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houratgo they led hua' falntIing to the room, nid having placecd
ner ororboat sie closed ier yeswenariy, theyioft ler t

rose; but slop camne not, and Once again sheil stought th
roam lu whicih th romains of all çiao loved was laid.

ro Uncle, uncleI will you nover speak to me a ainai" she
moans pitotusly. ". Just one word--call me your 8tella once

But the cars that nover bofore lhad been deaf to her slightest
wish heard her not.

At lat the p ent up fountaits of her heart were let loose,
tears flowed from her eyes, and her frame quivered with sobs.
An bour passed before she again raiedli lher head, but she was
cal then, th wild wordllao sorrow had exhausted itself.

She stood gazing nt thet dear dead face, and nurmured .
le gave me a packet addressoei to myself yesterday; ho

said I was to read it whon he ewasi o rnore. I will read it now.
No doutt it containe somne nadvice, Somne worrs of consolation
perliaps for bis poor Stella."

With silent footsteps she souîght her own room, took a large
ealed envelopet from ber writing desk and returnîed to the

chamber of death.
I wlill rend It bore beside him ; it will geem as If I heard

him speak," and she broke the seal,
si My dearest child : Before you commence to perurse these

pages stop for a moment and remnembelr the afssuratce you gave
me last Christmas Eve, via:. That yoti had never ln your life
missted a mother's care; renember tho paternal affection l
have lavished uipon ye, remember that my every wish lias
been for your liapplines, and thon try to forgive me if 1 have
donc wrong. I will not weary yoti with an account of my
own life ; auffice It to say that whiIe yet young f met with a
seriouîs tdisappointment whicli threatened to darken the re-
mainder of my days, and for many years I lived alone an un-
happy, bitter mat. I wa rich, i had position, but my heart
was wthout affection. So time went on tuntil one Christnas
Eve jut eighteen years ago. I was leaving my bouse in the
afternoon to go to town upon morne business, when I was met
on the doorsteip by a poor woman, who asked nie for charity.
She carried an infant ln her arms and led a little girl of about
three years old by the hand. The siglht was pitiable, soI rang
the bell and bade one of my servants attend to her. It was
late in the evening when I returned, and as I passed through
the streets the glad faces I met and the happy voices I heard
jarred on me terribly, for of all days of the year Christmas
was the loneliest to me. I hurried homo, but just as I was
lifting the latch, the light ringing langh ofa child greeted my
ears. I opened the door, and still the laugh ring out. eon-
quIred of my housekeeper, ande she inforned me that she
had kept the poor woman I had sent in, and that it was the
littie girl who was laughing down stairs with the servants.

" ' She is a little beauty, sir,' she said : i miglit I bring ber
up and let you sec ber?'

i' Do so,' I replied, and in a f'w moments she returned, lead-
ing the little thing by the hand. I hadt always loved children,
and tiis was certainly no ordinary child ; she was a beauty
indeed ; sie came straight to mue without any signs of tirnidity
and stood looking up into my face. She was so sweet, so in-
nocent, that I caught ber in my arms and placed her on my
knees. She gazed at me carnestly for a moment, then hiding
ber face lu my breast, saId in pretty baby accents :

f i Oc is good ; I love oo.'
il i Alreadya natural coquette,' I smiled to myself.
ft * What le your name ?' I asked ber.

s Minnie,' was the answer.
& That name is net pretty enough for you; you should

have a name as bright and pretty as yourself; Stella, for in-
stance' 1 said.

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

"l'Shall I cal vou littile Stella? I asked.
"She repeatod the name over two or three nies, as if she

liked the soîund, then turned to me and asked-
What 1th oo name7?'

" 'Cali me old Uncle John,' I answered.
fShe laughed and wast satistied. That night I recalled to

My mind all the fairy tales I had over beard to amuse ber,
and for the irst time in many years I spent a pleasant Christ-
mas Evc. The next day the child never left me fora moment.
The following morning she was still at my side, prattling
away ln her baby langtage, when a servant came in and said:

The poor woman l going away, and wants her little
girl.'

