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THE CHRISTMAS SHADRACH.

BY FRANK R. STOQKTON.

HENEVERI make
a Christmas present [
like it to mean some-
thing, not necessarily my
sentiments toward the
person to whom I give
it, but sometimes an ex-
pression of what I should like that person to
do or to be. In the early part of a certain
winter not very long ago I found myself in a
position of perplexity and anxious concern re-
garding a Christmas present which T wished
to make.

The state of the case was this. There was a
young lady, the daughter of a neighbor and
old friend of my father, who had been grad-
ually assuming relations toward me which were
not only unsatisfactory to me, but were becom-
ing more and more so. Her name was Mil-
dred Bronce. She was between twenty and
twenty-five years of age, and as fine a woman
in every way as one would be likely to meet
in a lifetime. She was handsome, of a tender
and generous disposition, a fine intelligence,
and a thoroughly well-stocked mind, We had
known each other for a long time, and when
fourteen or fifteen Mildred had been my fa-
vorite companion. She was a little younger
than I, and I liked her better than any boy
Iknew. Our friendship had continued through
the years, but of late there had been a change
in it; Mildred had become very fond of me,
and her fondness seemed to have in it certain
elements which annoyed me.

As a girl to make love to no one could be
better than Mildred Bronce; but I had never
made love to her,—at least not earnestly,—
and I did not wish that any permanent con-
dition of loving should be established between
us. Mildred did not seem to share this opin-
iom, for every day it became plainer to me that
she looked upon me as a lover, and that she
was perfectly willing to return my affection.

But T bad other ideas upon the subject.
Into the rural town in which my family passed
the greater part of the year there had recently
come a young lady, Miss Janet Clinton, to
whom my soul went out of my own option. In
some respects, perhaps, she was not the equal
of Mildred, but she was very pretty, she was
small, she had a lovely mouth, was appa-
rently of a clinging nature, and her dark eyes
looked into mine with a tingling effect that no
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other eyes had ever produced. I was in love
with her because I wished to be, and the con-
sciousness of this fact caused me a proud sat-
isfaction. This affair was not the result of
circumstances, but of my own free will.

I wished to retain Mildred’s friendship, I
wished to make her happy; and with this lat-
ter intént in view I wished very much that she
should not disappoint herself in her anticipa-
tions of the future.

Each year it had been my habit to make
Mildred a Christmas present, and I was now
looking for something to give her which would
please her and suit my purpose.

When a man wishes to select a present for
a lady which, while it assures her of his kind
feeling toward her, will at the same time in-
dicate that not only has he no matrimonial
inclinations in her direction, but that it would
be entirely unwise for her to have any such in-
clinations in his direction ; that no matter with
what degree of fondness her heart is disposed
to turn toward him, his heart does not turn
toward her, and that, in spite of all sentiments
induced by long association and the natural
fitness of things, she need never expect to be
to him anything more than a sister, he has, in-
deed, a difficult task before him. But such was
the task which I set for myself.

Day after day I wandered through the shops.
1 looked at odd pieces of jewelry and bric-a-
brac, and at many a quaint relic or bit of art
work which seemed to have a meaning, but
nothing had the meaning I wanted. As to
books, I found none which satisfied me; not
one which was adapted to produce the exact
impression that I desired.

One afternoon I was in a little basement shop
kept by a fellow in a long overcoat, who, so far
as [ was able to judge, bought curiosities but
never sold any. For some minutes I had been
looking at a beautifully decorated saucer of rare
workmanship for which there was no cup to
match, and for which the proprietor informed
me no cup could now be found or manufac-
tured. There were some points in the signifi-
cance of an article of this sort, given as a
present to a lady, which fitted to my purpose,
but it would signify too much: I did not wish
to suggest to Mildred thatshe need never ex-
pect to find a cup. It would be better, in fact,
if I gave her anything of this kind, to send her
acup and saucerentirely unsuited to each other,
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and which could not, under any conditions, be
used together.

I put down -the saucer, and continued my
search among the dusty shelves and ‘cases,

“ How would you like a paper-weight ? ” the
shopkeeper asked. “ Here is something a little
odd,” handing me a piece of dark-colored min-
eral nearly as big as my fist, flat on the un-
der side and of a pleasing irregularity above.
Around the bottom was a band of arabesque
work in some dingy metal, probably, German
silver. I smiled as I took it.

“This is not good enough for a Christmas
present,” I said. “I want something odd, but
it must have some value.”

«“Well,” said the man, “that has no real
value, but there is a peculiarity about it which
interested me when I heard of if, and so I
bought it. This mineral is a piece of what the
iron-workers call shadrach. It is a portion of
the iron or iron ore which passes through the
smelting-furnaces without being affected by the
great heat, and so they have given it the name
of one of the Hebrew youths who was cast into
the fiery furnace by Nebuchadnezzar, and who
came out unhurt. Some people think there is
a sort of magical quality about this shadrach,
and that it can give out to human beings some-
thing of its power to keep their minds cool
when they are in danger of being overheated.
The old gentleman who had this made was sub-
ject to fits of anger, and he thought this piece
of shadrach helped to keep him from giving
way to them. Occasionally he used to leave it
in the house of a hot-tempered neighbor, be-
lieving that the testy individual would be cooled
down for a time, without knowing how the
change had been brought about. I bought a
lot of things of the old gentleman’s widow, and
this among them. I thought I might try it some
time, but I never have.”

