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CHRISTMAS MORN.
1

Up, Christian | Hark! the crowing cock
Proclaims the brerk of day !
Up! light the lamp, undo the lock,
And take tho well-known way.
Already through the painted glass
Streams forth the light of enrly Mass!
1.

Onr altar! oh, how fair It shows
Unto the night-dimm'd eyes !
.Oh! surely yonder leaf that glows
Waa pluck'd in Paradiso!
Withour, it snows; the wind is loud ;
- Larth slecps, wrapp'd ie her yearly shrond.
L.
‘Withia, the organ's soaring peal,
The choir'’s 52 cet chant, the bells,
The surging crowd that stands or kneels,
The glorious errand tells.
Rejoice § rejoice ! ye sons of men,
¥or mnn wmay hope for heaven again !
. IV
Tis but & step, a threshold cross'd,
Yeut such & change we find ;- .
Without, the wund'ring worldling toss'd
By evury gust of wind ;
Within, therg reigns 1? h?ll)‘r‘ ‘I“:ig‘f"’
P ot ides the Jrew !
Fou here abides the ° T, D. McGes,

CHRISTMAS STORY.
A STORY WITH A HAPPY ENDING.

CHAPTER I.

It was Clristrmas Eve, The snowy valleys of
Conpemeorn lay swaoth and serene in the shadows
that were -just beginuing to make mystery in hol-

.1ow places, though the after-glow of an angry sunsect
had not yet died hloug the ridges of the eastern
hills. Very quickly the pight came down, the
stars blazed out with frosty brilliance sbove the
white crowns of the tall mountains, and a red large
moon came up between two peaks of the twelve
Bens, and gaz < at its own solemn facein the broad
¥leamore Lake, ‘
(-' As tho night darkened the lights from Glenmore
‘Castle shown, moru 8teadily down through & clear-
ing in the crowd of pine trecs that separated its
coltivated grounds from tho wild path above the
lake, Along this path a little band of figures was
moving, men, a woman and children. They
walked slowly, for the woman carried & baby
srapped in her clonk, and her broken steps did ot
petoken health, or strength. Tho children cluog
4o the men's hands, and cried, for the cold pmched
their bare tors. Soine of the men bent‘tl_lexr heads
.nd looked ‘on tl.o ground,others fixed their gnze on
"the waru glure streaming from every window in
sthe castir, url. thinght of the luxury within, and
festive prepacatlons of ‘which these comfurtable
dights were the sigoil, They were bound for that
cnstle’ in senrch of mercy, and pérhaps they thought
thoy.should be likely to find®it at the'hands of Sir
‘Miles Datéy, now, ot this season of lavish hogpital
.ity and genesal rejoicing. S
. ~'y’Beh'iuga % e“fwré,un ofgone of -those -well.lighted
pdows, SIF Milew Darcy was at that moment sitting
."“Lgoking in, wo findit o handsome-
2. 'The walls are well ljned with

sén"fhii'ngings have a. stately sweep,
“glows Sir Miles! arm-

‘with fira,

“'chdi is'drawn,to the
~4he table Sir Miles iy
" Phig! 18"
¢ the'birddetis esk# and tha:pen as it moves.
r't}:ls“iiﬁ'i"i:lii!fﬁé';g'éib?"lin’d{- overshisituco:... Thare ave:
- 1{nos of tEOHght on. higibrow Andithy marks of an
Jror purposetATeset aligut his sternimouth, .. Vory.
Jtarn, it J0oks Sawithough'it:cansbepleasant ;too ;
u?}fttf?’f&iéhﬁ(’thég@ﬁ fal:looks
\teaditiodgrr >+ Thtsoulps
“aboit bz 14
S

g sheds. i

rving.

.the woman: fell with &

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, DECEMBER 24, 1875,

NO. 19.

chiselled them to well nigh the perfection of grim-
ness.

Sir Miles writes; and stops and thicks; and
writes on, Suddenly a hand upon the door inter-
rupts the silence. Sir Miles looks up with a dis.
turbed eye.

*Sir, there’s a man out abroad that'd he wantin’
to spakea word to yer honor.”

% Whois he?”

