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hour ago they led hor fainting to the room, and having placed

- ter on hor bod at she closed - her eyos wearily, they left her to
repose ; but aleep camo not, and once again she sought the
room in which tho romnina of all sho loved wag laid.

# Uncle, uncle! will you nover speak to mo again® she
moans pitoously, . Just one word—call me your Btella once

ore.”
mnut the ears that never before had been deaf to her slightest

" wish heard her not,

" At last the pent up fountaing of her heart were lot looss,
tears flowed from her cyes, and her frame quivered with sobs.
An hour passed before she again raised her bead, but she was
calm then, the wild wordless sorrow had exhausted itsolf.

She stood gazing at the dear dead face, and murmured

" Ho gave me a packet addressed to myself yesterday s he
anld 1 was to rond it when he was no more, [ will read it now,
No doubt it contains some advice, some words of congolation
perhaps for his poor Stella.”

with silent footsteps she sough'. her own room, took alarge
pealed envelope from her writing desk and returned to the
chamber of death,

« T will read it here beside him; it will seem as if [ heard
him speak,” and she brokoe the seal,

#“ My dearest child : Before you commonce to peruse these

¢s stop for a moment and remember the assurance you gave
me last Christmaz Eve, via: That you had never in your life
missed & mother’s care; remember the paternal affection !
have lavished upon you, remember that my every wish has
been for your happiness, and then try to forgive me if I have
done wrong. | will not weary you with an account of my

own life; suffice it to say that while yet young T moet with a
geriovs disappointment which threatened to darken the re-
mainder of my days, and for many years I lived alone an an-
happy, bitter man. I was rich, [ had position, but my heart
wne without affection. So time went on until one Christinas

“Eve just eighteen years ago, [ was leaving my house in the
afternoon to go to town upon some business, when I was met
on the doorstep by a poor woman, who asked ms for charity.
She carried an infant in her arms and led a little girl of abont
three years old by the hand. The sight was pitiable, so I rang
the bell and bade one of my servants attend to her, 1t was
Iats in the evening when I returned, and a8 1 pagsed through
the strects the glad faces I met and the happy voices I heard
jarred on me tertibly, for of all days of the year Christmas
was the loneliest to me. 1 hurried home, but just ag I was
lifting the latch, the light ringing laugh of a child greeted my
ears. I opened the door, and still the langh rung out. I en-
quired of my housckeeper, and she informad me that she
had kept the poor woman I had sent in, and that it was the
lttle girl who was langhing down stairs with the gervants.

# ¢ 8he ir a little heauty, sir,' she said : “might I bring her
up and let you sce her?'

#¢ Do 60, I replied, and fna faw moments she roturned, lead-
ing the little thing by the hand. I had always loved children,
and this was certainly no ordinary child; she was a beaaty
indeed ; she came straight tome without any signs of timidity
and stood looking up into my face, She was so sweet, 80 in-
nocent, that T caught her in my arms and placed her on my
knees. BShe gazed at me earnestly for o moment, then hiding
her face in my breast, said in pretty baby accents :

151 Q0 is good ; 1 love oo

u ¢ Already a natural coquette, T smiled to myself.

@« What is your name ?’ I asked her.

s« Minnio,' was the answer.

# ¢« That name i8 not pretty enough for vou; you should
have a name ag bright and pretty as yourself; Stella, for in-
stance; 1 said.

# She looked at me in gurprise ; she evidently did not under-
stand me.

« «Shall I call you little Stella?’ I asked,

4 She repeated the name over two or three times, as if she
liked the sound, then tarned to me and asked—

¢« What ith 00 nAme 7'

# < Call me old Uncle John,” I answered, '

¢ She laughed snd was eatisfied. That night I recalled to
my mind all the fairy tales 1 had aver heard to amuse her,
and for the first time in many years I spent a pleasant Christ—
mas Eve. The next day the child never left me fora moment.
The following morning she was still at my side, prattling
away in her baby language, when a scrvant came in and gaid :

“:The poor woman is going away, and wants her little

irl.

