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&noto8 ¥EITRRATURE.
THROUGH 71{}? WINTER.

CHAPTER X1.—CHRISTMAS EVE,

* The world shut out, and love shut in
With youth, and gentle minth,
Which ever make their pleasant din
Best by the houschold hearth.
Then let us rest amud the gifts
God's tenderness hath given,
And bless each blessing, as it lifts
Our grateful heatts to heaven.”

It was the mght before Chustmas. The winter air was
crisp and frosty, and the wintes stars wese bright and spark.
liog, as if they too rejoiced over the glad tidings of peace
and good will that wete once again being sung over the val-
leys and hills of easth . and unce again tinding echo in the
heasts of taen.

In Mrs. Waldermar's pleasant heme the Christmas spirit
was ruling with loving, joyous sway. The icy winds might
roar around the house, and shake tudely the oaken doors,
but no farther could they come tn their frantic efforts to chill
the warmth within. Up the wide-mouthed, old-fashioned
chimoeys crackled and biazed the large hospitable fires, be-
loved of our ancestors, and pethaps good types of thetr own
warm, roomy, hospitable hearts.

They were all there—1Ielen and Sibyl, Fred, Ronald and
Philip.  The old sleigh that hau brought them was only just
turned homeward, and they stood thete around the warm
fire, feeling as if something very new and pleasant had come
tc them . something of which they were at one and the
same time very glad and very shy. .

The gladness might linger—1n fact it could not help doing
$0; but the shyness cuuld not endute long in the loving,

emial atmosphere that surrounded them. And very soon
there crept into each young heart a bappy, restful fechng,
much as if they had been away and had just come home. It
was Mrs. Waldermar's tender mothesliness that wrought the
chaim : answering the mute orphaned cry of mother, with
the holy sympathy that whispered child. They were all
happy; and if in Helen's eyes there lurked a shadow that
told of wistful yearning and of foud regret, yet those who
watched her most clossly could scatcely wish 1t away. It
threw no shadow over the enjoyment of others; it only
seemed to set on the head of dreamurg gitthood the crown of
thoughtful womanhood, and tn tnvest with the sacred royalty
of sorrow nobly borne, the loveliness of inexperienced and
untested youth.

Mrs, Waldermar's step-muther was wath her for the holi-
days—a lovely, white-capj.ed oid lady, whose geotle, placid
face, that told of a youthful, luvang spint which the snuws of
seventy winters had not been able to chill or make old, and
who won the chlldren at once.

** And now,"” Margaret saul, after the excitement of a:-
rival bad somewhat subsided, “ we have a great deal to do
t'.is evening ; but the first thing on the programme is tea,
and that, as Guy has monopolized the dining-100m, we are
to take, very infreroally, in here.  Ronald acd Sibyl, don't
you want tu help me clear the centre-table 2

Wasthere ever a child who did not enjoy being treated as
if he was really of some use? Ronald and Sibyl felt very
happy and important as they remuved the books and oma-
ments from the table and placed them with great care on the
piano.. That done, Fred and Philip were called upon to
wheel the tabic nearer the tue, and then, 10 answer to Maz-
garet’s ring, 2 scrvant appeared with a large tray fuil of
dishes. \WVith what eages, deughted eyes the chudsen
watched all Margaret's peetty preparations! Iow tempt-
ing the table lovked, with its souwy napeues and lovely
china, its plates and baskets of light, snowy sandwiches, and
delicious cake, and the fragrant azoma fium the silver chocu-
late pot pervading all. It scemed to them like taking teain
fairy-land. .

¢ and pow,” Margaret saud, ** we will just smagine we are
atl a pic-oie, and we Wil st where we e and take what
we like. Helea, you shall onur the chocolate, and Fred
shall pass it , and we'll unly have one rule of eliquette, and
that is we shall cach sce how heij.ful we can Le tu the vihers.™

It wes a pretty pic-nic they made of thewr tea-tahiag anthe
cozy, fire-lit parlour; aod befure u was ¢ver Di. Waldermas
camein. lis appearance was the sigual for a full chorus of
voices.

**Guy," cried Margaret, **1 began to think you never
wnuld come ; how could you de so late 2”

Mgs. Waldermar asked some question which was lost in
the hub-bub. Fred's and Philip’s boyish voices rang forth in
2 plad “ How do rouado, D)z. Waldermar 2" and S1byl's hittle
voice prped, ** 1 1s very glad to see you, Dr. Walmer.”

