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We vill anly inake ourselves miserable,
withouit meking others happuy

lBlit papa, sioldni' t every one try to
make as Ru many ils they couîld ulippy t''

Yes, darling. I t they did' this, lhre
waild h:C no real mîisery in the world. This
is t h truc Spirit of alhrity.''

And ily don't they do it, p'pa ?"
* illy, I ciniot saly, iy pet. Youl

seer our, Saviouir wva.,inglected in al mainge,
i frgolt ivni iis hose lie eutail ti live."

iie h er't t y ertel, pipa ?'
i idecd, child, lut 1 feiar we are

not i bit better. Our Divine Mast says,
la ofieu as we relieve the pioor we relieve
lIislf CI ; and nolw tell me, t ils, wliit liive
you.don e for the p oor this blessed Christ.

I wiill tell you, piaipa in the first place,
m1ilma miade 1 ) up a bts>ket of meat andil
bread, and ta ind sugar for us, and theu
Kate andri T venit up to poor 1 ro. uîllin's,

H e"1 saidt Nzater clittle tell-tale ; yout
nliow the Seripture says, let not yor left

hanud see wh lbat your rig t idl iveth
STrueaid Mr. O'Donniell. And

nlow, E ydarling, go siit niear your main-

di'y did cit iear ier miîamna, ald les,
tled her head ipion lier bosom, and prat.
tied w-ith lier ii In l tones.

Whil this coliversaI'tion iis goilig an.
Will Shea was in l decep rcveric. His
tbows restel on his kiiees, and is face

npon his open palrs. Of v lhat was lie
thiiking ?

Ah ! lie thouglt of the good old home
wliere le spent many a Christnas night
such as this ; where -father, mother, bro.
thers, and sisters all joined to mîiake it a
mnerry Christmas. Where the yîule-log
burned, and the Clristmns trecu glistenied,
and wliere light liarts. and merry faces,
and joeund laugliter madle a ierry Christ-
unas indeed. Where were ail these iow?

On such a Christmas niglit as this did
his kind gentic nother-the last of lier
racc.-sleep for the first time in lier cold
grave. As bc returned to his bleak home,
the sleet and rain. pattered wvithout, but,
there weas no yIulc-log, nor Chtristmaîs tree,
nior fond hearts to greet him vithin.

Ah ! my good tender nother, lhere
are Yut I" lie exclainied, half nudibly, as
the rears trickied betiween his; fingers.

" Willy, 'whatails Vou?" said Kate, lean-
ing ber hand upon bis.

lNothing. nothing decil" andihe brush-
ed awy the tears, and tried to look cheer-

"Come," said Alice Maher, ' Willy, get
vour flute and come to tLe kitchen, we wll!
set up a dance there."

lAgreed, agreed l
And the kitchen became merrier, and

resounded with the song and dance io
light and loving hearti, nntil the ald
clock in the hall chimed tieve, and then
that mery Christnas bad pased away.

When Willy rose in the lorning, lie
vent to the window to look oit The

grotnd waIs coverel with a siiglit sprink-
ling of snow. le looked towiiis the
ftriii-yarid. A long range of rieks of hay
and itnekls of corn crwdet ll lbind the
house. l'lie noise of tle fliil resolinded
frum the barn,

]in the yard wvas Ka te OlDoinneIl and
Mil l, with a whole troop of gab-
blling tiirlies nand geese, cecklinîg liIs,anid
dlucks irmid thiii. Over ind about
these flitierel i lot of busy pigeons. Kate,
in il plainl dres, with lier sleeves tuîcked
ul p, wvas feeling tleimî w it(h onts fr.o1m. n
sieve, whielh Mary bel.

A pigeon was eoloilii front lier shoiiler
jealousily it iiiotlier that was busily peck-
inîg aon the sieve.

,;This is hak ppIinIes-s, indeed, said Willy;
l'and wvith tich a noble, loviîi girl 1
would gIhly -live nîd die amidst such
scelles "

Wh, l he camile down to the parlor, Alice
Maler and Frank wvere enjoyiui a pleis-
int tete-aI-ete on the settee nt-ar the fire.

'I'hey seetd r iry happy, and evidently
on very gòod terms with one another.

Mr. and Mrs. O'Donnell shortlv joincd
theim. Kiite and llessy soonî cale in with
two plates of hot butter ciilS, which they
wer after bakin'-.iii tlie IiteLIezi.

Afier brealk fast, as the day was too un-
ptlainint to go ont, onr party amiied then-
.:lves. playiig urafts, tackgniiîîîîînîn, and
atiher gaies. Thenl they sanlig and played
on.the filne nud conucertina, and rend aius-

ngbooks alternatelyý
About noaon, their recreation was enli-

veied withi the mnost discordant attemapts
at mnsic imaginable, proceeding from the
little lawn in front.

SCoe liere," said Alice, looking out
of the window ; cone here,' and she
lauglieti heartily. ucilicl a motley group
I h:tve never witinessed; what the detce
are tlicy T"

They all ran to the window.
It was no wvonder thatt Alioa laughled,

for a more picturesque group of rags and
patcles youî could not sec

" The wren boys, the wrcn boys," ex-
clainied the party.

The wren.boys, or, as they called them-
selves, the wran boys, now came up to the
wîndow, and: conmmenced to pull and
blow their spasnodic instruments.

One fellow had an old tinte wlhich ivould
elicit for him, despite all his puffing and
blowing, only a few shrill whistles. An-
other was scratchirig at a fiddle, whilst
another was trying ta force thi wind out
of an oldasthmatic bagpipes ; butall these
were completely thrown in the shade by
an ald drum

Their:appearance was not less ludicrous
than their music.

Some had petticoats and gowns, mount-
ed rith>ribbons, drawn oyer therin; others
had shawls for Saslhe atnd hatbands.