§ it T thooght for a moment. 1 was growing to love the child,
she interested and amused me, my resolution was formed, and
1 sent for the mother. 1 found the latter to be a gentle, re-
fined creature, who, though a widow now and miserably poor,
had seent better days. 1 had a long talk with her, then she
left, bringing only her infant away. Little Minnie or Stella,
as 1 ever after called her, remained with me. - I promised to
bring the child up as my own, on condition that the mother
would never claim or make herself knownto it. A short time
before my only brother had died in India, followed in a few
weeks' interval by his wife. - They left no caildren, but to
those who inquired I aaid that little Stella was their child
and my niece, and this was generally believed. Of the woman
1 heard noe more until a little over a year ago.. One day she
came to my office and made herself known to me. Her other
child, also a girl who had grown up to be her support, had just
died, and she was wild with grief. She begged of me to let
her see you, For your happiness and my own [ refused. I
gave her money and, after much persuasion, she promised
never to return again, But you remember the scene of your
ball Inst Christmas Eve. God forgive me! T told you—I told

. all assembled—that the woman who claimed you as her child

" was mad,. But, beloved Stella, her words were only foo true
child of my heart, forgive me—ashe wia really your mother.
When I followed her from tho room that night she told me

“ that rho had been very {1, that she beliaved ehae would soen
loave this world fur ever, shio asked mo again to let you speak
‘to her only for a moment—she wanted you to call her ¢ mother’
once, then she would go away conteut, But I would not; 1
could not allow this. 1 explained to her how happy you were,
how rich, how beloved ; 1 promised to provide for.toras long
as ghe lived if sho would ouly leave us, and never trouble you.

k ~'She refused, then I threatenad if she disclosed your parontage

to you to ¢ast you both from me; snd 1 told her that as you
‘loved me ns doacly as if 1 wore yout father, this would break
your honrt. - Sha waa silent at last and went away. I setiled
‘sum. of money sufficient to support hor respectably. at my
" bankers:to be drawn mounthly, and I never saw her agaln,
For four months only she drew the money, then I made every

inqulry concerning her; but to no nynil, 80 I came to the con- :

clusion that she was dead. Now, my dearest Stella, you know
all. *Once more forgive me if T gid wrong. Once more re—
member how much I'have loved you, remember that although
Norman {8 my relative, I leave you my sole heiress; -Thank
God I am not wronging him, since you are to be his wife,

‘.Joun Musro.”

As Stella finished reading, the paper fell from her hands,
and she sat down as if in a dream.

“Oh heavens!" she exclaimed, ¢ why did T not know this
sooner, or why did I ever know it at all.” :

The tears streamed from her eyes, and her voice quivered
as sho said,

“ My poor mother, how you must have suffered, and your
wish was only that1should call you once by your namel
Mother, mother, mother!” she repeated, dwelling on the
word with a longing tenderness as if she would thereby satisfy
the desire of the unknown lost one, Then she was lost in
reverie, the expression of her face changed. A dread had
come over her,

“1In a few hours,” she said, * Norman Handell will be here,
He arrived in New York two days ago, on his way to spend
Christmag with us. The sad news of my uncle's death met
bim there, and he telegraphed that he was coming with all
speed. How can I meet him? How can I tell him thig?
What shall ie say when he hears that his affianced wife—the
proud Stella Munro—is in reality only the daughter of a beg-
gar. If Ais pride revolts against this fact he will be poor,
while the fortune which should have been his is mins. . No,
no,” she cried, ““ this will never do.” She dashed the tears
away which were glistening on her lashes, and her grand-
grey eyes shone with heroic resolution.,

“T have no right to this money, no right to my name, no
right to his love,and Minnie, the beggar's child, is too proud to
throw herself on the pity of a noble heart.”

She hurriedly wrote a few lines, which she enclosed in her
uncle's letter. They read as follows :

“You will see by this letter who T am,
these facts until a few minntes ago.
engagement.,
if she is alive,
who once was

I was ignorant of
I release you from your
I am going away to find my own poor mother,

Do 1ot seek for me ; rather try to forget her

SteLra Moxro”

She addressed the sealed envelope to Norman Handell,
placed it where it might be immediately seen, and her face
was strangely pale as she bent over the formjof her uncle,
taking a last adieu. She kissed his hands nervously and hur-
riedly as if she feared that hesitation might make her waver.
She flew next to her own room, gathered a few jewels—her
uncle’s gifts—together, put on her cloak, and went down
gtairs, and having glanced cautiozsly around to see that she was
unperceived, she noiselessly opened ths great hall door. The
cold wind cauged her to draw back for an instant, the next
she had stepped out beyond its threshold and it closed behind
her.

Out she went alone on that frosty December night. The
moon shone coldly upon her, and the wintry winds moaned
with a despairing Joneliness through the monatuia pines. Poor
Stelln, this is a 3ad Christmas Eve for you. To-night you have
met with your first real sorrow,

IIT.