Helen alone was silent, but her blush and smile spoke for
her.

Cheerily Di. Waldzrmar replied to all thear greetings.
Sibyl's little acart was made very happy by the gentle kiss
with which be answered her; and Ronzald felt as if he had
saddealy grown several inches, when Di. Waldermar's hand
tezted on his head, and his kind voice said :

**\¥eli, my little man, how are you to-night 2*

Stooping for 2 moment over his mother’s chair, he heard
.and answered her question, and then going round to Helen,
he petitioned for 2 cup of ker checolate.  Taking 1t from
Jher hand, he touk his favuaiee pusiuun Ly the mactel, neas
the fire, and standing there asked and answered questions,
told stories, joked with the boys, and played wuh Sibyl,
until the usually quict parlocr rang with peals of glad laugh-
ter, acd shouts of innocent, uniesizained aunth. Yet through
all the fun and frolic, Dr. Waldermai's mauner never unce
Tost the air of gentle, Jowing deference st always bore toward
his mothe: , and the digmity «hich was the nataral ot
growth o, his owa t:ae manhuud, wluie at offcied au chedk
1o 1anocent enjoyment, was an cffectual batrier to all sude-
aess and boldoess.

Helen need have no fears that the boys, carried away by
their high spirits, wonid forget where they weac, or the geoe

tleness of behaviour requited of them in Mrs. Waldermar's

parlour.  If they were in any danger of forgetting, the doc-
tor was not ; and the mirth he had raised he knew how to
control.

** And now," he said, when the last cups of chocolate had
been drank and the pleasant pic-nic was over, * at halfopast
cight I am going to invite you all to attend me in the din-
ing-room ; but ' —with a glance at the little clock ticking
near—** it will be two houts berore the doors of that room
will pay any heed to our * Open Sesame ;' and in the mean-
time I propote that we ane believe we are in an old-
fashioned New Enpland kitchen, and try what we can do for
amasement there. Boys, can you ctack hickory nuts as
well as conundrums !*

*Try us,” Fred's gay voice answered with emphasis,

** Come on, then,” Dr. Waldi.mar said, as he offered his
grandmother his arm, and, openiog the door, led the way
across the hall, down a short flight of stairs.

Was it really an old-fashioned kitchen into which he
usheted themn ?

The room was small, but beautsfully clean and peat . the
sides were lined with a wood, dark and polished with years
and care, Overhead there was no ceiling : all was open o
the massive oaken beams, that told so plainly with what
thought for stability and futurity the builders o¢ the olden
tume wrought. The floor was white with =ccunngs, and
stiecwn with sand, drawn after the fashion of our grand-
mothers into waving outlines of flowers and shells. Straight,
high-backed chairs were ranged against the sides: there
were dresser-shelves, on which rows of brightly-decorated
carthen-ware and polished tin utensils reposed ; long fea-
thery sprays of asparagus nodded to them from the high
wooden mantel ; in one corner, from its huge, ponderous
case, a century-old clock ticked its loud welcome. Candles,
in high brass candlesticks, threw light on the scene ; while
in the fireplace, so large that one might stand in it and looke
ing up sce the stars, there Llazed the old-fashioned, hospit-
able waad fire with its solid, immense back-log, and over it,
suspended from the blackened crane, there Lubbled and
builed the tea kettle, its cover danciog as wreath after
wreath of vapoury steam escaped and curled lazily up the
chimney. Near the centre of the room, but a little to one
side, stood the music-box of our grandmothers, the quaint,
old-fashioned syinning-wheel.

* This is cur Christmas present to grandma,” Margarets
whispered to Helen ; ‘“she wasa New EKogland girl, aod
it is her delight to tell of old-time life and doings : so Guy
and I have dressed up this soom as a surprise for her—I
wonder what she will say to it? Grandma," she said asond,
turning to the dear old lady, whom Dr. Waldermar had jast
seated comfortal.ly in a high, straight-backed arm-chair
miaus both rockers and upholstery ; ** Grandma, does this
take you back to the good old times when you were a gurl?
Is it like what you had then?

There was a mist like tears in Mis. Leighton’s eyes, but
her smile was very sweet as she answered .

