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$¢Pho Christmns Bells,*?

.
Once moro acro=s the leatless lund

Wo hear tho clush of Christmas chimes; -
The young and old stand hand in hand.

And dicam the past fn present times,
There 18 a story In tho Bells

That comes in whizpers through tho afr :
Of1.ovo to pouto their mugfe tells,

I'hey sigh to others of despuir !

Last year wo flung the window widos
"Twas such a Chiristmns kEve as this;
Vo bade the bedls to greet tho bride
And congeerate tho bridegroom's kivs,

A li'lllo year) too bricf, alas!

)

Yo eavo the ship or still the wave ;
‘To-morrow morning wo shall pnss
‘Tho flowers on her husband’s gravot

A yearogo) you can’t mrfd .
The darkness of last Christmas ulgst,
A littdo robin cold and wet
Flewdazed and hungry to tho light.
Our holly wreaths unw ithered still, .
‘Tho glad now year had scarcely come,
1Yo heard a shout acrogs the hill,
Our Jong-lost brother had como homo!

“Good Will and Peace "’ {n leafy.ecroll,
Wo zaw nbovo tho chance) dim §
Weo heard the mighty organ roll
Its musje for tho Christinas hymn,
Tho gsermon was of love, and all
Uprose, Just bieat—a Christian fold ;
Still tather’s kisses never fall
On mother's forehead as of old §

Ring ox, yo Christmas Lells, of peAco;
Ring on of lovo that nover dies;
The love that Jasts though 1ife must ccase,
The lifo of deathless symipathies;
Ring out the only trus bellel
Across tho meadowa and tio plain,
Tho wooda onco more will smile in leaf s
The summcer flowers come again,

This 18 tho rausic of tho chimes
That crushea hato and killgdeapair ¢
The gospel of the good old times
Filling with love the very nir s
Though hopo lies buried, it will rise
» Tl\ou‘:h sorrow triumiphe, ‘twill depart ;
Lovo will re-Jight gricf-wasted oyes,
Aund flll _}\'im joy tho cmpty heart.

COUSIN JOHN,

THE STORY OF A CHRISTMAS DAY,

“ Ave wo near Marston Station now 2 I
asked timidly of my opposite companion,
with whom a fow cawvilities had been ox-
changed during a somowhat long railway
journey performed in a eccond-class carriage.

« Vo shall bo there almost directly,” sho
answered briskly. *You aro glad, I dare
gay ; for it has been a tirivg day for you.”

“VYes,” I re?lied doubtfully, feeling in-
wardly a sensation little akin to gladnesd;
for, though 1 was going home in one sense
of the word, having no other place to call by
that name, I had never been to Marston be.
fore. I was going as a stranger tc accept a
shelter from relatives I had never seen—
going with dread and uncertainty too; for
though my aunt Vercker's lotter had con-
tained the promise of a welcome, how could
1 bo suro sho really meant it? How could
1 divino whother my cousins would not re-
gard mo in the light of au intruder and in-j
terloper as well? But 1 had had no choice
in the matter. All bad been hurriedly
sottled and arranged, almost before I had
realised that 1 wa!é to leave my old home
and go out amongst new friends and strange
faces.

I kuow that the Verckers were rich—at
least, rich in comparison with what wo had
over been ; and, as my means wero in fature
0 be of tho most modest description, I had
travelled in & way would probably shock
them if they chanced to see mo alight, But
that could a0t be helped, I kunew 1 was
right, Very likely none of them would ba
at thostation; at all cvents, there was not
much timo for deliberation ; even then the
train was alackcnini its speed. T was
gathering up my fow belongings and prepar-
paring very tremblingly for the ordeal.

T had jumped out very quickly, not paus-
iog to glance cither to the right or tothe
Ieft, when saddenly & voice behind me said
something which in my nervousness I could
not qlx}ite cateh : but, lookng up, 1 found
myeelf facing -::ogcntlcmcn who, cencluding
who I wasg, introduced himself as my consin
John Vercker. Ho was dregsed in a rongh
gray shooting-suit, with a wide-awako hat,
which ho raised slightly when ho first ad-
dressed me,

¢t Lina is here too,” hosald, ** Wodrove
over together; and the cart has been sent
for your boxes,” -

Thank you,” I angwered ; *“but I have
only ono small box and what you ace,”

« All right,"” said my cousin John, though
how ho camo to bo my cousin was a myatery
which was atill t be explained ; for 1 had-
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nover heard thet aunt Vereker hiad o son.
I bad always imogined that her fuly con
sisted of daughters only,

He possessed himsclg quiotly of my small
property, and, leading tho way, conduated
wmo through the hittle gateway to tho pony-
earringo whorein Lina sat, gazing towards
us with evident curiosity as wo approached
Shoe welcomed mo kindly, and then proceed-
ed to ask if X would mind mtting bekind in
tho scat usually occuptod by tho groom, as
sho wished to drivo home,

“Aud John won't let mo,”shosaid, witha
protty plaintive gesture, !* unless ho rits
beside me. 1o i3 euch a tiretomo old
plague ; aren’t you, John?"