Another year passes away. The scene is now in an humble
room in a remote part of the city, the floor is uncarpeted, the
furniture is poor and shabby ; but notwithstanding this, there
is an airjof unmistakable refinement about the place. It lies
in the exquisite taste with which the few dried flowers are
grouped together on the wooden mantle, in the graceful drap-
ing of the coarse white muslin curtaing which adorn the one
amall window ; but above all it centers in a slight girlish form
seated on a low stool plying her needle with silent indastry.
8he is very pale, she hag grown thin, but who can mistake the
glorious eyes which turn around with inexpressible kindness
to the elderly woman, evidently an invalid, who occupies the
ouly comfortable. chair in the room. Listen to her low voice,
you will soon know her. . oo

t Are you cold, mother dear? ” :

The woman’s smile is full of love 48 ghe answers,

«No." .

Again the needlé is plied in silence for several minutes, then
a gigh of relicf is heard as the last stitch is finished, and with
justifiable pride she holds up the work which her fair fingers
have wrought. It is a smokiog cap embroidered in gold on
crimson velvet,

« g it not pretty, mother,” she says,

¢ Beautiful, indeed ; but youare very tired, my child.”

# Qh no,” answers the young girl, ¢ not whenl think thatl
will scon be paid for it. We will have quite a grand Christmas
dinner to-motrow, you and I together, mother, with the money
1 will receive for this. Won't that be nice

She stoops to kiss the thin careworn face of the woman who
throws her aras round her zud holds her close to her bosom,
while the tears chase each other down her cheeks. :

# Mother, Mother! What is the matter 7. Are you not glad
to have me with yoeu?’ o ‘ I

#« Oh 1 T never expected such joy ov earth™ the woman an-
swers, ¢ Yet T would give it all up to'see you rich-and happy
as you once were.” R :

«t Rich ! mother! 1 do not want riches ; and can I' be other-
wise them happy when near you?: You are all T-have inthis
great busy: world. * If you only knew how I used to long fur a
mother whien 1 was rich, cannot be othorwise than happy
now, having found such a good, sweet gentlo one”

Stelia Munro—for we wili still eall her by that name, thoush
now sheis only known by her mothers—having settled the lat-

“ter comfortably and bade her not be uneasy during her ahsence,

put on her hat and cloak ; she then took from adrawer asmall
gold locket, opened it and looked with yearning eyes st the

faces therein, One, oldand kind, was that of heradopted uncle; -

the other, young and handsome, and her oyes dwelt longer and
more sadly upon it was the face of her lost lover, Norman
Handell, With a hali-stifled sigh she hung the trinket - upon
hor . neck, took up her picce of work and went out, S

It war about eight o'clock and the strects were very busy,
She might have been sad 'if she tiad had time to think ; but
too much responsibility weighed upon her, for she was theonly
support of her invalid mother, :No one but. herseltand Qod
atew what sacrifices she was obliged to make in order to give
some gomfort to that new-found parent,
she took with her the night she left her uncle's home, she had
been obliged to sell one by one; but she was young and ier heart

was brave, 80 a3 sho went along the cold bracing air brought

provided for them, o
et child restored to her former position, happy was the lover -
All the jewels which

_roses to her checks and ranch 'of the old'rb.viahihg beauty-’

might be discerned about her. Having at last reached her des-
tination, a handsome residence gimilar to that in which she
herself once lived, she rung the bell and disappeared in the.:
doorway. Half an hour clapsed ere she again came out, but
that half-hour had wrought a dreadful change upon her. Her

face was marble white and her lips quivered. -« Well,” she
said to herself,  gince she refuses to pay me to-night the laat

trinket I have, my locket, must go. 1 had hoped to be able to™ -~

keep that always, but for my mother’s sake I shall part with it.”

The lady whom she had just 1e{t bad brought her the work
three days before, which we saw her completing, and had urged
her to do it for Christmas it being meant for a present, and
sinco that time night and day she had been employed upon it
scarcely stopping to sleep or ¢at. Then when she brought it
home she had been told to call next week for her money.
She had scarcely a dollar left to buy bread with till then,
80 she summoned courage to beg the lady to pay her immedi.
ately ; the latter, a coarse selfish woman who surrounded by
luxury herself had no feeling for the wants of others, answer-
¢d'in cold sarcastic tones: # Are you afraid that you will not
get your money ? Come after to-mortow you will be paid, not
till then

With a bursting beart Stella retraced her homeward path, -
murmuring the words we have above cited. She did not
slacken her pace till she had reached an unpretentious jewel.
ler's shop where she had often before found sale for her jewels.
Here she stopped in the window's light to take one more look
at her last treasure. She put her hand to her neck, she did not |
feel the tiny chain which held it. she opened her cloak, she
shook her dress, it was not there. With heartrending though
stifled cry, she exclaimed :

! My God! TIs it possible. I have lost it.?

