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(f bnstmas Reabing.
WHAT CT1USTMA8 BHOUOllT.

From tkt (Jutfrr.
HV VHBlSTUW EEDroRli.

cMArrKB I.—without a ruRf-osa.
_* h was a cold January ovauiog ; the curtain* were 

eleeely drawn, the beartii neat, and tho Are burning 
cheerily ; and in a large armchair—her lather1* ueoal 
leetiog-plane -eat Mt*e Maud Kurd, with btr (eet op 
oe the gaily worked lender elood.

•• Do yon think Mr. Sanger will ooœe this evening. 
KUa f " ebe naked,

- He may." rejoined the gentle elder *uter, quickly, 
not to eay coldly.
“I bop* be will," Mine Mand oontinned. "Hike 

I» hear him talk ; there la always *o much point in 
wbet be Baya."

gUa did not reply. Tea bed etood long on the 
tattle, and ebe bad now risen to clear il away, lor 
Mar?, Ibetr one "errant, bad naked leave to go ont lor 
Ike evening ; and tboir young step-mother bad gone 
frith their lather to an eolertalnmeni at the village 
wboolroom.

Mr. Ford wa* in boainee* in the nearest town ; but 
ol late year* be bad not been parttoolary prospérons. 
However, bit young wile bad brought bun a little

S, nod stnoe Hie marriage, eome six or eight 
bel ore, KUa and Mend bad fall more bopelol 

than lor eome lima
Mend now look her feet from the lender «tool, and 

leaned forward with her chin on her band», gas log in- 
•o the Are.

“And it la not only wbat Mr. Sanger •aye," ebe 
went on ; “ but wbat be doe*, that 1 admire. Il is 
taey to talk, but it mb wonderful, when one oomei to 
Ibiak of it, bo w little people really do, m the twenty four 
boni» ol eeob day I And then -looking at the thing* 
that are done —il la still more wonderful to eee bow 
little real poiut they have, as a rule. From b ginning 
10 end they mean nothing in particular : they are not 
pari ol the building op ol any great purpose, a* they 
should be i iu abort, they are, nine teeth* ol them, 
km ply, a* Mr. Hanger would eay, * pointless exer­
tions, and might just a* well have been left alone.”

“ Mr. H*nger baa an apt pupil in you, dear," said 
KUa, rather coldly still ; •• hot may 1 aak lor the point 
ol what yon have joet now said ? "

Maud ball ami la l
“lam ambitious,” she returned slowly, a* she still 

gaaed meditatively, but with brightly sparkling eyes, 
into the Are. “ And I have not the slightest intention, 
whatever anybody may think, ol burying myself in a 
village like Una all my life. Look at Winifred Bow 
man, eee how she improved alter spending six month* 
away from home lait year. She made a point then ; 
but if ebe doesn’t follow it op by another, and another, 
and another -all pointing toward» eome great crown­
ing point—ol wbat use will be that one alone ? And 
it la just the same with me. I have made perhaps a 
little point m this direction, another in that, ae score* 
ol people do, and then 1 have left and forgotten them, 
and so—of wbat real nee have they been ? But now I 
am going to begin afresh opoo an et rely new plan ; 
and A ret—I moat leave home for a time, at any rate.”

But KUa only gave a quiet smile, and went on bosily 
drying the tea-cap*. Hue wa* used to her young sis­
ter'* flight* of fancy.

“ ’ Home keeping youth*,’ " quoted Misa Mend, 
looking up now with merry eye*, " * have ever home­
ly wile ; ’ and eo have home-keeping yoong ladies also; 
and I am determined that I wiU even go oat a* gover­
ness or companion, if I cannot cannot get a change in 
any other way.”

“ I do not quite eee your point yet, dear, I think," 
returned bar sister, " but a you only want a change, 
perhaps you may be able to get a very pleasant one 
without leaving home altogether. Winnie Bowman's 
oooeio, Mr. Good win, i* coming to stay at the vioarAge, 
yon know, and I dareeay we shall be quite lively for a 
month or two.”