T held the shadrach in my hand, ideas con-
cerning it rapidly flitting through my mind.
Why would not this be a capital thing to give to
Mildred ? Ifitshould, indeed, possess the qual-
ity ascribed to it; if it should be able to cool
her liking for me, what better present could I
give her? I did not hesitate long.

“T will buy this,” I said; “but the orna-
mentation must be of a better sort. It is now
too cheap- and tawdry-looking.”

¢ can attend to that for you,” said the shop-
keeper. “I can have it set in a band of gold
or silver filigree-work like this, if you choose.”

I agreed to this proposition, but ordered the
band to be made of silver, the cool tone of that
metal being more appropriate to the character-
istics of the gift than the warmer hues of gold.

When I gave my Christmas present to Mil-
dred shewas pleased with it; its oddity struck
her fancy.
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“] don’t believe anybody ever had such a
paper-weight as that,” she said, as she thanked
me. “ What is it made of ?”

1 told her,and explained what shadrach was;
but I did not speak of its presumed influence
over human beings, which, after all, might be
nothing but the wildest fancy. I did not feel
altogether at my ease, as I added that it was
merely a trifle, a thing of no value except as a
reminder of the season.

“The fact that it is a present from you
gives it value,” she said, as she smilingly raised
her eyes to mine.

I left her house— we were all living in the
city then — with a troubled conscience. What
a deception I was practising upon this noble
girl, who, if she did not already love me, was
plainly on the point of doing so. She had re-
ceived my present as if it indicated a warmth
of feeling on my part, when, in fact, it was the
result of a desire for a cooler feeling on her
part.

But I called my reason to my aid, and I
showed myself that what I had given Mil-
dred — if it should prove to possess any virtue
at all — was, indeed, a most valuable boon.
It was something which would prevent the
waste of her affections, the wreck of her hopes.
No kindness could be truer, no regard for her
happiness more sincere, than the motives which
prompted me to give her the shadrach.

I did not soon again see Mildred, but now
as often as possible 1 visited Janet. She al-
ways received me with a charming cordiality,
and if this should develop into warmer senti-
ments I was not the man to wish to cool them.
In many ways Janet seemed much better suited
tome than Mildred. One ofthe greatest charms
of this beautiful girl was a tender trustfulness,
as if I were a being on whom she could lean
and to whom she could look up. T liked this;
it was very different from Mildred’s manner:
with the latter I had always been well satisfied
if I felt myself standing on the same plane.

The weeks and months passed on, and again
we were all in the country; and here I saw
Mildred often. Our homes were not far apart,
and our families were very intimate. With my
opportunities for frequent observation I could
not doubt that a change had come over her.
She was always friendly when we met, and
seemed as glad to see me as she was to see any
other member of my family, but she was not
the Mildred I used to know. It was plain that
my existence did not make the same impres-
sion on her that it once made. She did not
seem to consider it important whether I came
or went; whether I was in the room or not;
whether I joined a party or stayed away. All
this had been very different. I knew well that
Mildred had been used to consider my pres-
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ence as a matter of much importance, and T
now felt sure that my Christmas shadrach was
doing its work, Mildred was cooling toward
me. Heraffection, or, to put it more modestly,
her tendency to affection, was gently congeal-
ing into friendship. This was highly gratifying
to my moral nature, for every day I was doing
my best to warm the soul of Janet. Whether
or not I succeeded in this I could not be sure,
Janet was as tender and trustful and charming
as ever, but no more so than she had been
months before,

Sometimes I thought she was waiting for an
indication of an increased warmth of feeling on

my part before she allowed the temperature

of her own sentiments to rise. But for one rea-
son and another I delayed the solution of this
problem. Janet was very fond of company,
and although we saw a great deal of each
other, we were not often alone. If we two
had more frequently walked, driven, or rowed
together, as Mildred and I used to do, I think
Miss Clinton would soon have had every op-
portunity of making up her mind about the
fervor of my passion.

The summer weeks passed on, and there was
no change in the things which now principally
concerned me, except that Mildred seemed to
be growing more and more indifferent to me.
From having seemed to care no more for me
than for her other friends, she now seemed to
care less for me than for most people. I do not
mean that she showed a dislike, but she treated
me with a sort of indifference which I did not
fancyatall. This sort of thing had gone too far,
and there was no knowing how much further
it would go. It was plain enough that the
shadrach was overdoing the business.

