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"Merry Cbristmas, Lizzie; sane to you, jean. Coule on into the bouse,
bothi of ye," and hie bowed obsequiously as hce opened thc (loor of the manor and
aiiowe(i thern to pass in.

"Weli, 1 deciare, my fire's gone ont. Just one moment though ani
"Neyer mind, uncle," jean interrupted, "Lizzie's corne over to Our bouse for

Christmas and ruother sent us both np to bring yotu down."
"Yes, XViiI, and we had strict orders not to be late, so we had better start

right away," said Lizzie.
"Why, ail righit," repiied Bill, "l'Il go anci hitchi up 01( Neil," and off lie

went to the stable.
"I say, jean, let's ti(iy up a littie whiie hie's gone," broke out Lizzie as soon

as the (loor ciosed on BilE's staiwart forrn.
''Oh yes, Lizzic, lct's straighitcn things aronnd(.ý'
The two commnençed ami iii a short time tlieir (left and wiiling bands had

worked wonders iii the internai appearance of the manor. They pusheci the
table to one side and arranged BillEs three chairs in unobstrusive or(ler. Boots
and mocassins they piaced neatly away. Lizzie adrninistered a hasty polisli to
the stove, wbile jean foided tup Bill's Fatifly Herald, hunig up varions articles
of attire, and wiped the crurnbs off the table. Tbey swept the floor and srnootli-
ed (lown the bed, bung the gun up on its nails and dtisted off the chairs and
windowsiils, arrange(l the articles on the littie sheif over the window and be-
stowed the cooking utensils in convenient positions.

The jingle of thle beils interrnpted their labors, and Bill's cheerful "Corne
on, girls," made tbern hurry out. They climbed into the cutter, and witb a
cheerful chorus froni the beils they were off tbroughi the wood.

Lizzie was a quiet girl, plain and grave in appearance, with eyes that gaxed
at one with a steadiness that was somietirnes disconcerting. Shie biad left twen-
ty some dlistance bebind, an(l bad noue of the giddiness of yontb. She was just
a p)lainl, boniest, goo(l-hearte(i girl, witb an abundant snpply of common sense.
Bill hiac known lier for years. They hiad always been excellent friends, for
Bill had been for a few suimmers lier father's hired mnan. But someliow to-day
she was quieter even than ustial, and Bill was left to carry on conversation
chiefly with jean.

"How are the music lessons, jean ?" hie eliqnired.
"Oh, soînetinies it's awfnl bard, uncle. My fingers are so stiff. Tlien, these

sharps and flats! Tbey tunmble Out of miy head as soon as Miss Darrel puits
themn in. I try bard, too."

"Miss Darrel bard on ye, is slhe ?" lie asked.
"O-h, no, sbe's jnst lovely! Neyer gets ont of patience witbi me like the

last teacher did. Say, uncle, why don't you cnt Neil's tail ? It's s0 long."
'*Humph! bier tail's ail riglht. Getting a lesson to-dIay ?"

"Why, this is Christmas (iay, tincle! Preacher says we're ail to be at the
cbntrch to help decorate for the social. I gness Miss Darrel will be thiere."

"I beard you drove lier over fromi the station, Will. Is slie niice ?' Lizzie
asked.
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