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MARK CHESTER.

CHATTER T.
ALUNE, YET KOT ALDNE.

It was New Year's eye, The hright golden sum of
Honthern California  was rapllly ainking toward the
hotizgon, The sky waz clear and eloudlesg—ioo eloud-
fesz, In facr, to euit the repehmen and Ceolc-growoers
of thiz semi-tropical lnnd which was piarched awd arid,
chirsting for the <lood ood the raie which woold oot
oonme.

The watera of the Pacific lay elear and placld; but
very few people were gteaping upon the beach al this
season, espeeially ot this time of day. Although the
afternoan  bas bect suooy, awl cowparatively warm,
yob all Californians koew that the instant the last rays
of the zon dispppeared, the night wonld be clear nnd
very cold.

Hadondo beach wda neary dogeeted: Ewo or three
zmall figshing boats were beiog draws sshore by weary
Gulicrmen and ope after anotber of these men hpstoned
inland, & eouple of long “yellow-taile' dopgling from
cach  haned,

The sun, by thia time, had disappeaced, and the eold,
uneomforiable night was fast appeeaching: the twilight
teing exepodingly short in this part of the warld.

The beach is now spparently degerted—no, not gquite
—one solitary fignee i3 sitting motionless on that fac-off
hench, the very last beach toward the sonth. It woald
anpm that this person, whoover he may b, wishes to ca-
cape ohEervation. As he ecapnot aee ws, howaver, we
will observe him as closely as possible,
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It grows daorker aud darker ench moment, ol now
he iz ewallowed up within the darkoess amd becomes
invisible, not to us, Loweser; we ecan ges, amd hear, aml
mderstaml. Is Lie & tmwyp thet be deoes oot sesk home
aid warmth on ihis chill Xew Year's eve? 1le acarcely
looks like a4 vaganboond. Ile i3 2 young man—not over
one amd twenty at the wosl—with a fice, infelligent face,
Ligh, broad brow, large, dark blue eyes, firm chin, booead
shoulders, strong, supple, and well-beilt; his expression
is frapk aod genizl, his elothing, and general appearance
lean and reapeciable. The oight haz set in eold aod
dark.  Ile shivers am the chilly air penstrates to the
very marrow of Lis bones. e louks slightly dejected,
atill there i3 a brave, letermined air abont him that i
irresiatible: we fil curselves i love with him at onee.
Futting his haml into bis pocket he draws Forth an ald,
obaolete colo—one mille Boappizg it lighty into the air
with hip thumb ood Ooeger, he moolbeoss

“This mite eopstiludes oll the wealllh T bhave in this
wiorld—a preseal from Saoly Claws ten years ago—
fonnd 1t among other toys ooy stecking—was sure, at
that time, it was guol old Banla (Rans himself whae
filled my Christmas stocking wilh pgifis; but the fast
fleetineg years have dispelled my boerish  illogioo:  the
gifls were from you, my Jear zaioled mother, tryiong o
make Foar boy bappy. How well I remember, after
pulling out all 1he toyz, Leeling somethiog atill et in
the extreme eml ol the Loe of the seck; aond afler Ssh-
ing, with clumsy Oogers, [or couke e Lme, deawing
thiz mill forth trivmphaotly, It was eacefolly wrapped
op in 8 note—ny precions Iide mill! The oote was in
my mother's handwriliong, I well remember my sarprise
at this. I should Tke to soe Haota Clavs with my own
eves, [ thouwsght: Lat the note ran thus:

“eMear boy: Thiz s all the woney T can give you.
There are s0 many thousowds of children that even g
mill to each would Yw mere than T eould carey: Ay
Zleigh would Be tos heayiy for the Qeel reiodeer god [
ghanld not get round (o diew, T Teaes But thia mill shall
veb prove a fortune to xon All youo bhave te do, when
vou desire anything while you Hve, i2 to toke this Tiete
coin from your pocket, where I hope Fou will always keap
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it aml, while gaxing opon it intently, repeat o yourself
this formula or prayer.  “Doear mothee: wlerever yon
may Lo, within the Tholt)ess aniverse, eome to Your boy!
I weed your love, 3our belp, In the name of SBanis
Clans, I conjure vou!  Come, oh, eomel”™  Yoor mother
shiall hear your prayer aml comee 1o Fon,  Thiz bs the
last il Best gift of Sanea Claus’

“Thid ig the Oest G, sipee ey Jdear ionotbher's death,
that 1 have bLeeo witerly alesticole and Torlern—ile first
night of my Life that T have ever foond mysclf without
fond or ebelter—ihi=, Al first dirwe Lhat T luve fovmd it
nece=aary to take dhe livdle voin in ooy hands, For the
purpose of repealiong the prarer.