I was now in a state of much mental dis-
quietude. Greatly as I desired to win the love
of Janet, it grieved me to think of losing the
generous friendship of Mildred — that friend-
ship to which I had been accustomed for the
greater part of my life, and on which, as I
now discovered, I had grown to depend.

In this state of mind I went to see Mildred.
I found her in the library writing. She received
me pleasantly, and was sorry her father was not
at home, and begged that I would excuse her
finishing the note on which she was engaged,
because she wished to get it into the post-office
before the mail closed. Isatdown on the other
side of the table, and she finished her note,
after which she went out to give it to a servant.

Glancing about me, I saw the shadrach, It
was partly under a litter of papers, instead of
lying on them. I took it up, and was looking
at it when Mildred returned. She sat down
and asked me if T had heard of the changes
that were to be made in the time-table of the
railroad. We talked a little on the subject, and

279

then I spoke of the shadrach, saying carelessly
that it might be interesting to analyze the bit
of metal ; there was alittle knob which might
be filed off without injuring it in the least,

“You may take it,” she said, “and make
what experiments you please. I do not use it
much; it is unnecessarily heavy for a paper-
weight.”

From her tone I might have supposed that
she had forgotten that I had given it to her. I
told her that I would be very glad to borrow the
paper-weight for a time, and, putting it into my
pocket, I went away, leaving her arranging her
disordered papers on thetable, and giving quite
as much regard to this occupation as she had
given to my little visit.

I could not feel sure that the absence of the
shadrach would cause any diminution in the
coolness of her feelings toward me, but there
was reason to believe that it would prevent
them from growing cooler. If she should keep
that shadrach she might in time grow to hate
me. I was very glad that T had taken it from
her.

My mind easier on this subject, my heart
turned more freely toward Janet, and, going to
her house, the next day I was delighted to find
her alone. She was as lovely as ever, and as
cordial, but she was flushed and evidently
annoyed.

“lam in a bad humor to-day” she said,
“and T am glad you came to talk to me and
quiet me. Dr. Gilbert promised to take me to
drive this afternoon, and we were going over
to the hills where they find the wild rhododen-
dron, T am told that it is still in blossom up
there, and I want some flowers ever so much
—1I am going to paint them. And besides, I
am crazy to drive with his new horses ; and now
he sends me a note to say that he is engaged.”

This communication shocked me, and I be-
gan to talk to her about Dr, Gilbert. I soon
found that seyeral times she had been driving
with this handsome young physician, but never,
she said, behind his new horses, nor to the rho-
dodendron hills.

Dr. Hector Gilbert was a fine young fellow,
beginning practice in town, and one of my
favorite associates. I had never thought of
him in connection with Janet, but I could now
see that he might make a most dangerous rival.
When a young and talented doctor, enthusias-
tic in his studies, and earnestly desirous of es-
tablishing a practice, and who, if his time were
not fully occupied, would naturally wish that
the neighbors would think that such were the
case, deliberately devotes some hours on I
know not how many days to driving a young
lady into the surrounding country, it may be
supposed that he is really in love with her.
Moreover, judging from Janet’s present mood,
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this doctor’s attentions were not.without en-
couragement,

I went home: I considered the state of af-
fairs ; I ran my fingers through my hair; I
gazed steadfastly upon the floor. Suddenly I
rose. I had had an inspiration; I' would give
the shadrach to Dr. Gilbert.

I went immediately to the doctor’s office,
and found him there. He too was not in a
very good humor.

7T have had two old ladies here nearly all
the afternoon, and they have bored me to
death,” he said. “I could not get rid of them
because I found they had made an appoint-
ment with each other to visit me to-day and
talk over a hospital plan which I proposed
some time ago and which is really very im-
portant to me, but I wish they had chosen
some other time to come here. What is that
thing ? ”

« That is a bit of shadrach,” I said, “made
into a paper-weight.” And then I proceeded
to explain what shadrach is, and what pe-
culiar properties it must possess to resist the
power of heat, which melts other metal appa-
rently of the same class; and I added that I
thought it might be interesting to analyze a bit
of it and discover what fire-proof constituents
it possessed.

«T should like to do that” said the doc-
tor, attentively turning over the shadrach in his
hand. “Can I take off a piece of it?”

«T will give it to you,” said I, ““ and you can
make what use of it you please. Ifyou do ana-
lyze it I shall be very glad indeed to hear the
results of your investigations.”

The doctor demurred a little at taking the
paper-weight with such a pretty silver ring
around it, but I assured him that the cost of
the whole affair was trifling, and I should
be gratified if he would take it. He accepted
the gift,and was thanking me, when a patient
arrived, and I departed.

I really had no right to give away this pa-
per-weight, which, in fact, belonged to Mildred,
but there are times when 2 man must keep his
eyes on the chief good, and not think too much
about other things. Besides, it was evident that
Mildred did not care in the least for the bit of
metal, and she had virtually given it to me.