But Mis* Maud gave a little dissatisfied frown.
“ Yea, bat do you not eee, Ella? I want a great deal 

mote than just to be lively 1 We are poor, and my aun 
ie to rise above our present position altogether. I do 
not exactly eee bow I am to contrive it yet, of oouree; 
bat my great point is to be musio. I am fond ol it, 
and if 1 follow out my plant, why should I not succeed 
as well aa any one else Î " .. „ „

" WiU yon explain to me exactly the kind of anooess 
you mean, Mendie dear ? " erked Ella in grave sweet 
tone*. . ,

“ Oh, not your kind ! " laughed Mend carelessly. 
" Yon are too oontenled, Ella. I believe yon would 
be quite happy—under certain oiroometanoee —wish 
» twinkle ol mieohief in her eyea now—" if you knew 
that yon would have to go glodding on through the 
remainder of yoor days on a oruat I But, M iot me, 
want just a little more than that, and I think, too, 
that it will be my own fault if I don’t get it 1

" it iw
M*ndin ? "uooo«* in money that you wish for then, 

,a °“d01,6,1

°*rr,iu, ,b.„ lïïe ,hJlÜ£rityy*h*r P">P»"*«y u

to attain n**tiéfoct?nn^ e*me-th* *"• we both wieb 
daily tlkefo ^ .; L^PP0*6 ; bat meMM we
.4,^.1^^;’,- *Me -*• ro“di''

Uiat what^wnnM And we ere « different.
on« ZnnU T!°[d ** ^PP106* “d satisfaction for 

would be by no means tbe right thing for the
hive it in mv^i‘brier v"*8 1 M well say while I 
L.M. my.m,°d. Yon are not Uke yourself lately,UJb6omSSter with you? And why là 
£jTV?r 8so8er'e opinions with so little res-
2?- heHi6 PTh4p* th,irty yesra O14» than your- 

ie "> °[ewet Md energetic ; also be ie rich, 
and kind andgood-oatortd and wishing to do good - do yon not think him. then, from verdie°|eTviei° 
worthy of eome small consideration ? "
the doorway°°bed ***** 6t°°d ,or B moment in

” I will answer yon when I come in again, Mendie.” 
She was absent bat a lew moments, and then, 

returning chose a low seat by tbe Are, and laid her 
bead 00 Mend » knee. And Maud bent and kissed 
her*

" Mendie dear I ”
“ Yes."
" Yon were epeakiog of Mr. Sanger. You wiU won- 

der, 1 dareeay, to hear that I consider kit exertions 
also pointless ? ”

Mend gave a little start ae of surprised indignation, 
hot said nothing.

“ Do they give him any lasting satisfaction ? ” con­
tinued Ella. " He doee not appear ae though they did. 
And towards what end is he working? Ido not be­
lieve be knows-----”

8be had got eo 1er, when they were both startled 
by a food and abrupt knocking at the street door.

As EUa left the room to answer tbe knock, Maud 
arose from her chair, and listened, and waited, hall 
fearfully, half impatiently. There was a abort oollo 
qoy in tbe tiny hall ; a stranger's qnick tones, and 
Kile’s soft ones in reply; and Mend caught the 
words:—

Here are my credentials." And then, “ Son of an 
old friend of Mr. Ford's" And again, “lam quite sure 
that I may claim a welcome.”

At length Ella nshered in the untimaiyiviaitor, an­
nouncing him ae —

" Mr. Donald Ferguson."
CHAPTER II.—CHANGE AMD PROGRESS.

It was a bright oold afternoon in the end of March. 
Ell* knelt before the white kitchen hearth toaeting.

More than two months had passed away, and they 
bad been happy months for Ella ; and kneeling there, 
ebe bad been thinking over all tbe happiness, and. bow 
it bad eome about.

Ella was going out to tea, and Mend also. The 
latter bad not yet finished dressing, bat Ella was 
quite ready, in her neat brown dress, with its soft 
frills of laoe, and tbe silver brooch, that had been her 
mother's ; and she would only have, in twenty minutes’ 
time, to pot 00 her warm furred cloak, and tittle brown 
velvet bonnet. - .

