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wo will only make ourselves miserable,
withont making others happy.”

“But papa, shouldu't every one try to
wake ns mony as they counld huppy i

W Yes, darling. - I they did* this,. there
would lie no real misery inthe world, "This
is the true spirit of charity.”

«And why don't they do it papa??

i Really, T cannot sy, m_\ pet. You
fee oltr Saviour “'ﬂs‘m‘glvctul innmanger,
And forgotten by those Hecame to save”

$0hY wern't they creel, papa 7

S Yo, indeed, clild; but 1 fear we ave
not a bit better.  Qur Divine Master says,
as gften as we relieve the poor we relieve
himselt; and now-tell me, puss, what have
you,done for the peor this blessed Christ.
mas 7

“ 1 awill tell you, papa; in the first place,

- mamma made up w basket of meat and
hread, and tea and sugar for us, and then
Kate and Twent up to poor Mrs. Sullivan’s,
and ’

W Ha* said Kate, ¢lit{le (cll-tale; yvou
Know the \ulplurc says, let not \our left

<hand see \\hlt your rlght hand ::l\xlh i
©oaeue,” said Mr, O'Donnell,  ® And
now, e r~\ \!ulm':, zo sit near your mam-
e’

PRessy did sit near her mamma, aad nes.
tled her head upon her besom, and prat-
tled with her inlow tones.

While this conversatinn was going on,
Willy Shett was in a deep reverie. Mis
“lbows rested on his knees, and his face
upon his-open palms!” Of what wis he
thinking ? .

© Akt he thought of the zood old home
where he spent many a Christmas night
such as this ;- where -father, mother, bro.
thers, and sisters all joined to make it a
yerry Christmas.  Where the yule-log
burned, and the Christmas {ree glistened,
and where light -hearts, and’ merry faces,
cand ]OLund quglmr mads a merry Chrlst-
ras indeed.  Where were all these now ?

On such a Christinas night as this did
his kind gentle mother—the last of her
race—sleep for the first time in her cold
grave. Ashe returned {o his blesk home,
the sleet and - rain. pattered without, but.
‘there was no yule-log, nor Christmas tr;c,

" nor fond hearts to greet him within,

“Abh! my good tender mothsr, where
dire you? he exclaimed, half nudlbly as
the rears trickled between his fingers.

 Willy, what2ils you 7 said Kste, lean-

-.ing her hand upon his,

# Nothing, nothing dear!” and he brush-
“‘od away the tears, and tncdto]ook ‘cheer-

ful.

“ Come,” said Alice Maher, “\"ﬂly get
vour flate and come to the kxtchcn, we wxll
set up a dance there’’ }

ot Agreed, agreed 7 :

And the kitchen became’ merner “and |-
-resounded with the 'song, and dancc of
“light ‘and loving ‘hearts, until “the-old

.- clock in the hall chimed twelve, and then
- that merry Chnstmns hnd passed avrsy

1

When Willy rose in the morning, he
went to the window to look -out - The
ground was covercd with a slight sprink-
ling of snow. e looked towards the
farmeyard. A long range of ricks of hay
and stacks of corn erowdnd behind the
house. - I'he-noise of the flhil n.aoundul
from the barn,

In the yard was Kate O'Donnell xmd
Mary Cahill, with @ whole troop of gub-
Nm" tlu]\cvs and geese, cackling hens,and
ducks around thewm, | Over and uhout;
these lntterad alot of busy pigeons, Kate,
inn plain dress, with her sleeves tucked
up, was ch(llng them with outs from. o
sieve, which Mary held,

A Ingcon was coving from her shoulder
Jcn10u-h at another that was busily ptck-
ing on the sieve

S his s hnpmucss, indeed,” said Willy;
t“and with such a noble, loving wirl 1
would "ll\dl)’ dive and die amidst such
scenes

When he came down to the pnrlor, Allcc
Maherand Frank were enjoying-a plens-
ant fete-a-tete on the setiee near the fire,

They seemed v 1y happy, and evidently
on very grdod terms with one another.

Mz, and Mrs. O'Donnell shortly  joined
them.  Kate and Bessy soon came in with
two plates of hot butter cikes, which they
were after baking in the kiteken,

After brealkfast, as the day was {oo un-
pleasant to go out; our party amused them-
selves playing drafts, backgnmmeon, and
other games, Then they sang and played
on.the flute aud concerting, and rend amus-
ing books alternatély. B

About noon, their u'crmlmn was enli-
vened with the most discordant nttempts

at music lmnrvumblc, proceeding from the-

little lawn in front.

¢ Come here,” ‘snid’ Alice, looking out
of the. window ; ‘“come here,” and she
laughed beartily, “Such a motley group
I have never witnessed ; what the deuce
are they 7 )

They all ran 1o the window.

It was no wonder that Alice langhed,
for amere picturesque group of rags nnd
patches you could not see,

“The wren boys, the wren boys,”? ex-
claimed the party,

The wren.boys, or, as they called them-
selves, the wran boys ‘now cameup to the
mndmv and’ commenced to puft : and
blow their spasmodic instruments,

One fellow had an old flute which would ‘

elicit for him, despite all his puffing ‘and
blowing, only a few shrill: whistles.
other ‘was’ sctatchidg at & fiddle, whilst
another was trying’ to force the wmd out
of au old asthmatic bagpipes ; butall these
were complctely throwu n tho shude by
an old drum; -

 Their: appearance was not less Iudxcrons
than their musie, « ¢

Some had pemcoats and gowns ‘mount-

ed with tibbons, drawn oyer them ‘others’”

had s}mwls for: mahea and hatbnnda. '
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