There was another point which I took into
consideration. It might be that the shadrach
might simply cool Dr. Gilbert’s feelings toward
me, and that would be neither pleasant nor ad-
vantageous. IfI could have managed matters
so that Janet could have given it to him, it
would have been all right. But now all that
I could do was to wait and see what would
happen. Ifonly the thing would cool the doctor
in a general way, that would help. He might
then give more thought to his practice and
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his hospital ladies, and let other people take
Janet driving,

About a week after this I met the doctor;
he seemed in a hurry, but I stopped him. I
had a curiosity to know if he had analyzed the
shadrach, and asked him about it.

«No,”said he; “Thaven’t doneit. Thaven't
had time. Iknocked off a piece of it, and I will
attend to it when I get a chance. Good day.”

Of course if the man was busy he could not
be expected to give his mind to a trifling mat-
ter of that sort, but I thought that he need not
have been so curt about it. I stood gazing
after him as he walked rapidly down the street.
Before I resumed my walk I saw him enter
the Clinton house. Things were not going on
well. The shadrach had not cooled Dr. Gil-
bert’s feelings toward Janet.

But because the doctor was still warm in
his attentions to the gitl I loved, I would not
in the least relax my attentions to her. I vis-
ited her as often as I could find an excuse to
doso. Therewas generallysome one else there,
but Janet’s disposition was of such gracious
expansiveness that each one felt obliged to be
satisfied with what he got, much as hemayhave
wished for something different.

But one morning Janetsurprised me. 1 met
her at Mildred’s house, where I had gone to
borrow a book of reference. Although I had
urged her not to put herself to so much trou-
ble, Mildred was standing on a little ladder
looking for the book, because, she said, she
knew exactly what I wanted, and she was sure
she could find the proper volume better than I
could. Janethad beensitting in a window-seat
reading, but when I came in she put down
her book and devoted herself to conversation
with me. I was a little sorry for this, because
Mildred was very kindly engaged in doing me
a service, and I really wanted to talk to her
about the book she was looking for, Mildred
showed so much of her old manner this morn-
ing that I would have been very sorry to have
her think that I did not appreciate her return-
ing interestin me. Therefore, whileunderother
circumstances 1 would have been delighted to
talk to Janet, I did not wish to give her so
much of my attention then. But Janet Clinton
was a girl who insisted on people attending to
her when she wished them to do so, and, hav-
ing stepped through an open door into the gar-
den, she presently called me to her. Of course
I had to go.

« T will not keep you a minute from your fel-
low student,” she said, “but I want to ask a
favor of you.” And into her dark, uplifted eyes
there came a look of tender trustfulness clearer
than any I had yet seen there. “Don’t you
want to drive me to the rhododendron hills? "
she said. “I suppose the flowers are all gone by
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this time, but I have never been there, and I
should like ever so much to go.”

I could not help remarking that I thought
Dr. Gilbert was going to take her there.

“ Dr, Gilbert, indeed!” she said with a little
laugh. “ He promised once, and did n’t come,
and the next day he planned for it it rained.
I don’t think doctors make very good escorts,
anyway, for you can’t tell who is going to be
sick just as you are about to start on a trip.
Besides there is no knowing how much botany
I should have to hear, and when I go on a
pleasure-drive I don’t care very much about
studying things. But of course I don’t want
to trouble you.”

“Trouble!” I exclaimed, * It will give me
the greatest delight to take you that drive or
any other, and at whatever time you please.”

“You are always so good and kind,” she
said, with her dark eyes again upraised. “And
now let us go in and see if Mildred has found
the book.” '

I spoke the truth when I said that Janet's
proposition delighted me. To take a long drive
with that charming girl, and at the same time
to feel that she had chosen me asher compan-
ion, was a greater joy than I had yet had reason
to expect ; but it would have been a more sat-
isfying joy if she had asked me in her own
house and not in Mildred’s; if she had not
allowed the love which I hoped was growing
up between her and me to interfere with the
revival of the old friendship between Mildred
and me.

But when we returned to the library Mildred
was sitting at a table with a book before her,
opened at the passage I wanted.

T have just found it,” she said with a smile.
¢ Draw up a chair, and we will look over these
maps together. I want you to show me how
he traveled when he left his ship.”

“Well, if you two are going to the pole,”
said Janet, with her prettiest smile, ¢ I will go
back to my novel.” '

She did not seem in the least to object to
my geographical researches with Mildred, and
if the latter had even noticed my willingness
to desert her at the call of Janet, she did not
show it. Apparently she was as much a good
comrade as she had ever been. This state of
things was gratifying in the highest degree.
If I could be loved by Janet and still keep
Mildred as my friend, what greater earthly joys
could I ask?

The drive with Janet was postponed by wet
weather. Day after day it rained, or the skies
were heavy, and we both agreed that it must be
in the bright sunshine that we would make this
excursion. When weshould makeit,andshould
be alone together on the rhododendron hill, I
intended to open my soul to Janet.
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It may seem strange to others, and at the
time it also seemed strange to me, but there was
another reason besides the rainy weather which
prevented my declaration of loveto Janet, This
was a certain nervous anxiety in regard to my
friendship for Mildred. I did not in the least
waver in my intention to use the best endeav-
ors to make the one my wife, but at the same
time I was oppressed bya certain alarm thatin
carrying out this project I might act in such
a way as to wound the feelings of the other.

