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H E Hsat in a shabby armichair, gazing,through the frosty panes. out to
wlhere the snowv lay in glittering<
heaps on the wvindi-swept street;

and lie cursed aloud the rattling, winclow
sssand the creaking doors. It was

Christmas Eve, and the mooni sent silver
shafts over the winiter's first ojift of
snow, *till it seerneci studded \vithi my-
riacis of uncut gemis. The blustering
north winid, rushing by. clutched at the
leafless trees, bending and txvistingc thieir
creaking- lîmibs, like fraii pipe-stenis, in
a giant s grasp. Thci Frost King stalked
abroad, and pale stars gleanied col(lly
dowul on the snow-clacl earth.

"A beastly niglit, chilling one to the
Marrow,' rnuttered Toi .Andrews, as a
failing icicle struck a sharp rap at bis
w indow pac Th en su(ldetlv, mierry
voices latughmIiig anii singing, reaclied his
ear. A gav- larty \N'ere carrying, sprays
of lbolly,> and gariands of evergreens to
a nearbv chiurcli. As they stunl)le(I
thirouigh the snowdrifts, their latighter
grew louder.. and. Tomi withdrew froni
his seat at the window.

"Silly idiots-every one of thern.
Laugliing inclecd, after the hardships of
the panic ' fromn wieh we hiave flot yet
recovered. \'ith sucli a wretched out-
look. too, for the coming yar. Trade
at a standstill-stocks low-and rnoney
tiglht :-laugh vou idiots laugh. Ali. 1
hiate the world with its senseless rnerry
niaking. wThen we have such cause to
wreep. I'd lik-e to know who invented
the silly custoni of ail this row at
Christmas, with its absurci custonm of
giving: giving indeed." Then Toni shook,
as thoughi with ague. "Thiere, I rnight
have known I amn getting a cold, that's
about ail this season brings nme-laugli is
it ? laugh ?"-and a sneeze interrupted
bis further lutterance. The merry voices
gyraclually grew fainter, and Toin fell in-

to a doze beside the hearth on wijch
a fewv rcd enibers ' weme quicly) turinig
to 5ilvery ashies.

The winid withi a shriek, threw open
theC loor, and as Tomi xas about to utter
an imiprecation., across the threshold
tropped nien andi maidens folloxved Vy
older dandies and (lansels, in costume of
bNegonie days before the reign of the
ICS1)ot, Goid. The satin knee-breeches,

l)lunle(I lat, emibroidered (doublet, pe1-
uke. foi), pomnpadour and buekieci shoes-
ail were thiere as thoughi a merrv carmni-
val were at its hieighlit. Out f rom the
tiiotlev. crow~'d stepped an old man in
powd(ered wig, and leaning on a gold-
headed cane. "Look. at nie 'rom, hiave
\-ou forg)otten your o]k1 Dad? Sec y-our
an1(cestors, froliu a centurv back. have
corne to visit you. A jolly Clbristmais,
lad, checer up, ail tile world rejoices.-
\-ou too should be gi»adl.?

iomi was too (ltIfoti(lCd for utter-
alice. Ochi of the guests stuck his ligjht-
ed torch in a sconce anothier piled higli
the logs ini the g-rate. aIRI set themn blaz7-
ing ; wvhilc the g-eneral chiatter ai
lau ghitr filed the air witli nerriimenit.
Tom1 cotild fot titter a word, but stood
tremblinig. Several of the mrvmkr
gatliered around die table , and in a fcw
minutes tranisformied the bare surface to
a board1 w~itjj tenipting viands am111
edibles. In the centre glittered a greîit
bowl, in whichi the fragyrant punch \~

steanmîng.
Clicking bis highi leels on the ba-re

floor, Tom's great grandfather approaclv
cd imi andi said: "Good Iuck-ancl good]
cheer-for even in the days of old whefl
life xvas full of (lespair, wvith. sleepless-
nighits and an-xiouis days, the star of hope
neyer wavered but made gay our Christ-
masticle."

Tom's grandfather, pufflng a long claylý