‘' He didu't give any name, yer honor, an’ it
mortal dark outley, but he said if it'd be a thing
that yer honor'd give him the speech o yem, he

wouldn’t botber ye more nor wan couple o minutes.

* Let bim come in,” said Sir Miles, and Pat van-
ished,

In a few seconds the library door opened again,
and a group, strangely out of keeping with the
handsome room inte which they seemed afraid to
step, appeared in the doorway. Foremost, there
was 8 gaunt, hungry-looking man, with a strong
frame, brawny hands clutching his dingy cap, and
with a craving fire smouldering in his sunken eyes.
By his side was & protty woman in a red petticoat,
and a handkerchief tied under her chin, just such a
pretty, dark-haired, dark-syed woman as, under
more happy -circumstances, must have been the
admiration of every tourist, and a godsend to every
wandering artist who might chance to pass her cot-
tage door. But now the merry, mischlevous eyes
were uunaturally large, and heavily dull, the mouth
was wan amd drawn, the cheeka were hollow;
vvery feature was pinched with want and sickness.
A baby was wrapt in the skirt of her scanty gown
ond held close to her bosom ; but there was a
pallor g her face, and a waadering dimness in her
eyes that scemed to warn that the wasted arms
must soon relax their eager clasp. Three or four
little frightened children clung about her skirts,
with cold blue facer, and red bare feet and legs.

Sir Miles started at the picture thus suddenly
thrust before Lis eyes, and a flush overspread his
face.

* What js your business?” he asked, harshily and
hurriedly. # What brings you here 7"

The gaunt man shivered at the sharp tone; a
tremor runs through bia frame, He lifts his voice
to speak, but the sounds that come are very husky.
Another shock pasres over tim, and the cap in his
band is convulsively twitched. He clears his
throat, and speaks again.

¥ Master, for forty long years my father wasa
faithful servant to yer honor'’s father. God rest
them both! nor iver wint agin him or giv hima
minute’s trouble to the day of his death. Master,
yoursel’ was but small whin I was a little boy
climbin' the rocks, and finding the nest that used
to plase ye, and muny's the time I ricked my neck
for the givin' o' yon pleasure, not that it fits the
likes 0 'me to bu reminding your Lonor of such
things. and to keep my bones out of the grave I
wouldn't do it; but masther, the thought of the
childher, my nine helplees little waueens, makes
me bold for to mention it. Since the day I got the
bit o' Iand, and took the rint on my ewn shoulders,
with Maury here, I always paid you faithful, an’
niver was the shadow vn your hono's path, Aw
if I swors sgin yer that day in coort, bow could I
help it, yer honor? What for did they bring up a
poor man that was minding his business, and niver
thinkin’ on them, and put him on hisoath? Surs
Icouldn't swear the lie? An’if yer honer has for
me, there's them other poor fellowsas niver crossed
you anyhow, ten o' them yer honor, with long,
wake “families, with wecnie girleens, nnd oud
fathers and ould mothers thut isn’t fit to put the
foot under them. Sure if it was only the younr
itsel’. ,Aund now,masther, if ye'l be pleased tothink
on my hard case, an’ -not take the root from aver
our heads, an the bit out of our mouths, an’ the
snow fallin'. Maurcia kneel down, childher kaeel
down, dowp on yur kne+s, an’ aek his honor to have
mercy on ye"

There was a silence broken only by the sobbing
of the woman, and the whimpering of the children,
If the lamp-light that gazed on Sir Miles Darcy's
face had been anything human it might have told
that for a moment there wus a look upon it that
was somethipg like relenting, But it vanished,
and the storm gathered in his eycs, and burst over
the heads of the wretched suppliants,

1 A1l that I have to say to you," becried, “ I said
long ago. T will have no more dealings wich you,
I have pagsed my word, and pot for hundreds like
you will I brenk it. Mounday morning shall tid me
of your whining ad snivellings. Begone!”