“Uather; dear mother! Do oyon atill live somewlhore
within the limitless univerae? [f 20, whore, ob, where
are yon, my mother? My mindl ne longer acoepls {he
wyth, Baucn Clans. How well T now kuow thal b was
the hawds of wr ewn wmother that had soofed the liitlo
sock with toys, that had plaeed the mM, with e wote,
in the tes of Lhe slocking,

i oeoin, then, Is e be 1l Aelisman betwesn her
#oml and mine, This 1o mill, fs o] the wealth I have
im the world, Terbhaps iL mweay prove te e of more worth
than the millions of 2 Vawlerbilt, or a Rockefeller,

“Houl of my mather; come to me nowl I know not
what 1o do! [ cannot remnain ont in thia cold all might,
aud withont moner I eannot obtain shelter and o bed,
I would soonor frocze and stavre than hog. Nor heg 1
never willl  Certainly, [ mar be alble to find employ-
ment when the morping comes.  The boat aecived hece
Inte wanmld my last ecnl was expended. They told e QL
was asome eizhteen or vwventy iles o Los Angeles, the
city T wizh Lo regel, Mo Deozee T might start aed walk
all night, but I should present o sorey appearaoce o the
morming.  Cold, wearr, aokempt sod hungry, my oap-
pepranee  would oot bo very prepossessiog. I shonld
simply be leoked upoen as a leaoip, fod thoo, T am sore,
all bope wonld be gone.

“No: [ much prefer to remain here gnd improve any
opportunity that mary present iteelf in 1he morning,

“Ugh!™ he mntlersd. “How excendingly eold it ia!
Beallv, T am thoroughly ehilled, Not o bhoman belog
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in sight, aoywhere. Ab, the moon iz rising over Foo-
der Bbill!  The sand-denes ong there ook ae cold aod
desolate 2z wy own heart is at this moment. The face
of the full moon scems ag clear az ervatal and gz cold.

ST wopder if the peaple in this pard of the world zre
s ecold amd sharp o2 their atmoaphers? 1 so, [ may
pot expeet much eynpathy.

“IMow starilingly clear all ohjects are, wow that the
mwoon iz up. [ wonld much rather the darkness envered
me,

“When at home, T could, ot leasi, hide myself within
a Lindon fog. The nighls were warm In Africa; in
Chins the people wore zvnpathetie; in Tndia they ook
me by the haond aond called e brother; but 1 Enow gh-
solutely wothlog aboul this new  world—this  America,
If wy life here shoald prove az cold and barren gz this,
my firet cotrapec Mte this conatrr, it will he Jddesolate
inbesd. .

“What a pumber of NHilde shasties there are all along
iz heach, too be sore: besidios, o good wooy lends, bot
that great botel over Lheee looka like o palace, or e
gracdert bungalow §n o]l Todla.  Palpees, maesions, col-
tames, shanfies apd lenlz, seenn oo malke wp this town.
Ah! ser I remcimber. Thiz Iz o sca-zile pesort. Ooe
of those smallest Leots, ond a boed, woold mwake me
happy tonizht, at leazl; Tot even thet § eannol oblain™

He rubbed the coin seaartly between hiz o thamb oaod
finrer: It slislened softly in the bright rars of the mouon.
He sat gpasing slendly at 5t A st passced over lis
eyes 2z he pased, The feptures of hiz own dear mwother
tecame distoetly visihle o hios, and ber sofl, levine
ever  woere gasing  directly into hig own, TIe thooght
that her warm grmsz enfolded him: bhee long Leir swept
about him, and az it did so, glowing warmeh flled hia
entire body, A mother's soft, warm kizses were prossed
on cheel and brow; and 2l this geemed as renl to him
as thongh she had aceaally beeo theee in o mortal forim.
A aoft volce whispered:

“AMy son—my own dear bor!  Behold, I am here at
vour call. The TUniverse je not =0 vast that your ery
ecannot feach me. My osoeul is not =0 Impotent that it
eannot protect my child, My son, {here s only a thin
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vell between us, and vour earnest desire has rent even
that aspnder. The veil = oot lopeneirable. You have
come hot a little way to mest me, aml, see! I am here,
Cheer up, dear boy; food, ghelter, aml o bed shall be
yonrs thiz cold night. Your hody shall not guffer. Keep
your roul pure znd Lricht. Brighten up that little eoin,
dear: let not a spot or llemish be upon it It shall be g
tokem Twtween thes and me, and when yon desice my
aid, gaze wpon its Lrizht swrfoee ioteatly; this will help
to part the vel between wa aod we will couverse to-
goether,

*T will ¢id apd comfort thee, mr child, far more Dow
shan I showld be able to do Of [ were atill in the moctal
form, It iz Letter as ir is, for W [ were within the
bedy T might not be here to szt thee, bet now wher-
ever thon art there ean 1 he alao,

"ozt =ee that little hoat !mﬂving toward the shoveT
In it Iz o belpted fisherman., Upon him T owill throw
wy IoToenes, aml he will Le Lind to thee, I bave
By poolized thee, iy =opn, [ wll] plag hypnotize him.

“Farcwel]l for a gpace.