I thought for a moment. I was growing to love the child,
*he lntereted and amused me, my resolution was formed, and
I sent for the mother. I found the latter ta be a gentle. re-
fned creature, who, though a widow now and miserably poor,
had seen bettcr days. 1 had a long talk with lierth;en she
left, bringing only her infant away. Little litinnie or Stella,
as 1 ever aftvr called lier, remained with me. I promised to
bring the childi up as my own, on condition that the mother
would nover claim or make herself known to it. A short time
before my only brother had died ln India, followed in a few
weeks' interval by his wife. They left ne children, but to
thoe who inî1 uired I aid that littie Stella was their child
and my niece, and this was generally believed. Of the woman
I heard no niore until a little over a year ago. One day she
came to my office and made herself known to me. Her othe
chlildalsoa girl who ha grown ulp to e lier supporth, hadjus
died, and she was wild with grief. She begged of mie tg let
ber see yeu. For your hanppiness and my own I refnsed. I
gave lier money and, after much persirion, she promised
never to return again. iit you remuember the scene of you
ball last Christuas Eve. (od forgive me ! I told you-I told
nl assemblet-that hve woman wiho claimed yout as lier child
was mad. But, beloved Stella, her words were only too (rue;
child of my heart, forgive me-he was reallv your mother.
When I followed ier from the roomt that night she told u
that she had been very fil, tiat suhebovd sh Vould soi
leave this world for ever, she asked mue again to let you spea
ta lier only for a moment-he wanted yi toi cali lier1' mother
once, thon she wouild go aîwtay conrtoit But I woild not;
coud not allow thh 1 exîiplaiied te lier how nhappv you were
how rich, how beloved ; I promised te provide for t rs long
as sbe liveui If sihe wouit ouliy leave uls, and nover trouble yo
$ho ri!fursed, (lien I tirentencii if she d!isclosed your parentag
te rYe o ect you hothtrola e me ;and I told ber that as yo
loved menadeaa'y as if!1 were your fatier, thîs would brea
youahoent. She was silent at lnst and wnt away. I settledi
sun of mony sufficiînt te su port lior respectably at M
bankors t eybu rawne nntlly and I nover saw ber again
For four nonti nosly rbe drew the uoney, then I made ever
lnquiry concerning lier, but to no avail, no I came to the cou

clusion that shie was detad. Now, my dearest Stella, you know
ail. Once more forgive me if I did wrong. Once more re-
member how much I have loved you, remember that although
Norman Is my relative, Ileave you my sole heiress. Thank
GoiI am not wronging him, since yoru are to be his wife.

As Stella fintised reading, the paper fell from her hands,
an she sat down as if ln a dream.

IOh heaveris! 'sie exclaimed, I' why did I net know this
soonor, or why did I ever know It at all."

The tears streamcd frem ber eyes, and ber voice quivered
as shie said,

91 My poor mother, how youî must have suffered, and your
wish was on)y that I should call you once by your name!
Mother, mother, mother ' she repeated, dwelling ou the
word with a longing tenderness as if she would thereby satisfy
the desire of the unknown lost one. Then she was lost in
reveri, the expression of ber face changed. A dread had
come over lier.

"l n a few hours," she said, Il Norman landell will be here.
lie arrivedl in New York two days ago, on his way to spend
Christmas with u. iThe sad news of my uncle's death met
him there, and ho telegraphed that ho was coming with ail
speed. low can I muet him? HRow can I tell him this?
Wnhat shiall lie say when he hears that his afianced wife-the
proud Stella Munro--is in renlity only the daughter of a beg-
gar. If hù pride revolts against this fact ho will b poor,
while the fortune which should have been bis is maine. No,
no," she cried, Ithis will never do." She dashed the tears
away which were glisterning on ber lashes, and ber grand-
grey eyes shone with ieroic resolution.

Ii have no right te this money, no right to my narne, no
rtght to hei love, and Minume, 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 ber
uîncle's letter. They rend as followsz:

" You will see by this letter who I am. I was ignorant of
these facts until a few minutes ago. I release you from your
engagement. I am going away to find my own poor mother,
if she is AUhve. Do not seek for me ; rather try to forget ber
who once was

STLLA. MUsao."

She addressed the sealed envelope to Norman Handelli
placed it where it mighît be immediately seen, and her face
was strangeiy pale as she bent over the formrof her uncle,
taking a last adieu. She kissed his bands nervously and hur'-
riedly as if she feared that hesitation might make ber waver.
She ßew next to ber own room, gathered a few jewels-her
uncle's gifts-togetiter, put on ier cloak, and went down
stairs,and having glanced cautiously around to see tliat she was
unperceived, she noiselessly opened the great hall door. The
cold wind caused ber to draw back for au instant, the next
she had stepped out beyond its threshold and it closed behind
her,

Ont shte went aone on that frosty December night. The
moon shone coldly uîpon ber, and the wintry winds moaned
with a despairing lonelinesa through the montain pines. Poor
Stella, this is sad Christmas Eve for you. To-night you have
met with your tirst real sorrow.