“Nounsenso, Linal" rophed John, I
mean to sit horo”--pointiog to the back
scat—"*'1 can guido tho reins just a3 well if
you get frightene;l."

So I got in obediently and scated mnyselt
by Lina's side. She kept up a running fire
of swall-talk all tho ‘way home, varied only
by one or two nervous exclamations when
the ponies seemed disposed to get hoyond
her control. When had I started? Was I
very tired? Didn’t T think the heat ter.
rific? Aud wasn't I afraid to take such a
long jonrnoy alono?

**Oh, John—snddenly stopping her conver-
sation with me, during which my replics had
been of tho least cencequence to her—'* here
s Mr. Haughton coming! Hadn't we
botter spoak to him? He is surc to have
made @ call on us, and he will have beén so
dreadfully disappointed. Do stop, John 1"

Walking very leisurely up the road, de
companied by several dogs, was a gentlemah
who I of courso concluded was Mr, Haugh-
ton ; he was tall and very fair, with® an al
most moustache and extremely handsomo
sunburnt face, The features were faultless,
excepting only the chin, which, sloping in-
wards, gave a look of indeccision and weak-
ness, which in my opinion detracted not o
little from his good looks, Iowaevér, he
was very gentleman-like, and greeted Lina
most cordially, as well 23 my cousin John.

Neither ot them thought of introducing
wme ; 20 I sat quietly by, half amused, halt
amazed at Lina's incessant chattering, and
her evident désire to impress Ar, Haughton
favorably, It struck me however that tho
latter appeared hardly grateful enough to
her, Bismanner was a mixture of indiffer-
enco and politeness ; and, after the first fow
sentences had been spoken, he made ade
cided movement to,depart, which Lna ap-
parcatly did not notice. She rattied on
most vigorously, uatil reminded by her
brother that we ought to hasten homowards
on my account ; s0, with a fow last words,
which were rather lengthy ones, wo started
off once more on through a most gicturcwuo
littlo village, thon down a broad road box-
dered on cither side by magmficent elm-
trees, until wo came to an irdn gatoway
with a cosy lodge ono mass of blooming jes-
samino, roses, and honeysuckle, with bright
lattice paned windows and brilliant flower-
beds facing them.

“How prettyl” burst from my lips.
¢ How Jovely ! ~Ob, it is liko a picture 1
exclaimed involuntarily as we drove up the
short approach and came within view of
tho houso.

In another fow scconds wo drow up be-
“oro the doorway, Tho reins were thrown
by Lina te a a groom, who promptly appear-
ed ; Cousin John helped me to get ont;

and, under his escort, 1 was presently |

ushered into aunt Vercker's prezence,

T hod expected to sce sonc one very cold
and fomal—1 had fancied sho was so from
her letters—but, instead, I found a youth-
ful-looking person, dressed in most clator-
ato black—it could srarcely bo called mourn.
ing—with a tiny littlo tullo trifle'perched
most coquettisbly on tho sido of her bead,
which thick plaits of chestnut kair also
adorngd. Far from being cold and formal,
sbo was cordial and kindly to & degrec 3 sho
repeated ,all Lina's coquiries, and was
cqually accommodating to myanswers, But,
although outwardly there was nothing left
for mo to desire, 80 far as words teat,
somotbhing—I could nov cxplain what—
chilled mo towards aunt Vercker,

Aunt Vereker had been a widow for about
five years, and sinco then had livgd at tho
Grange, which belonged to Afr, John Vere-
ker, who was only her atep-son, having been
a well-grown boy of fifteen when his father
fell in lovo with and married her, Perbaps
it was out of lovo for her, perhaps it was
from somo ionate conviction of her incapa.
bility and shallowness, porhaps from his en.
tiro cobfidenco in his—no one know—but
tho late Mr. Vercker had loft his widow to
tho care of his son, and trusted to him to

supplement, ¢ far as ho considered needful,
o very muderato sottlement, which was all
he had made upen his wile,