The gnunt man rose from his knees, and locking
wonderingly rouand the room, as if he strove to
realize what was passing. Mechanically be took a
child's band in each of bis, and fullowed his wife
and her little brood from the room. ‘The dour was
closud once more, and Sir Miles war left to himself,

Ad the dreary little band passed out from the
shadow of the castle into the moonlighta number of
dnrk figures emergued from the shadow of & wall and
joined them, They were gloomy-faced men, and
walked with a kind of spiritless doggedaess. |
-4 Well 77 asked the cldest and gloomicst of the
Land.

-, 'I'be gount. man. shook his head in silence, and

no more words. werd spaken.

In eilence the mournful party went on, winding
along by the pioe trees.  The children cried aunin
with the cold, and the men tovk them in theis
arms and scothed them roughly. There were tracks
of blood upon the snow; but what of that ? Little
the children could care for this, when they were

‘under shelter again, and at rest in their little poor

bods. 'The shelter, and the corner to coverthem.
selves up and- sleep, wers . still ‘Teft to them for
three days to.come, They.are.well off asyet—

- After Monday night it will be tizé enough to com-

misserate them, ; .:. Ca T
-~ 'The children were. sgothed, on moved. the little
crowd by the dark lake and bright moutitaing, till

| Mary, the mother of" the little ones, graw fuint and

dizzy, and began to strike hér feet painfilly azainet

m

o8t ind la, the full’
m a :

stcatohed ‘on the snow,

length of her’:dark : fig
Aunder the moonlight, .

‘f’c“a't'réﬁ'fo the Hasti'forty years;and has. |-

‘he stones, and to clasp :her’ baby in a blind reck-
less way, to. her chilled \bosom. .Oug of, the;men’)..’
took, the child from ber arms, dnd,the Hext moment

“ Mary avourneen |” he murmured, bendirg over
her, touching her face, ad feeling her hunds. Then
a horrible conviction seized him.

“She’'s gone!? he shricked, “she’s gone. And
by the Blessed Saviour this night I! have the
blood of her murderer " :

# Whist, whist! Ned Mangan,” said one of the
men, “Sorra wan o' her's dead at all, but only
wake she is, an’ tired out with the cold and the
frettin’. Hould aisy & bit, man, an’ I'll git her in
my arms, and we’ll have her at home, an’ in her
bed, and the dhrop of sometbing werm to her in
less than no time, Whist, whist, man, an’ be nisy.?

“Stand by, Mick Coynel" cried the desperate
man, ¥ it's well you mane, but niver a man shall
lift her but the husband she sthruv for an’ died for.
Come, Mauria ashtore, lay your cold hend on my
sboulder, and short be the time till my coffin is
laid beside yours—but not till I bave revenged you,
Mauria, acushla machree 1” .

Mick fell back, Ned strede on with his burden,
and the gloomy procession moved forward as before,
and passed away into the shadows of mure pine
trees,

CHAPTER 1iI.:

While Mary Mangan fell in the snow, Kate Darcy,
the landlord’s only child, stood before the glass in
her dressing room, preparing for the ball which
always celecbrated Christmas Eve at Glenmors
Castle. The blood flowed rapidly in her young
veing, and ber heart beat glad time to the music of
her thoughts. No nipping frost had ever pinched
her soft cheek, no rough encounter with hardship
bad ever chilled tk¢ generous impulses of her kind-
Iy nature. She was very fair to see, a creature
richly gifted, and very sweet to dwell beside, for she
seemed created to dispeoke with lavish hand the
gentle charities of lifs. No wonder if she was the
idol of her father’s heart,

The firelight crept with a rosy blush over her
own pure heart. Her eyes were dark and blue like
the spring violets, and the golden hair which hung
upon her neck seemed to have stolen its lustrous
sheen from the summer sun to gladden the dull
sight of the dreary old man, Winter.

Kate’s little maid stood at the window, holding
the shinning wroath of holly which was to crown
her beautiful mistress .5 queen of the Christmas
festival, '

* Brideen,” said Kate, I cannot get this brace-
let to fasten.  Will you try it—closer to the light
or it will not do,” .

Brideen, who had becn keeping as much as pos-
sible behind her mistress's back while she dressed
her, approached reluctantly and bent her face very
low over the young lady’s band while she perform-
ed the required service, ,

# There, that will do," ssid Eatc, and Brideen
raised ber head. ¢ Why, child, you lhave been cry-
ing,” exclaimed Kate 1n surprise. © Crying to night!
What can Le the matter?"