This disposition to consider the feelings of
Mildred became so strong that T began to think
that my own sentiments were in need of con-
trol. It was not right that while making love
to one woman I should give so much consid-
eration to my relations with another. The idea
struck me that in a measure I had shared the
fate of those who had thrown the Hebrew
youths into the fiery furnace. My heart had
not been consumed by the flames, but in throw-
ing the shadrach into what I supposed were
Mildred’s affections it was quite possible that
I had been singed by them. At any rate my
conscience told me that under the circum-
stances my sentiments toward Mildred were
too warm ; in honestly making love to Janet 1
ought to forget them entirely.

It might have been a good thing, I told my-
self, if I had not given away the shadrach, but
kept it as a gift from Mildred. Very soon after
I reached this conclusion it became evident
to me that Mildred was again cooling in my
direction as rapidly as the mercury falls after
sunset on a September day. This discovery
did ot make my mercury fall ; in fact, it brought
it for a time nearly to theboiling-point. I could
not imagine what had happened. I almost
neglected Janet, so anxious was I to know
what had made this change in Mildred.

Weeks passed on, and I discovered nothing,
exceptthat Mildred had now become more than
indifferent to me. She allowed me to see that
my companionship did not give her pleasure.

Janet had her drive to the rhododendron
hills, but she took it with Dr, Gilbert and not
with me. When I heard of this it pained me,
though I could not help admitting that I de-
served the punishment; but my surprise wasal-
most as great as my pain, for Janet had recently
given me reason to believe that she had a very
small opinion of the young doctor. In fact, she
had criticized him so severely that I had been
obliged to speak in his defense. I now found
myselfinamost doleful quandary, and there was
only one. thing of which I could be certain—1I
needed cooling toward Mildred if I still allowed
myself to hope to marry Janet.

One afternoon I was talking to Mr. Bronce
in his library, when, glancing toward the table
used by his daughter for writing purposes, I was
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astounded to see, lying on a little pile of letters,
the Christmas shadrach. As soon as I could
get an opportunity I took it in my hand and
eagerly examined it. I had not been mistaken.
It was the paper-weight I had given Mildred.
There was the silver band around it, and there
was the place where a little piece had been
knocked off by the doctor. Mildred was not
_at home, but I determined that I would wait
and see her. I would dine with the Bronces;
I would spend the evening; I would stay all
night; I would not leave the house until I had
had this mystery explained. She returned in
about half an hour and greeted me in the some-
what stiff manner she had adopted of late ; but
when she noticed my perturbed expression and
saw that I held the shadrach in my hand, she
took a seat by the table, where for some time
I had been waiting for her, alone.

I suppose you want to ask me about that
paper-weight,” she remarked.

“Indeed I do,” I replied. “ Howin the world
did you happen to getitagain? "

“ Again?” she repeated satirically. “ You
may well say that. I will explain it to you.
Some little time ago I called on Janet Clinton,
and on herwriting- “desk I sawthatpaper-weight.
I remembered it perfectly. Itwas the one you
gave me last Christmas and afterward bor-
rowed of me, saying that you wanted to ana-
lyze it, or something of the sort. I had never
used it very much, and of course was willing
that you should take it, and make experiments
with it if you wanted to, but I must say that
the sight of it on Janet Clinton’s desk both
shocked and angered me. I asked her where
she got it, and she told me a gentleman had
given it to her. I did not need to waste any
words in inquiring who this gentleman was, but
I determined that she should not rest under a
mistake in regard to its proper ownership, and
told her plainly that the person who had given
it to her had previously given it to me ; that it
was mine, and he had no right to give it to any
one else. ‘Oh,ifthatis the case,’sheexclaimed,
‘take it, I beg of you. I don’t care for it, and,
what is more, I don’t care any more for the man
who gave it to me than I do for the thing it-
self.’ So I took it and brought it home with
me. Now you know how I happened to have
it again.”

For a moment I made no answer. Then I
asked her how long it had been since she had
received the shadrach from Janet Clinton.

¢ Oh, I don’t remember exactly," she said ;
‘it was several weeks ago.’

Now I knew everything; all the mysteries
of the past were revealed to me. The young
doctor, fervid in his desire to please the woman
he loved, had given Janet this novel paper-
weight. From that moment she had begun to
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regard his attentions with apathy, and finally —
her nature was one which was apt to go to ex-
tremes—to dislike him. Mildred repossessed
herself of the shadrach, which she took, not as
a gift from Janet, but as her rightful property,
presented to her by me. And this horrid little
object, probably with renewed power, had
cooled, almost frozen indeed, the sentiments
of that dear girl toward me. Then, too, had
the spell been taken from Janet’s inclinations,
and she had gone to the rhododendron hills
with Dr. Gilbert.

