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clergyman should have deprived hier bius-
band of thé pleasure of spending the ivhole
day in the society of hier relatives -,but she
consented to the arrangement, and Balfour,
with much content, spent Christmas day by
himself.

And then, in the hushi of the stiti and
sacred evening, this hîappy family party met
round the Christmas board. It wvas a
pleasant picture-for the bare dining-roorn
looked no longer bare, when it wvas laden
wvit1i scarlet bernies and green leaves, and
Lord Willowby could not protest against a
waste of candies on such a nighit. Then,
with his beautiful young wife presiding at
the bca., of the table-herseif the type of
gentie Englisb woanhood-and Honoria
Blythe's merry black eyes doing their very
best to fascinate and entertain him, why
should this ungrateful Scotch boor have re-
solved to play the part of Apemantus ? 0f
cotUrse ho wvas outwardly very civil-nay,
formally courteous; but there was an air of
isolation about hirn, as if hie were sitting
there by an exercise of constraint. He
rarely took wine anywhere; when hie did,
lie almost neyer noticed whiat hie drank:
why, ivLs it, therefore, that lie now tasted
everything, and put the glass down as if bie
were calculating whether sudden death
might flot ensue? And wlien Major Blythe,
after talking very loudly for some time,
rnentioned the word &'Ticliborne,' why
sbould this man ejaculate-apparently to
himself-' 0 good Lord ?' in a tone that
somebow or otber produced a dead silence.

' Perhaps it is no matter of concern to
you,' said Major Blythe. with as mucli
ferocity as lie dared to assume toward a
man who, might possibly tend him money,
' that an innocent person should be 50

-brutally treated ?'
' Not much,' said Balfour, humbly.
' I dare say you have not foltowed the

case very closely, Balfour,' said his lordship,
intervening to prevent a dispute.

'No, I have not,' hie said. ' In fact, I
would mucli rather wvaIk the other %vay.
But then,' hie added, to Miss Honoria, who
was seated by him, ' your papa must flot
imagine that I have flot an opinion as to,
who the Claimant really is.'

«NoV1 exclairned Honoria, witi bier
spténdid eyes fuit of theatrical interest.
'Who is hie, tben?'

Il discovered the secret from the very

beginning. The old prophecies have been
fulfilted. The ravens have flown away.
Frederick Barbarossa bas corne back to the
wortd at last.'

' Frederick Barbarossa?' said Miss Ho-
noria, doubtfutly.

'Yes,' continued bier instructor seriously.
His other name was 0'Donovan. He was

a Fenian leader.'
' Susan,' calted out lier brat of a brother,

'be's only making a foot of you ;' but at
any rate the sorry j est managed to stave off
for a timne the inevitable figlit about the fat
person fromn the colonies.

It was a happy faniily gathering. Balfour
;vas so pleased to see a number of relatives
enjoying themnsetves together in this manner
that hie would not for the ivorld have the
party split itself into tivo after dinner. Re-
main to drink Madeira ien the ladies
wvere going to sing their pious. Cbristmas
hymns iii ie other room? Neyer I Major
Blythe said by gad hie wasn't goinig into. the
drawing-rrnom just yet; and poor Lord
Willowby looked helplessly at botb, not
knowing ivbicb to yield to. Naturally, bis
duties as host prevailed. He sat down with
bis brother, arid offered him some Madeira,
wbicli to tell the trutb, ivas very good in-
deed, for Lord Wittowby ivas one of the
men wvlo think they can condone the poison-
ing of their guests during dinner by giving
themn a decent glass of wine afterward. Bal-
four %vent into the drawing-rooni and sat
down by bis wife, Honoria having at lier
request gone to tbe piano.

' Why don't you stay in the dining-room,
Hugli? ' said she.

'Ah,' said bie witb a sighi, «Christmas
evenings are far too short for the joy they
contain. I did flot wish the happiness of
this family gatbering to, be too mucli fia-
vored with- Tichborne. What is your
cousin going to sing now-

Oh hoiv sweet it is to see,
Brethren dwell in enmnity!1

or some sucli thingP
She was hurt and offended. He had no

riglit to, scoif at bier relatives ; because if
there wvas any discordant elernent in that
gatbering, it ivas himself. They wvere civil
enough to him. They were flot quarrelling
among thernselves. If there wvas any in-
terference with the thoughts and feelings
appropriate to Christmas, lie ivas the evil
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