¢ Oh, sorra, haporth’s the matter with me, Miss
Kate, nothin’ in the world, only a little somethin’
that vexed me,’’

% Crying agnin, Brideen! surely that something
must bea good deal that sits so heavily on your
merry heart. ‘Why, Brideen, I never saw you cry
before. I shall not enjoy this eveniog at all if you
do not tell me what is the matter. Come, Brideen,
tell me what ails you” :

¥ No, no, no !" gasped Drideen, who was by this
time sobbing bitterly ; and throwing hier apron over
her faco she darted from the room,

After her went Kate, along the corridor and half
down the stairs, where glancing over the balustrade
she caught sight of Brideen's swift retreat, and
heard the voices of two other servants who had
stopped on the stairs as the little maid ran past.

i No wandher,” gaid one, * it's a sorraful heart she
bas this night, an’ small blame to her?

E“ Aye, aye,” snid the other, *Ned Mangan was

ere but a bit ago, with Mauria, nn’ four or five of
Brideen's little msthers, Och! och!, but it's the
lonyg wake family he has, the poor man! Sure it
was to mysel’ that Pat came in the pantbry, an’
says he, ¢ Norah,' says he, ‘ Ned has got word o’ the
masther at last, says he, ‘an’ sure I sm  that he'll
forgive him the blissid night thatit is!?

€ Not 8o sure, Pat agra,” says [; ¢ the masther’s
good to the likes’o you nu' me asdoes his Lidden!,
but he's hard an’ bitiher to them that crosses his
will. An’thrue wers the words I spoke, for they
worint out ’0 my qouth whin wirra! we hears tbe
masthers voice phillilleughin up tothe ceilin’, and
baug goes the library duer, an’ out comes Ned aw’
his wife, poor soul, but it's sick my heart was from
her, an’' the weenie waneen in her arms, an' the
wue bits ¢ girleens runnin’ amorng her feet,”

«QOch! for’s this? fot’s this? But it's many's
the gore heart Monday night’ll see, nud many's the
cowld hearthstone, Sure if yself could help them
I wouldw’t Le long doin' it. But as thal’s not to be,
sorra bit ¢! use in you an’ me, Norah, st sndin’ prach-
in’ cottiogin’ here, and sich ¢ power o work 10 be
got undher afore to-moriow night.”

"4 Iv's thrue for you.” :
. 4 Faith it {a.” :

Aud bringing this conversation abrupily to n
close, the two wipel away the genuine tuar, from
their eyes, and went un their sepriate ermods,

Kite lft her'vatrear, nod, switt as an atrow, sped
duwn the staircase, ror. patsi d uetit her hinod was
on the library door.  Sir Miles sought tho intruder
.with an'angry eye, andno gentle greeting on the
‘tip of his tongue, but the change that passed over
Lis conntenance was wonderful when his deughter
entered the room, “To no other visitor -on -carth
could he have givén a smile at that mement, but
whle the smile lingers wo will look. and acknowl-
edge that that face can look plensant and genial ;
and speculate on the possibility of that iron" firm.

ness of chatacter outstretching its strong arm to up-

hold the'right catse of bumanity. "~ *

“ Well” he says; with

‘gioniog toarrive? . s S
"Knte has croesed the'room ‘with a quick step, and

g8 -

slnigly between hers, < 1 rof.
Lwi'No, papa ; it'is'not that! " Papa-
om, but 1 am‘afrald-of making you
: Mi ie {4 giave mow, ™

“ Why; my:child:" "When wa
1 I'éver’ barali to §ou, Kate,

il g

light still lingering “in bis-
eyes, ¥ i3 my time up, darling? - Ave onr guests be-'.
‘kneeling'down’ byhm’chug,aﬁkeshm hg’ndzs_jcq.reg-'-

& Tiwant to apeak: IR ety
i'ang 7} -1n ten.minttes: aftersthis. Kate-| gprang: :

 No, no, dear papa ; never indced, but I never
have anything to do with your business aflairs, and
now I am going to speak on a subject which 1 fear
will vex you.”