One thing was certain. /7 must haye that
shadrach,

# Mildred,” I exc]almed “will you not give
me this paper -weight ? Give it to me for my
own?”

“What do you want to do with it?” she
asked sarcastically. * Analyze it again?”

¢ Mildred,” said I, “I did not give it to Ja-
net. I gave it to Dr. Gilbert, and he must
have given it to her. I know I had no right
to give it away at all, but I did not believe that
you would care; but now I beg that you will
let me have it. Let me have it for my own,
I assure you solemnly I will never give it away.
It has caused trouble enough already.”

“T don’t exactly understand what you mean
by trouble,” she said,  but take it if you want
it. You are perfectly welcome.” And picking
up her gloves and hat from the table she
left me.

As I walked home my hatred of the wretched
piece of metal in my hand increased with every
step. T looked at it with disgust when I went
to bed that night, and when my glance lighted
upon it the next morning I involuntarily shrank
from it, as if it had been an evil thing. Oyer
and over again that day I asked myself why
I should keep in my possession something
which would make my regard for Mildred grow
less and less; which would eventually make
me care for her not at all? The very thought
of not caring for Mildred sent a pang through
my heart.

My feelings all prompted me torid myself

of what I looked upon as a calamitous talis-
man, but my reason interfered. If I still wished
to marry Janet it was my duty to welcome in-
difference to Mildred.
» " In this mood I went out, to stroll, to think,
o decide ; ; and that I mi ght be ready to act on
my decision I put the shadrach into my pocket.
Without exactly intending it I walked toward
the Bronce place, and soon found myself on
the edge of a pretty pond which lay at the foot
of the garden. Here, in the shade of a tree,
there stood a bench, and on this lay a book,
an ivory paper-cutter in its leaves as marker.

I knew that Mildred had left that book on
the bench; it was her habit to come to this
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place to read. As she had not taken the vol-
ume with her, it was probable that she intended
soon to return, But then the sad thought came
to me that if she saw me there she would not
return. I picked up the book; I read the pages
she had been reading. As I read I felt that
I could think the very thoughts thatshe thought
as she read. I was seized with a yearning to
be with her, to read with her, to think with
her. Never had my soul gone out to Mildred
as at that moment, and yet, heavily dangling
in my pocket, I carried—1I could not bear to
think of it. Seized by a sudden impulse, I put
down the book ; I drew out the shadrach, and,
tearing off the silver band, I tossed the vile bit
of metal into the pond.

“There!” I cried. “ Go outof my posses-
sion, out of mysight! You shall work no charm
onme. Letnaturetakeits course,and let things
happen as they may.” Then, relieved from the
weight on my heart and the weight in my
pocket, I went home.

Nature did take its course, and in less than
a fortnight from that day the engagement of
Janet and Dr. Gilbert was announced. I had
done nothing to prevent this, and the news did
not disturb my peace of mind; but my rela-
tions with Mildred very much disturbed it. I
had hoped that, released from the baleful in-
fluence of the shadrach, her friendly feelings
toward me would return, and my passion for
her had now grown so strong that I waited
and watched, as a wrecked mariner waits and
watches for the sight of a sail, fora sign that
she had so fdr softened toward me that T might
dare to speak to her of my love. ‘But 1o such
sign appeared.

I now seldom visited the Bronee house ; no
one of that family, once my best friends, seemed
to care to see me. Evidently Mildred’s feel-
ings toward me had extended themselves to
the rest of the household. This was not sur-
prising, for her family had long been accus-
tomed to think as Mildred thought.

One smet Mr. Bronce at the post-office,
and, some other gentlemen coming up,we be-
gan to talk of a proposed plan to introduge
system of water-works into the village, an‘§m-=
provement much desired by many of us.

comes from an excellent, rapid-flowing spring.
I want nothing better.”

A chill ran through me as I listened. The
shadrach was in that pond. Every drop of
water which Mildred drank, which touched
her, was influenced by that demoniacal paper-
weight, which, without knowing what I was
doing, I had thus bestowed upon the whole
Bronce family. :

When I went home I made diligent search
for a stone which might be about the size and
weight of the shadrach, and having repaired
to a retired spot I practised tossingitas I had
tossed the bit of metal into the pond. Ineach
instance I measured the distance which T had
thrown the stone, and was at last enabled to
make a very fair estimate of the distance to
which I had thrown the shadrach when I had
buried it under the waters of the pond.

That night there was a half-moon, and be-
tween eleven and twelve o’clock, when every-
body in our village might be supposed to be in
bed and asleep, I made my way over the fields
to the back of the Bronce place, taking withme
a long fish-cord with a knot in it, showing the
average distance to which I had thrown the
practice stone. When I reached the pond I
stood as nearly as possible in the place by the
bench from which I had hurled the shadrach,
and to this spot I pegged one end of the cord.
I was attired inan old tennis suit, and, having
removed my shoes and stockings, T entered
the water, holding the roll of cord in my hand.
This I slowly unwound as I advanced toward
the middle of the pond, and when I reached
the knot I stopped, with the water above my
waist.