¢ Like and yet unlike, Marpie; you have recalled the
shadow—if now you ceuld only bring back the substance—
if you could All this roum with the faces and voices that
made the old time beautiful, then the illusion would be
complete.”

** Here is one voice 2t least that you were familiar with
then,” Margatet sad, ... uv mood to let her grandmother
indulge in sad memones. *‘ Can you spin, Helen? No?
My dear, your education has been sadly neglected.” And
fiying across the room Marparet took her statron at the
spinntng-wheel.

She made a pretty picture standiog there, in ber soft,
Light diess, ure white hand holdiog «he flax, while with
her foot she guided the motion of the wheel that hummed
and buszed as of, after ts lung years uf 1est, 1t enjoyed ats
1esurrectiun 1o action and use onc~ more.

Mis. Leighton gazed wih a tender, yeaming look in her

eyes.

it I could believe she was my sister, your Aunt Achsah
returned to life,”" she said to ber daughter. ** Ah! well, 1
shall go to them . they will not return to me.”

“ Why dun't gals usc spinning-wheels now I" Fred asked,
exprersang in hus aestion his great admiration of Margacet
and her performance.

** I shuuld have to take you to some of our mammoth
faciuiies, and show you the great wheels and looms duven
Ly hie gena steam, lo make you fully appieciate the answer
tu yuut qaestion,”” Di. Waldermar said.  ** When you have
once scen the webs of fine linen, enough to sausfy all a
housskecpes's demands for many days, that could be turned
out in even the little timne while Margaret has been playing,
you will wonder no more why the drone of the spinniog-
wheel has ceaszd to be heard in our homes."”

Mrs. Leighton heard his woids.

T know,” she said, pleasantly: *‘it is even so, Guy;
the ways and arts of old tumes are giving place to the won-
derful inventions of these modern days. It will soon be
thought cheaper to de nothing than cven to kait; where
gurls of my day used to make mausic at their spianing-wheels,
the guls of to-day make discords at their manos. Never
mind, Margie deat,” she continued, looking with a bnght
smile at her grand-daughter, * you may keep your prano, if
they will let you : I don’t doubt bat before long they will
find you some easier way of playiog it while you sit by with
{olded hands, but you will never look prettier, nor make
swecler music, than you have done to-night. 1 thank you,
dear, for your loviog thoughts of your old gmndmother.”™

** And auw,” Di. Waldermar said, as Masgaret's whees
ccased humming, *‘now for our other amusements.”

Going to the table, he took up a large dish of nuts,

** Here Fred and Philip,” he said, ** hereis work foryou @
let us see if Fuu a1c eqaal to squirrels foz nut-cracking. Mar-
gue, of you and the little folks will pup the corn, Miss Helen
and I will make the c:nd{—il' she will be good cnongh to
assist me,” he added, with a smile, as he looked at Helen,

* What can 1 3o 2" Helen asked, brightly, as she came
forward. **I shall be glad to be uceful, if T can.”

** Did you cver make molasses candy 2™

She looked dubious. °* At home on the stove, yes.™

« Bat pever overan open fire? Miss Ilelen, we have left

the present, and have taken a leap of about ity years {nto
‘the datk backward and aby.m of ume ;' be pleased to for-
ret that such a light-extinguisher as a stove was ever heard
of ; and as a reward for your forget{ulness, you shall gee
how we made candy in ¢ye good olden time.* "

Taking up the heavy iron tonps that stood in the chimney
corner, Dr. Waldermar drew the crane lorward, removed
the steaming tea-kettle, and in its place ret a small iron
kettle; swinging it back over the fire, he waited a few mo-
ments for it to heat, and then, handing Helen a pitcher of
molasses, he told her it was her tura to work now and she
might fill the kettle. That done, the kettle was once again
swung back over the blazing wood, and Helen and the doc-
tor stood by to watch it.

¢ It must be stirred,"” Helen said, turning to the table;
*¢ where is the spoon ?"

** Here, Miss Helen; but if you please I resetve the
honour of stirring for myself. I might tiust you, perhaps,
not to burn the molasses, but in the meantime, who is to
assure me you will not burn yourself?”

* Grandma,” he said, after giving the molasses a vigorous
stir, **Iam cvery moment growing 3tropger in my behef,
that if we had to live in an o‘l;d-ﬁlsh oned kitchen for the rest
of our days, we would bless the man who first invented
stoves,” .