Sir Miles' face is growing very firm, but he does
not interrupt.

1en’t it true that you have threstened to turn
out some of the tenants on Moaday night? I only
heard it by accident a few minutes ngo. Ob! fa-
ther, you surely are not in earnest. You could not
send the poor creatures out on the snow without
food and shelter and we in the midat of feasting and
rejoicing 7

“ Kate," and §ir Miles' facc is very dark, and there
is n storm rising. “1 will not suffer any one, not
even you, to call me to account for what I think
right to do. Iam responsible for my action aud
will nottolerate intertorence. Say no more, lest
You bave just causc to feel my anger.”

" O father, I implore you to hear me. For Christ's

eake, who comes on this holy eve to bring penco
aud chbarity among men, be merciful and spare
these poor people. Papa, I am your ouly child,
apd the only one you huve to care for. In the
whole world there is not ono who loves you as I do,
and I tell you yon will break my heart, crushall my
life with misery if you do this crrel thing.”
. The storm is risen, but still Sir Miles listens and
is silent. Strange gustsof anger swecp his fuce,
strange lightnings are in bis eyes, but still he 1
silent and listens,

% Fatber, when my mother lived you did none of
these cruel things. She luved these poor people,
and yau loved her, and you were both honored aad
bleesed by the poor ou every side. 1fshe were here
now she would plead as I do, and you could not
refuse her prayer. Look at me, father, I am her
child, you say [ am like her, I nm on my knees be-
fore you, will you not hear me ? I am pleading for
yourzelf, for your own soul. Mow awful on your
deuthbed, when this denr hand (passionately kiss-
ing itagain and again) shnll be growing cold, shall
be unable to do one more good deed in this world,
think how tertible then the memory of these poor
shivering creatures turned adrift by you at the very
senson wlien He was bora whourged us to love and
cherish the poor. Think of them crowding around
your besie, laying their loads upon your soul, the
loads of their suffering, perhaps death, their sios of
hute and resentment and revenge. What, oh | what
will it be to you then that you have enriched your
lands, or swelled your purse, or gratified your pride?
O father "

She puuses, but still he does notspeak. His face
is turned away, but his hand is trembling, $he is
afraid ke is terribly angry, but she dashes on with
dcsperate courage.

“Iknow thurearc many who will applaud this
deed for which the angels are wecping. They will
socer ot your mercy, I know, and affect to think
you weak uinded and faint heatrted, and afraid to
do what you plense with your own. Brt, dear fu-
ther, though their destiny hns been cast among the
high places, the censore of such people is not
equal to a just man's praise, Some of them will
be here to-night, selfish, avaricious and cold bearted,
You are tvo clear-sighted not to see that they are so,
even while the world is trying to throw dust in your
oyes. They arvethe only cluss who will condemn
you. The whole world of right-thinking, God-fear.
iug men, will bless and appluud your churity.

“ And father, dear father, have putience with me
a little longer; think on your dying duy to have
the memory of this good action to smonth your pil-
low, of this conquest of your pride, of this rescuing
your fellow creatures fromsuffering, perhuaps crime,
of this fit-birth-offering to Jesus, more precious than
gold, than frankincense, thun myrrh! Think of this
good deed standing like an angel by your side! O
father, fur my motber’s guke ; she would plend,
slic is pleading with me—you must feel her in your
henrt—oh, will you not heur our prayer ¥
¢ Her tears wet the hand she clasps, and it is not
withdrawn, hut the face is still turned from her, A
deep silence reigns through the room, Kate can
tlivk of nothing maore to say, and is quite still.
The spent ashes full in the grate, the lamp buras
with its steadfust light, the busts that frown from
the cornices, of great men who died centurics ago,
goze on with their whito stare, as though the bidden
workings of earthly things had not long since been
made clear to their dissolved epirite.

Kste arose and stole nearer to her father, put
ber arms softly round his neck, and laid ber cheek
against his. .

Sir Miles presred his darling in his arms, and hus
vuice was hugky with cinotion when he dpoke.