I had found the bottom of the pond yery
smooth, and free from weeds and mud, and I
now began feeling about with my bare feet, as
I moved from side to side, describing a small
arc; but I discovered nothing more than an
occasional pebble no larger than a walnut.

Letting out some more of the cord, I ad-
vanced a little farther into the center of the
pond, and slowly described another'arc. The
water was now nearly up to my armpits, but it
was not cold, though if it had been I do not
think I should have minded it in the ardor of

wi
-

“So far as [ am concerned,” said Mr. Bro
“ ] am not now in need of anything of the so
Since I set up my steam-pump 1 have sup-

'my search. Suddenly I put my foot on some-
‘thing hard and as big as my fist, but in an%
stant it moved away from under my foot; N,

plied my house from the pond at the end of
my garden with all the water we can possibly
want for every purpose.”

“ Do you mean,” asked one of the gentle-
men, “ that you get your drinking-water in that
way ? "

¢ Certainly,” replied Mr. Bronce. “Thebasin
of the pond is kept as clean and in as good
order as any reservoir can be, and the water

must have been a turtle. This occurrence made
me shiver a little, but I did not swerve from
my purpose, and, loosing the's'tx_-in?a little more,
I went farther into the pond. The water was
now nearly up to my chin, and there was some-
thing weird, mystical, and awe-inspiring in
standing thus in the depths of this silent wa-
ter, my eyes so near its gently rippling surface,
fantastically lighted by the setting moon, and
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tenanted by nobody knew what cold and slip-
pery creatures. But from side to side I slowly
moved, reaching out with my feet in every di-
rection, hoping to touch the thing for which I
sought.

Suddenly I set my right foot upon something
hard and irregular. Nervously I feit it with my
toes. I patted it with my bare sole. It was as
big as the shadrach ! It felt like the shadrach.
In a few moments I was almost convinced that
the direful paper-weight was beneath my foot.

Closing my eyes, and holding my breath, I
stoopeg down into the water, and groped on
the bottom with my hands. In some way I
had moved while stooping, and at first I could
find nothing. A sensation of dread came over
me as I felt myself in the midst of the dark sol-
emn water,— around me, above me, every-
where,—almost suffocated, and apparently de-
serted even by the shadrach. But justas I felt
that I could hold my breath no longer my fin-
gers touched the thing that had been under
my foot, and, clutching it, I rose and thrust my
head outof the water. I could donothinguntill
had taken two orthree longbreaths; then, hold-
mng up the object in my hand to the light of
the expiring moon, I saw that it was like' the
shadrach ; so like, indeed, that I felt that it
must be it.

Turning, I made my way out of the water
as rapidly as possible, and, dropping on my
knees on the ground, I tremblingly lighted the
lantern which I had left on the bench, and
turned its light on the thing Thad found. There
must be no mistake; if this was not the shad-
rach T would go in again. But there was no
necessity. for reéntering the pond; it E{g.ﬁ‘ the

shadrach. e

s  With the extinguished lantern in ong hand
and the lump of mineral eyil in the other, I hur-
ried home, My wet clothes were sticky and
chilly in"the night air. Several times in my
haste I stumbléd over clods and briers; and
my shoes, which I had not taken time to tie,
flopped upand down as I ran. But I cared for
none of these discomforts; the shadrach was
in my power.

Crossing a wide field I heard, not far away, =

the tramping of h(?'s, as of a horseman ap-

. oroaching at fullspeed. I stopped and looked

ingthe direction of the sound. My eyes had
whecomesoaccustomed to the dim light that

i coiﬂ'd..,ﬂistinguish objects somewhat plainly,
and I quickly perceived that the animal that
was gallopigg toward me was a bull. I well
_knew what bull'it was; this was Squire Star-
ling’s pasture-field, and that was his great Al-
derney bull, Ramping Sir John of Ramapo 11.

I was well acquainted with that bull, re-
nowned throughout the neighborhood for his
savage temper and his noble pedigree—son of
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Ramping Sir John of Ramapo 1., whose sire
was the Great Rodolphin, son of Prince Maxi-
mus of Granby, one of whose daughters aver-
aged eighteen pounds of butter a week, and
who, himself, had killed two men.

The bull, who had not perceived me when
I crossed the field before, for I had then made
my way with as little noise as possible, was now
bent on punishing my intrusion upon his do-
mains, and bellowed as he came on. I wasin
a position of great danger. With my flopping
shoes it was impossible to escape by flight; I
must stand and defend myself, T turned and
faced the furious creature, who was not twenty
feet distant, and then, with all my strength, I
hurled the shadrach, which T held in my right
hand, directly at his shaggy forehead. My abil-
ity to project a missile was considerable, for 1
had held, with credit, the position of pitcher
in a base-ball nine, and as the shadrach struck
the bull’'s head with a great thud he stopped
as if he had suddenly run against a wall.