Mis. Leighton laughed. ** New days, new wants, Guy,"
she answered ; ** but if you had an ugly, black stove stand-
ing in the middle of the room you would spoil the pretty
picture I am enjoying now.”

It was a pretty sight.  All over the room, with its quaint
{urnishings, danced the red light of the fire. Secated on
benches were Mrs. Waldermar and her mother ; Philip and
Fred were cracking their nuts, and talking and laughing
with frank, boyish carnestness ; down on the wide, red
hearth knelt Ronald and Sibyl, watching with grave inter-
est, wlile Margaret shook her old-fashioned corn-popper—a
covered iron pan with a very long handle—over lgc of
glowing coals she had raked topether in one comer of the
fite-place ; and not far from them strod lHelen, bending
with watchful care over the boiliog kettle. Dr. Waldormar
looked round the room and smiled ; and then his eyes came
back to Helen.

**Disobeying orders, Miss Helen,” he said, taking the
spoon from her. * Now, if you will butter the pans, Ithink
the warmest part of the wotk will soon be done.”

The pans were buttered ; the candy poured into them
and after waiting s little while for it to cool, came the im-

ortant business of pulling it. A very small portion was
intrusted to Helen, with the laughing 1njunction to pull it
with the tips of her fingers, and on no accotat to suffer it to
touch the palms of her hands, and with a challenge to see
which would mak~ the lightest candy the contest began.

Over Helen’s liack dress Mrs. Walaermar msisted on
tying & large, white apron, her sleeves were pushed
back, revealing the sound, dimpled arms, and her hair,
loosened by exercise, dropped in soft waves reund her
brow. As Mrs. Waldermar watched her pulling the long,
amber strands backward and forward, she thought she had
never seeo a prettier gymnastic exercise. It was pulled at
last ; and then, under the doctor’s direction, ilelen cut it
into short, tempting rolls, and placed it on the large, blue
platter, that Mrs. Leighton said was her mother,s, and bad
oiten, 1n cther days and 1n another home, been used for the
same purpose. ¢

¢ Sull fifteen minutes to spare before the diming-room
will claim 0s,” Dr. Waldermar said. ¢ Miss Helen, you
have fairly earmed a nght to rest. How would you have
liked work 1n an old-fashioned kitchen 2" he asked, as he
brought forward a low, flat-bottomed chaur for her.

Helen glanced round the room.

¢ It seems hike a bit of poetry,” she answered.

*¢ Yes, now, 0 us; but I amafraid the bits of poetry were
very rare, and life’s passages, most of them, of sober, serious
prose in those old days."”

*- But not on Christmas eve,” Helen said, gently.

He smiled.

**No, not on Chustmas eve. \Whatever the rest of the
year mught be, I am sure that then, into the dallest, saddest
Ife there must have stolen taint gleams from Bethlehem's
stars, there must have been hezrd glad echoes of the apgels’
Chnstmas song.  There were those, too, who had the rare
mift of telling the thoughts the Chusimas time brought them.
What do you think of this, Miss lelen2' Aand, standing
peat het, leaniog on the mantle, Dr. Waldermar slowly re-
peated.

** Nor war, or battle's sound
Was heard the world around
The idle spear and shicld were high up-hung :
The hooked chariot stood
Unstained with hostile blood ;
The trumpet spake not to the armed throng ;
And kingz sat still with awful eye,
As if they surely knew their sovereign Lord was by.

¢ But pexceful was the night,
\Whetrein the Prince of Lipht
His rcign of peace apon the earth began ;
The winds, with wonder whist,
Smoothly the waters kist,
Whispering new joys to the mild ocean,
Who now %u.\h quite {argot to rave,
\Whiic birds of calm sat broodiug on the charmed wave.”

Helen's face, with its earnest, glad expression, told what
she thought of it, but she did not attempt to say: she only
acked :

¢ Is there more of it 2 Did Wordsworth write 1t 2

** Yes, the ¢ 15 more . what i have recited 1s only 2 hitle
part ofit. Wordsworth did not wnite 3t ; it 1s one of Mal-
ton's immortal utterances.”

-* I wish | could read at all,” Helen said. ¢ How mauy
books ‘you must have read, Dr. Waldermar,” she added,
with a low, unconscious sigh.

‘* Not quite all there are in the world, Miss Helen, You
musta't look at me as Goldsmiuth's villagers looked at their
schoolmaster.”