* My child, ny good angel, you have couquered
me, Let it be a8 you say.” :

But Katais on her knees again,

#Q futher, pardon me if [ have -pained you, for-
give me for ever distrusting your generous heart”

“ Hushyny child, I do uoi deserve your praise”
and Sir Miles, the harsh, the inexcarabic Bir Miles,
rose to his feet, and with wet eyes and fiitering
voice, prayed aloud :

“ Great God, I have sinned ; I acknowledge it
before the fuce of the angel Thou hast sent to save
me.  In her presence I promise to obey the prompt-
ings of that better natore which she has awskened
within me? ) :

- Sir Miles sat down at tho .table awhbile, and
shaded bis face with bis hand. Presently he looked
up. .

*¢ Knte, said he, “the rod of power ls in your
bands ; make what use of it yuu please.

Eato took his band again and kissed it, and laid
her cheek against it.. - .

¢ Dear papa: : And will you then listen to my
little tiny bit'of advice? Let us try to conciliate
these poor people; they are wonderful creatures for
forgiving and forgetting, Iardeed I'know them bet-
ter than you do. I go more amongst'them, and see
many things you overlook., Grant them all a free
pardofinow for. whatever offence they. have given.

Let itghe known that you wish.their welfure,; Gon

little more among them, invits theipponfidence and
-awaken'their trust. “If:you.do thid alliwill.be-wall,

for-they -have quick: hearts- to; feeliand, ‘eloquent
‘tongues: to- utter blessings that; will echo at-the;| beaming face, and.. the
I ;.| axtended towards them, and’were- conquered; As
| each "advanced t6'cffer , his hard, brown |
.| téase that ‘droppéd , oii b’ fice wa
.|¥emces of bittornens

Judgmient seat:of God:!.. - -

:{brough her. chawmbor door, »: .

(5.4 Brideen 1, Bridben 1. Where. is:my oloak 7. -1y
1)-doithe puri_tfy,‘-anﬂlli;' arge basket withevery e
3ot B PR e TR i
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able thing you can find, and follow me to the valley
to your father's house!” And flashing a bright laok
into Brideen’s bewildered eyes, the “ beautiful and
accomplished Miss Darcy’’ tucked up Ler white
skirts, threw hcr cloak over her head, and van-
ished from the little maid’s vision like a winter
sunbeam,

CHAPTER IIl.

In distant cifies the clocks were striking nine,
but on the lonesocme moors the houra come and go
unennounced. In Ned Mangaw's cabin eight men
had gathered together. They sat in the dark, for
the embera bad burnt low, nnd were dying on the
bearth, and they had {nrniched themseclves with no
other light, The moon edged the rude window-
pane, with a binding of silver, and this wns the
only Christmas decoration about the place. Within
the walls all wasin deep sladow, No man could
gee his neighbor's face, nor dil any man wish tor
light. The Iast ray of hape was extinct in their
hearts, and the prince of darkmess himself was
doing his fonl work within them, Why make vis-
ible the utter darkncas of their souls by tho flicker
of & rushlight while they sat in kindred gloom, and.
held the dread counsel of desperate men 7

Onc amongst them was addressing tho rest. 1t
was hard to recognize Ned Mangan's voice, a cheery
voice in good times, in the phrenziud, shrieking
ton;:s of the spenker ; yet it was Ned Mungan whe
spoke,

“Boys!" he cried, “*we have thricd our last
chance. Wo bave knelt like slnves, only to be
spurned like dogs. Wo have been called whiners

aw’ snivellers, and we wiil whine an’snived no
lonpert—

“ Boys! I tcll yethat the heart o’ the rich man
ia harder than the rock, and colder than the ice to
the poor tinant that stands in his road. [ telt ¥o

that be will walk o'er the dead bodics o” our child-
ber, an’ o’er the gray heads o' our people ; he wilt
let the strongest o' us wnste to the slow hungry
death, that his fat cattle may grazo in our bite of
gardens, Boys, there is only wan coorse for us now.