III.

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
i an airlof unmistakable reinement about the place. It lies
in the exquisite taste with which the few dried fiowers are
grouped together on the wooden mantI, in the graceful drap-
Ing of the coarse white muslin curtains which adorn the one
small window; but above ail it centers in a slight girlish form
seated on a low stool plying ber needle with sient industry
She is very pale, she bas grown thin, but whocan mistake the
glorious eyes which turn around with inexpressible kindness
to the elderly womanevidently an invalid, who occupies the
only comfortable chair in the room. Listen te ber low voice,
you will soon know ber.

i Are you cold mother dear?
l'he woman's smile is fU of love As she answers,

' No."

Againthe needle is plied in silence forseveral minutes, thon
a sigh of relief is heard as the last stitch is finished, and with
justifiable pride she holds up the work which ber fair ingers
have wrought. It li a smoking cap )ermbroidered in gold on
crimson velvet.

"ils it not pretty, mother,' she says.
tBeauîtifuI, indeed; but yo are very tired, my child."
c Oh no," answers the young girl,"not when I think thatI

will scon b paid for it. We will have quite a grand Christmtas
i dinner to-morrow, you and I together. mother, with the money
r I will receive for this Won't that btý ilce ?"

She stoops to kiss the thin careworn face of the woman who
throws ber armis round ber and holils her close te ber boesom

c while the tears chase each other down hter cheeks.
1 iMother, Mother !What is the matter? Are you not glad

ato have me with youn?"
Oh I I never expectîd such joy on earth ' the wen.t n

r swers. "Yet I wouild give it ail iu te sec vont rich and happy
t as you once were."

I Rich ! mother 1 do net want riches ; and c-an I be other-
wise thoer happy when near yo? You are aIl I have iiithis
great iîusy world. If yvoiu only knew how I used to long for a

r mother wnen I was rich. I clannot be oetborwise than hiiappy
i now, having fourd suCi a good, sweet gentle one.'

Stella Munro-for we will still callîher by that naine, thotigh
; ow she is only known by her iother's,-iaviing settled the lt-
, ter comifortably and bade lier not be uneasy during her 1 bsence
c put on lier hat and cloak ; sie then took frot a dlrawtr asmal
l goid locket, opened It and looked with yearning eyes ai tth
k faces there'in uOne, oldaandl kind, was that of heradopted uncle;
' the other, young andhandsome anId her oyes dwelt longer and
I more sadlyi uipon il, was the face of hier lost lover, Nornir

ilandoil With a half-stteld sigh site hung the trink tt upot
g ber neck, took up her piece -'f work and went out.
. It was about eiglht o'clock in d the stretC were very busy
e She miglt hbav.1 libee sad if hlie lia liad timte to thin bu.
u too miucl respotnsibility weighid tipon lter, for she was the ontl
k smupport of ber invall iuother. No on but hersel nd Go
a Iyiew what sacrifices she was ohliged te inake in ortter te giv
v somne comfort to that new-foutndi parent. Ail the jewelS vhici
a. she took with lier the niglit she left ber unciles hote, she lia
y been obliged to sell one by one; buat sie was youîng and lier lhcar
- wa brave, so as she went along the cold braclig air brough
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roses t h'er checks and much of the old ravishing beauty
might b discerned about her. Having at last reached ber des-
tination, a handsome residence similar to that in which she
herself once lived, she rung the bell and disappeared in the
doorway. Haif an hour clapsed ere ahe again came out but
that half-hour had wrought a dreadful change upon ber. Her
face watt marbe white andber e ips quivered. 'IlWell," she
salî tot herself, ci since she refuses ta pa>. me tc.uigbt the last
trinket I have, my locket, must go. I badt 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 laft had brought ber the work
three days before, which we saw ber completing, and had urged
ber to do it for Christmas it being meant for a present, and
since that time night and day she had been employed upon it
scarcely stopping to sleep or eat. Then when she brought it
home she had been told to cal! next week for ber money.
She had scarcely a dollar left to buy bread. with till then,
so she summoned courage to beg the lady to pay ber immedi-
ately ; the latter, a coarse selfish woman who surrounded by
luxury> herself hac! no feeling for the wants of others, answer-
ed in cold sarcastie tones: " Are you afraid that you will not
get your money ? Come after to-morrow you will be paid, not
tili then I