Then a mist geemed to cover her eyes, the lights became in-
distinet around her, the noises in the streets grew more aund
more distant. Her limbs lost their power and she rank down
on the icy pavement. A man who saw her falling stooped to
help her, two or three gathered around him. ¢ A woman has
fainted,” said they one to another, but the crowd rushed by in-
different. Who cared for the poor girl in that great crowded
city ?

A young gentleman strolling leisurely along stopped
through mere idle curiosity to see what was the matter. * A
woman has fainted,”” some one said to him, and he was about -
to continue his way when he caught a glimpse of the pale
young face. He started, approached her, his heart beat wildly,
while he exclaimed half aloud :

“I have found you at last, my Stella, after a whole year’s
dreary scarch.”

He helped to raise her and bore her carefrily and tenderly
iuto the jeweller's store. The latter advanc- ', recognized im-
mediately the young girl whose jewels he 'ad bought, re-
ceived her kind!y and gave her into the charge of his wife.

Then the gentleman asked the jeweller for the lady’s ad-
dress, inform=d him that he wasan old friend of hers, though
he had not seen her for a long time, bade him have her con-
veyed to her home as soon &s pessible, and having made him
promise to say nothing about him until he should make his
appearance on the morrow, he departed.

When Stella recovered from her faint she fell into a heavy
slumber from which she di¢ not awake until late on the fol-
lowing morning. When she did oper ber gy~z she found her-
self in her own poor little room, and at :dirst ghe could not re-
member the events of the precedicg niguc. One by one at
last they presented themselves to her mind ii]l her heart grew
heavy again.. She remained quiet for a long time, she felt a3~
if life were 80 dreary that she wished she would never more
really awaken to it,and then she began to wonder where her
mother was, when the latter entered the room. :

In seeing her Stella no longer could restrain the tears
which welled to her eyes. ) ]

« Mother, Mother!"” she said, * we have nothing left us;
what shall we do?" :

Had she looked into her mother's face she would have per-
ceived a joyous light beaming there which she had never seen
before.. The latter, however, only replied :

% Come, my dear girl, there must be no tears on Christmas

day. Get up and dress quickly, it is nearly time for ourdinner.”
Stells obeyved mechanically, she felt too weak to do other-
wise. And when she had completed her simple toilet it seemed

as if she and her mother hiad changed places, for she leant oo .

the latter's arm as they entered the only other room they had

and which served as dining and sitting room to them.- When

Stella raised her eves she drew back in amazement, for before

her there was a table with a snowy cover and shining with'
silver. and crystal, while in ‘the centre arose 'a. beautiful

apergne laden with frnit and fowars,

She rubbed her eyes, she believed it was a dream and trem-
bling she caught her mother's arm.

¢ What does it mean, mother! Am T dreaming ?” She came
nearer to the table, she thonght the plate before her was fami-
liar. - 8he looked :losely. Yes there was her adopted nacle's
crest upou it.

# Qh' what does it mean?” she said again; ¢ What is the
matter with me? Am [awake?” = : ‘

At that moment the door openzd and Norman Handell stood
before her, but the surprise was too great, the shock too sudden
and he reached her side just in time to catch:-her in his arms
or she would have fallen. L N :

He put a glass of water to her lips and as the colour return.
ed to them she murmured a third time: .

& What does it all mean??” a . ]

« What does it mean, my Stella)* he replied. ~ ¢ It means
that after searching day and night for vou during a whole
year  ['have found you at last. I have now come to have my
Christmas dinner with you." :

He then velated the events of the preceding night to her
and as he finished he said : P ‘

I need not ask you what were your motives in breaking
our engagement atd hiding yourself away from me, for, noble
girl, [ understand them ; but now that T have found you I
think 1 read in yvour eves that the old love is not all forgotten,
Tell me, dearest Stella, that we-will never bo parted again.”

Sweetly, seriously, she echoed his words': ¢ Never again,”

All sorrows were buried forever in the past when these three
sat down to the delightful meal ‘which Norman Handell had
iiappy, happy was the motherin- seeing

in having found his veloved one again, and happy was Stells,

though often in futdre years would her mind wander back to- e

thosve three Christmas Eves of her girlhood, 80 strange, sosad
and ending in such joy, C . .




