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marked the strained, anxious look on each 
face, a look that asked what strange thing 
had come uponus. They had been there, 
they said, for some time. Ella, Jim, and 
Bill, who slept alone, had been the first to 
leave their beds. Then father and mother, 
and finally my wife and I, had followed. 
Soon after our arrival there was a fumbling 
at the door, and the two Irish girls, who 
help mother keep house, put in their blue, 
pinched faces. They scarcely waited an 
invitation to come up to the register. 

The room was but dimly lighted, for the 
gas, affected by the fearful chill, was flow- 
ing slowly and threatened to go out, The 
gloom added to the depressing effect of 
our strange situation. Little was said. The 
actual occurrence of strange and unheard- 
of events excites very much less wonder- 
ment than the account of them written or 
rehearsed. Indeed, the feeling of surprise 
often seems wholly left out of the mental 
experience of those who undergo or behold 
the most prodigious catastrophes. The 
sensibility to the marvellous is the one of our 
faculties which is, perhaps, the soonest ex- 
hausted by 2 strain. Human nature takes 
naturally to miracles, after ail. “ What can 
it mean?” was the inquiry a dozen times 
on the lips of each one of us, but beyond 
that, I recall little that was said. Bill, who 
was the joker of the family, had essayed a 
jest or two at first on our strange predica- 
ment, but they had been poorly received. 
The discomfort was too serious, and the 
extraordinary nature of the visitation filled 
every mind with nameless forebodings and 
a great unformed fear. 

We asked each other if our neighbours 
were all in the same plight with ourselves. 
They must be, of course, and many of them 
far less prepared to meet it. There might 
be whole families in the last extremity of 
cold right about us. I went to the window, 
and with my knife scraped away the rime 
of frost, an eighth of an inch thick, which 
obscured it, till I could see out. A whitish- 
gray light was on the landscape. Every 
object seemed still, with a quiet peculiar 
stillness that might be called intense, From 
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the chimneys of some of the houses around, 
thick columns of smoke and sparks were 
pouring, showing that the fires were being 
crowded below. Other chimneys showed 
no smoke at all. Here and there a dull 
light shone from a window. There was no 
other sign of life anywhere. The streets 
were absolutely empty. No one suggested 
trying to communicate with other houses. 
This was a plight in which human con- 
course could avail nothing. 

After piling all the coal on the furnace it 
would hold, the volume of heat rising from 
the register was such as to singe the clothes 
of those over it, while those waiting their 
turn were shivering a few feet off. The 
men of course yielded the nearest places to 
the women, and, as we walked briskly up 
and down in the room, the frost gathered 
on our moustaches. The morning, we said, 
would bring relief, but none of us fully be- 
lieved it, for the strange experience we were 
enduring appeared to imply a suspension of 
the ordinary course of nature. 

A number of cats and dogs, driven from 
‘their accustomed haunts by the intense 
cold, had gathered under the windows, and 
there piteously moaned and whined for en- 
trance. 

Swiftly it grew colder. The iron casing 
of the register was cold in spite of the 
volume of heat pouring through it, Every 
point or surface of metal in the room was 
covered with a thick coating of frost. The 
frost even settled upon a few filaments of 
cobweb in the corners of the room which 
had escaped the housemaid’s broom, and 
which now shone like hidden sins in the 
day of judgment. The door-knob, mop- 
boards, and wooden casings of the room 
glistened. We were so chilled that woollen 
was as cold to the touch as wood or iron. 
There being no more any heat in our bodies, 
the non-conducting quality of a substance 
was no appreciable advantage. To avoid 
the greater cold near the floor, several of 
our number got upon the tables, presenting, 
with their feet tucked under them, an aspect 
that would have been sufficiently laughable 
under other circumstances, But, as a rule,