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

I My dod! Is it possible. I have lost it."
Then a mist seemed to cover ber eyes, the lights became in-

distinct aroundl ber, the noises in the streets grew more and
more distant. Her limbs lest their power and she rank down
on the icy pavement. A man who saw her falling stooped to
belip er, two or three gathered around him. ;"A woman bas
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.-i A
woman bas fainted," some one said to him,;and he was about
to continue his way when e caught a glimpse of the pale
young face. He started, approached ber, his heart beat wildly,
while he exclaimed half aloud :

" I have found yon at last, my Stella, after a whole year's
dreary search.'

He helped to raise ber and bore ber carefrily and tenderly
into the jeweller's store. The latter aivanc- recognized im-
mediately the young girl whose jewels be iad bought, re-
ceived ber kindly and gave ber into the charge of bis wife.

Then the gentleman asked the jeweller for the lady's ad-
dress, informnd him that he was an old friend of hers, though
he bac! not teen her for n long time, bade him have ber cou-
veyed to ber home as soon as possible, and havitg made him
promise to say nothing about him until he should make his
appearance on the morrow, he departed.

When Stella recovered from ber faint she fell into a heavy
slumber from which she did not awake until late on the foi-
lowing morning. When she did open be yes she foundb er-
self in ber own poor little room, and ut tirst shc could not re-
member the events of the pre:odir.g nig i.. One by one at
last they presented themselves to her mind L"l ber heart grew
heavy again. She remained quiet for a long time, she felt as
if life were so dreary that she wished she would never more
really awaken to it, and then she began to wonder where ber
mother was, when the latter entered the room.

1 unseeing ber Stella no longer could restrain the tears
which welled to ber eyes.

" Mother, Mother!" lshe said, " we have nothing left us;
what shal we do??"

H ad she looked into ber mother's face she would have per-
ceived a joyous light beaming there which she had never seen
before. [he latter, however, ouly replied :

ICome, my dear girl, there must be no tears on Christmas
day. Get up and dress quickly, it is nearly time for our dinner.'

Stella obeyed mechanically, she felt too weak to do other-
wise. And when she bac! completed er simple toilet it seemed
as if she and ber mother had changed places, for site leant on
the latter's arm as they entered the only other room they bar!
and which served as dining and sitting room to themu. Wh'n
Stella raised ber eyes shte drew back in amazement, for before
her thero was a table with a snowy cover and shiling with
silver and crystal, while in the centre arose a beautiful
epergne laden witlh fruit ant flowers.

s .She rubbed lier eyes, shte believed it was a dreaa and trom-
bling she caught ber mother's arm.

What does it mean, mother! Am Idreamin g?" She came

nearer to the table, she thonglht the plate before her was tami-
ar. She looked losely. Yes there was her adopted tncle's

crest upon it.
diOh! what dos it menu? she sald again; " What is the

uatter with me? Am I awake?'
At that moment the door opened and Norman Handell stood

before her, but the surprise was too great, the shock too sudden
andi he reclhei lier side just in time to catch ber in bis arms
or b who n-tld bave failen.

Ho eput a glass of water to ber lips and as thet colour return-
ed to them site murmured a third time:

4 What does it all menu? "
et Wlhat does it menian, my Stella," he replied. IlIt menus

that after searching day anti night for von during a whole
year I have founl von at last. I have noi corne to have my
Christmas dinner with tou.

He thoin related the evoits of the preceding night to her
and as te tinisied lie saidt

I neeti iot ask you what were your motives in breaking
i our engagmnent and hiding youîrsolf away from re, for, noble
l girl, ntii,-ersitand thent ; but now that I have found yon I
t think I re'td inyour eyes that the old love is not ail forgotten.

rell tue, dearest Stella, that wie ivill neu'er be parted again."
Sweetly, serionsly, Ae echoed bis words : IlNever again."
Ail sorroiws were butied forever in the p-ust when these three

sy t dewn t the delightfurl inea! ihich Norman Hantiell bac!
t provided for thtemn. ilappy. happy was the mother in seeing
e er child restored lto her former posit:on happy wras the lover
h in having founi his celovd uone again, and anppy was Stella,
i though often in future yeirs wouldl hier minud wander back to
t tose ttree Cliristutas Eves of ber girlhood, so strange, se sad
t Mud! ending n sucb joy.


