I breathed a prayer that
the good Motlier of God would give him strength to
win 1he batile. Ile came back a step or two, stopped
agam, then crossed over to the opposite side of the
street, and stood surveying the scene and listening to
ihe coarse laughter and ihe spasmodic attempts at
song. It was too much: with a gesture of despair he
rushed across the street.  Ilis hand was on the door,
when once more he furned and actually ran away.

Whispering a thaukful prayer, I followed him un-
observed.  tle did nol dare look back, but slackening his
pree inte a fast walk lle went on till he came to a
small store combining the offices of a grocery and dry-
goods shop. - This he entered. 1 watched through the
window and saw him lay oul almost his last penny on
edibles and elothes. When he came out I accosted Iiim,
though doubtful of my reception.

“You're one of 1he men from 1he new railroad,
aren’t yon ?’

TYes,? hie sadd a little eraffly, as e eved me sus-
piciously,

CQuit early to-night ¥

“Yesi s in honor of Chrisimas.  They let us off
carly.’

" Well, parden me. but 1 noticed vou going in here
and thought you must be preparing to make this a
nmerry Chreistmas for sotne one.’

e Taughed uervously.,

* Uve iried 1he other track many a tinme, too. Tt's
bad. Tt's hard (o gel off it ouce you've started that
way.’

‘Gomyg home?

The lee was broken.
really vrew enibustastic.

Cllome?  Yes, thal’s it. I'mm going home., Over
at Allion- thal's «ix miles from here—my old mother’s
waiting for me. We've always been together at least
on Christimas Day.  U've got a few new duds for her
here, and something for a Christmas dinner. Tt’l} make
the old wowan happy. TNl be her Santa Claus.’

" Well, good-bye—and * “* Merry Christmas.”’

‘ Merry Christinas.”

And he was off in 1the darlness, starting on his
leng tramp 1o make glad the heart of Lis aged mother.
Tt was another victory for the spirit. of Christmas, and
T am sure that when the angels that night sang ‘ Peace
ta men of good will” their blessing lell abundantly on
the heart that beat wo warmly under that rough ex-
teriovr—Fatlher Hnnne's XNewshoys' Jovrnal.

le thawed completely and

A BARBED QUESTION,

A certain wewly-rich young man, assuming great
airs, was neally squelched a few days ago by a member
of one of cur oldest families, The pompous young
mau had somehow managed fo obtain membership in
a select club, where he assumed a certain attitude and
remarked, in what he imagined to be the proper tone:

" Tt’s dencedly disagreeable, don’tcheknow, to asso-
ciale with one’s mieriors.’ .
' “Ah,’ said 1he other, “how in the world did you
find that out?
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