John Veroker was a rich m:n, and, what
was stidl moro to the point i my nvnt's
opiuvion, a very genergus ono, Hhe con.
s1derod sho had been very badly treated by
her husband, and thero wero times when she
rathor murmured becauso her step-son did
net securc to hr tho allowanco ho gave.
However, thoso sgentimnents, were never
uttered in his preeenco . it was only bohind
his back that John Vercker was at timeg ac-
cused of being ‘‘mean,” ‘‘stingy,” and
* miserly.” Tho girls wero cach to have
threo thouraud pounds—*‘a beggarly pite
tance,” aunt Vercker said ; but, if John did
his duty, thoy would have a great deal
more, .

Lina was her favorito ; anl Lina's pros-
pecta of o matriwonial settlement wore just
then beginning to oceupy her mind, Mr.
Haughtos was the individual upon whomn
thoir bopes were xesting ; and, as I came to
know 1oy aunt better, I trusted most sin.
ceroly, for tho sake of general peace, that he
might not disappoint thom,

1o was a trequent visitor at the Grange—
in fact, hardly a day passed without our
seeing something of him ; but, as his place
was within an casy distance, and he had
nothing at hunie to enliven him, I some-
tunes wondered whothor it was for his own
og, Lina’s sako that we wero so often favored
with his company, I had bLeen at the
Grango a littlo over & month, and had be.
come day by day more convinced of one
thing—namely, that neither aunt Voreker
nor Lina regarded mo with friendly cyes.
Perhaps I was too near Lina's own age—I1
was ninoteen ; perbaps they felt I was a ro-
straint and burdza, 1 could not tell what
it was, Of Yr, John Veroker I saw very
littlo ; and my “hrce younger cousins, being
st1ll in the schoolroom, swere seldom avail-
ablo as companions ; 8o I found myself soli.
tary initho midst of them all, an intruder
and an interloper—just what I had feared
when I was hurrying towards Marston on
the first day of my arrival,

I had one pleasure howover which none
of them grudeed me, and of which I could
avail mysclf as often as I desired. Soon
after I came to Marsten the organist of tho
village chapel was suddenly taken ill ; no
ono was able or willing to undertake the
duties bie could nof for a timo perform, and
for the first Sunday thoservice was conduct-
ed without music of any kind,

“Aunt Vereker,” I said that same cven-
.ing, **do you think Mr, Harleigh would lot
we play for him?”

“You!” repeated aunt Vereker. “Play
in churchl Oh, np; it wodld never do!”

1 used to do so at home sometims,” 1
answered, ‘‘when I didn'tsing in the choir.”

“I don't like tho idea of your performing
here in pablic,” replied auntt Vercker
severely, I should nover dream of al-
lowing Lina to do such a thing.”

*Bat Lioa conldn’t,” put wm Beatrice,
with naivo sincerity.

“Couldn’t she?” Janghed Lina, who at that
moment appeared, with Mr. Haupghton be-
hind her, at the drawmwg.room window.
“Pray what can I not do?”

been asking mamma if sho may,”

“Are you mnsical, Miss Beresford?” ask.
o1 Mr. Haughton, addreasing me.

“I am very fond of music if that means
teing musical,” I avswered, with a guilty
consciousness that aunt Vercker was eyeing
mo severcely,

*“Will you play something now?” con.
tinued BMr. Haughton. ‘Do ask yeur
cousin™—appoaling to Lina, who scconded
his request so warmly that I was obliged to
accede,

Hardly had I played g few chordagrhen
aunt Vercker, interenpting jue, begged that
wo would all recollect what day 1t was—
Sunday—and, if I musb play, sho must beg
mo to play only chants. Howover, Lina
and Mr, Haughton drow ncar tho piano, at
which I scated myaclf ; and soon a chorus
of voices — shrillest amongst them aunt
Vereker’s own—sounded throug. the pretty
dioing room, .

