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nnbroken, ho ocleared he' hratan
proceoded to éxhort al "Good Christian
mon rejoice with heart and hand and

Ho had'nkot by any moanse' oncluded
hie theme, when a. deep veice behýnd
him made the boy start, and abruptly
terrninated hie carol.

"What are you doing lare?7"
The child looked Up att e speaker-

a tall eldorly man, with iron grey hair
and. a pair of piercing dark eyes, which
were sternly flxed upon hum frein be-
noath the thick beetling brows.

«I was inging Christmas carols."
«Oh!1 wero you ? Thon don't do it

"lnsory you don't lilce itY0130D o ye know yeu're trespasing in
my grounda?"

"1No1 1I knew it w~as your grounds,
but 1 didn't think ýrespassing counted
to-night, because it's Christmas time."

111 suppose yen don'y ink stealing
vrould count because Mt' (istmas time
either, eh?»

uI don't know anything about steal-
ing." The child'é eyes met hie, solemnly.
With a non-committing grunt, the stern
faced man turned and walked tewards
the bouse, while the boy, with a einking
heart rietraced hie steps iute the dark-
mess. Hoe had started out se full of hope
and bappines te sing' hie ChristmaB
carols, and new it seemed as if neo oe
wantod te hear them.

The man on thé doorstep caught the
sound of a stifled sob.

*"Cerne here," hie commanded.
The boy returned obediently. The

light of the lamp shono on thp aureole of
rime about hie fair curîs--shone too, on
a large tear drap coursing dewn hie
cboek.

« What do you wat-moneyI"
Ho produced ton, cents and held it

towards the boy.
"No, thank yau.»
«You won't take *tt "
"No, tbank oeu- et if you don't like

MnY carols."
"WMy should I like them 7"
'¶Becaue-well because it% Christ-

mnas.$
"'That's a bad reason., I hate Christ-

mas!" ho exclaimed vehemently.
"You hato ChristmasT" the boy

echoed incredulously.
"Yes! do yeu like it 7"
.«0f course-I love -it."
"WhVy vT"
«For everything. Good night, sir."!
The bey raised hie cap, and would

have gene_ hie way, but the man seemed
loath te lot him.

"Suppose you corne in for awhile and
tell me what 'everything' means, and
some of -the reasens that inake this
season attractive te people. Have you
found anybody who wanted te hear your
carole?"

"Net yet," the bey confesscd, and keen
disappointment looked eut ef the large-
blue eyes. "But I sheuld, yeu know, if
I went on long enôugh," ho added cheer-
fully.
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-«You'ro ovMdently of a hopeful dis-
position," re'marked the lnan,* opening
tho doer with hie latéh. key. -The boy
followed hum into the houso, feeling as
tbeugh ho were really eutoring thie fairy
palace ho had dreamed, lay at the end
of the enebanted avenue. A butier ap-
pearedl and took hie master's hat and
coat. Hies ll traiued solidity could'
àcaccely conceal hie astouishinent at the
strange gbet. It wae mnany a year since
a child bad crossed the thresbeld of that
house. The man led the way inte a large
and luxurious reoin.

"Den't stand there staring, Dawson;
yeu fool,» ho growled, as the eervant'sa
eyes stili rested with astauishment on
the smsl1 figure.

"le that your brother M" the bey in,
quired.

9'My brothor"--with a ebuckle,'as the
door cesed -- No, why 1"

I thought it muet be 'cause you were
se rude te him."

"Oh. Are you rude te your brother 7"
"I've net got. one, but I 'spetot I

shouid be if I had one. Most ±cllows
are."

The boy took an exhaustive survey of
the room then selemnly scrutinized the
gentleman standing on the hearth. rug
befere hum.

"This is the meet beautiful heuse V've
ever been in. Yen ought te be very
good te live in an enchauted palace,"
he remarked decisively. .Il hope you're
net an ogre."»

"WeiI, I fancy opinion rather leans
te the belie! that I arn. I'm certainWj
net good?"

I think very likely tbere's' a spell
over you, aud, when lt's broken you'l
find you're roally a good man."

««Oh!1 I have nover theught o! the
possibility of that contingency. Have

you erioplystudied, the question of
III don't know what yen mean. I've

read a great many fairy tales."
I see. What'a yeur name t"
«Terence."
"How old are you?"»
"Nine and a haif."$
I gather yen live with your niothorand have ne brothere."

"Yun" nodded the boy, "there's only
mother and me."

"Your father is, dead T"
"«Yes, ho. died two years ago. Rie wag

a singer, but ho get a dreadful ceugh,'
and ceuldn't sing any more, -and ho
coughed for menthe and months, t.11 &H
our money was gene and then ho died.
F'a waiting te grow up and earn ýjioney
for mother. But sometimes I get rather
tired of waiting. I did to-day, se I came
out te eing çarels while mother %vas
away looking for werk-she teâches
music, but we haven't any pupils just
now. se anc gets poor, yeu see-and 1
theught if I could earu some meuey it
would be loveiy te give her a Christmas
prosent to-morrow, as1 a great surprise-
and have a turkey and plum. puddiu'

"Christmas, ah! Yes, that was w at
yen came in te tell about, wash't it?
Sit down."

The gentleman pointed. te an easy
chair in which the boy ensconced himeif,
while hie host dropped into one on the
opposite side of the fireplace.

"Well, Master Terence, please infermn
me fer my future edification why you
like Christmas!'

"fleeause-oh, because there are such
a lot of things te make eue happy."

"I findia lot te, make me miserable."
"Do yen ?"-with surprise and pity.

"Perhaps, you don't have a Christmias
tree T"

"No, Fra afraid I don't. Do you?"
"Yes, we're going te have a beauty

f o-morrew."
"Really T"
."Yes, it was mother's idea. We had a

fuzzy kind of plant, and she boughit five
cents' worth ef semall candies, and she's
making things eut- of pitper te hang on,
alnd we're geing te light the candies,
and pretend there are ail sorts of levelY
toys on1 the tree, and everything I cal'
think of that I'd like. Mother's going
te pretend te eut off. Won't it be funT"

The man had grown sulent, and wae
[ooking intently at the bey.

"And your.dinner," ho said at length»..
'wil that 'be ail pretence, tee?"
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