The bullet that goes through the tyrant’s body will
free the lan’, will give life to the dyin’, and warmth.
o' the livin' hearthstone to thofreezin', an the bit to-
the cravin’ mouth. Boyw, is there any man that
will dare call us murtherers? Is there wan
amongst us that hasn't & wife, or n chil', or a sister,
oran’ ould father or mother, an' would wo spake

the foul word to them ? but work an’ toll for them.

an’ be good husbands an’ fathers, an' brothers an?
sons while the breath wns in ua? If the tyraot
thrusted us with his chisfuls o’ goold, Is there wan:
o' us here would touch an unlawful peony

A groan ran through the assemlly, und seemed:
to give answer in the negative,

“ Boyr, there’s not wan amongst us but Kas an
fnimy o' some time or another, un’if ho had wrought
us all the unessinesn he could, an’ if he camo to the
door o' the wild night, is there wan among us would
refune him the honorable shelter o the roof or harm
8 hair o' his hend ?  No, boys ; bt this ir net the
inimy of wan, or two, or th.uee, or n dowen o' uw, but
¢' tho whole downtbrumpled, elarvin' counthry?
Did ye niver hear o' the biave woman Judith, that
with the strength o fifty in her wan heart, killed
the cruel king, oo’ how God Alwighty put it ia her
head, an’ all good mien prafsed her, an’ glorified ber
—an' why 7 Becnuse he was tho inimy o' her
counthry, an’ was bringin' bLlackness nn’ desolation
on her people.  Boyw, it must be done. It's not
blood we thirst fur, Christ Mimsclf was to send an
angel o light” :

The door opened wide, and a slender white fipure
appearcd npon the threshold.

Every mun fell on his knees as with ore cop-
sent.

“Just God of Heaven !” murmured Ned, and a
ruak of smothcred cjaculations followed this, Then
a terrible spell fell upon the group, Every man’s
tongue clove to his mouth with awe.

* Is Ned Mangan here ?" asked a frosh voico that
entered the gloomy walls ns an errant summer
beam might strike to the heart of u svpless for-
reet.

'Chere was no answer The spell remained: un-
broken. Again the question was repeated,

4 If Ned Mangan is hiere 1¢t him speak, for T am
the bearer of good things.”

This time Ned found cournge to nnswer, and
Kate advanced into the cabin,

# Will you plense get  light 2 she said,

Sowe one blew o flame from the cmbers, Jit &
candle, one stuck it in & sconce agaivst the wall.
The feeble flune revealed a crowd of desperste
looking men witi: gloomy brows and silent tongues H
some #at on & bt neh, with folded arms and eyes sul~.
lenly bent on the ground, others half knelt and
shaded their durk faces from the unwelcome light,
cach man avoiding Lis fellow’s uye,

If Kate thought it an odd stato of things ebe did
not seem sarprised, - Possibly she thought they Bad
been praying. S8he walked up to whers Ned stood,
with nerveless arms hanging by his side, with hag-
gard cheeks, and loose hanging under juw, aad with
cyrs that were fixed on the opposite wall with a
bank, idiotic stare, R

“ Ned Mangav, said she, gently loyiog hevhandt
on his avm, ¥ I am sorty that you have’been im
trouble, but thank God your trouble: may de at an
end. My father has répented of bis rash anger, and
wishers to.deal kindly with you all on this eve. He-
tells me that not oue of you will be disturbed op
Monday, aod if all goes well ‘I trust you will soom
have'good leasés, All' your offence against him,

.| whatuver it 'may be, is forgiven, and be asks you in

Christ's.nume to forget any havshness he Lns shown,
towards yor, He invitea you all, with yonr wives
and ohildren, to spend to-naorrow at the Castle, and
have & dance in the large hall. 'T.hope you will all
core; dear frlends, and taste' the plum pudding and
‘mincy ples that are gettlng ready for you; and drown
cat¢ and old quarrels in & druught of good wine.
.And.ziow, dear friends, will you shake “hands with
-me all around in token 'of good: will, that I' may

carryiygur friendship Yack, with” me'to” Sir Mijes 7°

... The rongh mountaineers glanoced at the gonerous,

beaming face, and.. the MUtitle. fair hand, 8o frankly

'n hand, the.
ashéd :aws ;
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As for poor Ned