I do not know that actual and violent con-
tact with the physical organism of a recipient
accelerates the mfluence of a shadrach upon
the mental organism of said recipient, but I
do know that the contact of my projectile with
that bull's skull instantly cooled the animal’s
fury. For a few moments he stood and looked
at me, and then his interest in me as a-man
and trespasser appeared to fade away, and,
moving slowly from me, Ramping Sir John of
Ramapo I1. began to crop the grass.
ot stop to look for theshadrach ; I con-
y disposed of. So 18ng as Squire
hat field for a pasture connois-
ral fragments would®not be a
to wander through it, and when it should' [
plowed, the shadrach, to ordinary eyes no more
thén a common stone, would be buried be-
neath the sod. I awoke the next morning re-
freshed and happy, and none the worse for my
wet walk. :

# Now,” I said to myself, ¢ nat
have her own way. Ifthe unca
ieand that of those I love, 168
rht in by me.” ~
out a week after this I dined with the
ce family. They were very cordial, and
emed to me the most natural thing in the
rld to be sitting at their table. After dinner
ildred and I walked together in the garden.
It was g charming evening, and we sat down
on the bench by the edge of the pond. I spoke
to her of seme passages in the book I had once
seen there.

#0Oh, have you read that ?” she asked with
interest.

“T have seen only two pages of it,” I said,
“and those I read in the volume you left on
this bench, with a paper-(iu;tter m it for a

oy




THE MIDNIGHT CALL.

marker. I long to read more and talk with
you of what I have read.”

“ Why, then, did n't you wait? You might
have known that I would come back.”

I did not tell her that I knew that because
I was there she would not have come. But
before I left the bench I discovered that here-
after, wherever I might be, she was willing to
come and to stay.

Earry in the next spring Mildred and I
were married, and on our wedding-trip we
passed through a mining district in the moun-
tains. Here we visited one of the great iron-
works, and were both much interested in wit-
nessing the wonderful power of ‘man, air, and
fire over the stubborn king of metals.

“ What is this substance ? ” asked Mildred
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of one of the officials who was conducting us
through the works.

“That,” said the man, ‘“is what we call
shad—7”

# My dear,” I cried, “ we must hurry away
this instant or we shall lose the train. Come;
quick ; there is not a moment for delay.” And
with a word of thanks to the guide I seized
her hand and led her, almost running, into the
open air.

Mildred was amazed.

“ Never before,” she exclaimed, “have®I
seen you in such a hurry. Ithought th§ train
we decided to take did not leave for al least
an hour.” >

“1 have changed my mind,” I said, “and
think it will be a great deal better for us to
take the one which leaves in ten minutes.”

Frank R. Stockion.

THE MIDNIGHT CALL.

THE night had settled down
On the roofs of the little town
In its mountain-hollow asleep.
There was neither color nor sound
Between the sky and the ground
Wrapped in that shadow deep. ~

The poplars stood up black,
With the sunless west at the back,
And the spectral river below ;
And the staring hollyhock-heads
Had lost their blues and reds
In a straight and somber row.

Till over the hills remote, d
With a splendor the dark that smote,
Suddenly rose the moon;;
And a strange and ghostly light
In a moment filled the night,
Like the wraith of an autumn noon.

The scarlet leaves gleamed out
On the gray boughs all about,
- Like a low and ﬂlckerlnrr flame :
trance of death
Color and sound, in a breath,
To valley and hillside came. -

For the clamor of fife and drum
Startled the echoes dumb

To the march of a wandering band
That down through the shadows went,
Crying, “ Repent! Repent!

The day of the Lord is at hand !

In time to the moving feet,
Through the quiet village street
The strains rang on before,
Till the ever-waxing di
Wakened the sleepers within
To gaze from'window and door.

There was hurrying up and down,
And a stir through all the town,
A stir of doubt and fear,
AS they heard, at the dead of night,
In the mystieal, cold moonlight,
The day of the Lord is near.

But the pastor, bent and gray

With the burden of many a day,
Through the growing tumult broke

With solemn voice and word, *

“Each day is the day of the Lord !”
To the startled throng he spoke.

“Harken, my people,” said he.
“Whgr fear ye this band to see

T'hat goeth with shout and song ?
All days of our mortal breath,
Whether for life or for death,

To the God who gave belong.

Let a life of praise and prayer
For that awful hour preparé

Which cometh unknown to each!
Who knoweth that hour, O men?
Each day is the Lord’s! " again

He cried, with reverent speech.

Slowly they bowed the head
To the words their pastor said,
While the sobbing and tumult died.
Out of the shadows black =« o
Women and men went back, -
Silently, side by side. -

And the shouts and the trumpet-blast
Of the dim procession passed
Through the valley and over the hill ;*
Till again, in the quiet night,
"Neath the mystical, cold moonlight,
The sleeping town lay still,

Kate Putnam O.s‘gaagt