But music at the Grange was not like the
music Prevelled in when, armed with aunt
Vercker's rather wnwillingly accorded con.
scnt, I undertook tho organist’s post and
practiced for it in tho long summer aftcr-
noons, It was a lovely little chapol, built
partly by unale Vercker, and fully finished
at Mr. John Vercker's expense. Many an
hour I spent in it, mauy a sad_thought and

rolled forth nnder my fingers, YWhen I was

“Play tho organ in church. Blancho has|

fancy I ombodicd in the grand tones which { fi
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saddeat, when things folt strangeat end

most desolate, I used to take the key of the -

chapol, and, tying on my hat, run down thé
shrubbory walk, and, crossing the broad
cme-bordered road, enter the atill little
edifico, aud in tho pleasures of harmony for-
got as far as I could the readitics of life,

Ono rather diizzlivg day I had set forth
to havo somo practicy, and had just reached
the gatowny leading to the chapel, when I
saw Mr. Haughton coming towards me. It
was impossible to protondthat 1 had not ob-
servod him; I must mako somo civil ro.
mark ; 80 I waited quietly until ho camo up,
faneying that he would go on to tho Graugo
where I know he was already expectad.

Asyot ho had not done his duty regarding
Lina ; sho was still hoping daily for a de-
claration, tho very tardiness of which might
hdvoe sufliced to convinge her that it would
nover come, I pitied Lfna from my heart,
Wkhat could bo more wearing or more de-
grading than o perpotuaf effurt to Lring an
unwilling suitor to the pont, or more dis.
tracting than aunt Vereker's transparent
httlosohomes to throw them together and to
give him every possiblo fucility for asking
tho question that was to make poor Lina
bappy.? s

h id ho say nothing to-day, Lins,” aunt
Vercker would—*nothing tangible *°

“No, nothing. What do you mean?” Lina
would answer, aogry, indiguant, and dis-
appointod,

Mr. Hanghton’s silence, though very ex.
asperating, did not suflice to damp my
aunt'’s welcomo to him, Ho was at libert
to coma to the Grangeat all timds, and,
when thore, was treated with all tho honor
due to a future most uncxcehtionablo son.
mlaw, I haye deseribed him as a hand-.
some man. In features ho certainly was,
and his general appearance was gentloman.
liko ; but, wher he stood side by side with
my cousiu John Vercker, the contrast bo-
tweon the two ought, I thought, to have
been sufliciont to cure Lina of her prefer-
enco, For thore was nothing manly about
Eustace Haughton, no intellect in the pale
blue eyes, no strength in the narrow white
hands, with their long nerveless.looking
fingers ; whilst Mr. Vereker, with his al-
mogt plaln face, grayestrcaked hair, and
shabby shootion-coat, had an air gf quwct
decision, an indescribable somcthing which
at onco proclaimed him to be, what I felt
from the firat he was, o bruve, honest,
Lonorable English gentleman. I could have
fancied it possiblo to faco any great danger
quietly with Johu Vercker by wy side.

Before I had been long at the Grange, I
Lpew that I had scen the one person in the
world with whom life for me would be al-
most cloudless ; but what folly it was to
think of suoh a thing! How I -“tried to
reason myself out of i1t opo moment; tho
pext, how closely I clasped tho sweop sccret
—tho secret that would be buried with me §
For I loved John Vercker—I, Blanch Beres-
ford, aged ninetren, possessed of the magoi-
ficent fortune of about fifty pounds a year,
with nothing to recommend mo exéept per-
haps my voice, And { could sing; oven
aunt Vercker said ono night that she could
not listen quite unmoved svhen Blaucho
sang, for sha had tears in her voice.

I wondered what ho thought. But he
seldom spoke to me. Sometimes, when ho
seemed inclined to do =0, £ grow so ncrvous
that my answers simply repelled him, I
knew it, and writhed to think how utterly
foolish and unnatural I must appear. Ihad
tho presumption to love him., Well, 1fo one
know it, and time might care me perhaps,
Besides, I should not long remain at the
Grongoe ; aunt Vercker did not wish dit,
I conld percoive that more fru.1 her manner
than from anything sho <ver said ; instinc.
tively I was awaro that tho welcomo of
which I had been doubtful from: the first
had ceased to oxist, and that toleration only
was acsorded to me by my cousins as well as
herself. No suspicion of what had caused
tho growing cooluness had over flashed across
me, nover distantly did I dream of the pos-
sibility of baving interfored with Lina's
prospects, until this drizzling afternogu,
when, hurrying to the chapel, I chanced to
cncouater Mr, Hnughton. X

+Miss Beresiord,” ho said, when tho first
greetings had been exchanged, *'wen't you
give mo a great pleasure? Won't you let
mo hear you 2ing something? I kaow that
yon aro going to practice. Won't you lot
mo listen?”

“If you like,” I answcred, without hesi.
tation, *'0ld Tufton comes to blow tho or.
gan for mo; so I must go to his cottage

rat, 1
¢“Couldn's X do iumstead?’ asked Mr,
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