As she busied herself with tbe muffins ebe heard at 
intervals a Arm quick tread in the room overhead, and 
a soft flash rose in her cheeks, and presently a tiny
bright emtie parted her lips.

She would have missed, and sorely now, Donald 
Ferguson's step about the bouse. And yet—bow 
firings ii seemed to remember it l—a little more than 
two months before, and ebe bad never even aeen him! 
And how distinctly ebe could recall the evening of his 
late arrival l How dnbions she bad felt about admit­
ting him, yet how pereeveringly he had begged to be 
received. And, finally, ebe had given way to hie un- 
portunity, and also to bar own sure instincts, which 
had told her that here was one of Nature's true men. 
Also she recalled with pleasure bow unaffectedly glad 
her father had been to see him ; andbow happily and 
contentedly he had remained with them ever srnoe, 
having insisted from the first upon paying a^ liberal 
sum weekly for board and lodging : though, judging] 
from various small cironmstanoes, he could not be by
no means a rich man. . , ...

He had said that he had a particular wish to remain 
in the neighbourhood for a short tome ; bat he had 
kept his own oonnsei as to the reason why ; and this, 
and mnoh beside, had offended Mand.

“ And why is he so shabby m his drees ? she had 
more than once said to EUa. “ He must be miserably

I can only hope

more enau uuuo », _________poor—though certainly he ie never behind in his pay 
mente 1 And then, when he goes out
the whole morning, or the whole afternoon, ae he 
often doee where, doee he go? .Nobody knows, 
oouree, and it ie very mysterious and unsatisfactory 
altogether, I think, EUa ; and I cannot imagine how

you can make such a friend of him ! 
that you may never be sorry for it.”

To all of which, and much more of the same kind, 
repeated at different times, Ella's onlv reply was a

Sentie secure smile. She, and she alone, m that 
onse, as yet, knew of the blessing that Donald Fergu­

son had brought with him—a blessing which she could 
now call her own. And how it had been imparted to her? 
Mr. Ferguson had put to her the plain question, "Are 
you a Christian ? " And in the daily and often hourly 
consideration of this inquiry Ella had fouod her joy.

Mr. Sanger had gone abroad for some time, and 
Mand, occupied and happy, had ceased to talk of 
" making points.” But EUa had not ceased to think 

aU that had been said on the subject. But what 
could she do ? How could the make points—and make 
them for the Master ? She did not know ; she could 
not see her way in the least ; and she had put her 
earnest wish and her difficulty before Mr. Ferguson. 
And he had answered :—

" The lees must come before the greater. Let us 
1 on ; and each of ns wiU, by the blessing of God, 

become conqueror in time. Yon must not expect to 
able to compress the whole of the Christian's 

beautiful and instructive journey into a few steps. Souls 
grow, and expand, and gain beauty and colouring 
little by little, like the flowers, and advancing slowly 
towards their fruitage and reward, like the trees. ‘ He 
that believeth shall not make haste.’ Let us be con­
tent to go on from day to day, and from hoar to hoar, 
with patience, and in ever-increasing faith."

“ I can at least," murmured EUa, as she thought 
over all this, while still kneeling by the kitchen 
hearth, “do as weU ae I know, aU the tittle things 
that come to me to be done. And from these I may 

on to more and greater things—and who can tell 
how soon ? "

But was there no tightest cloud, then, over Ella's 
peaceful happiness this afternoon ? Yee ; a very small 
cloud, bat an unmistakable one, nevertheless, or at 
least so Ella’s considered ; and it in part concerned her 
old schoolfeUow and friend Winifred Bowman.

It was with Winifred that they—that is, EUa and 
Maud-were going to tea. EUa haul finished the muffins 
now, and her face was rather grave as she covered 
them, and pat away the toasting fork. She would far 
rather have spent the evening at home ; bat she had 
not been able to contrive it without seeming ungraci­
ous. Also Mr. Ferguson had appeared greatly to wish 
that the invitation (in which he had been included) 
should be accepted.

Bat now Ella heard Maud run lightly down the 
stairs, Then, after a moment’s delay, Donald Fergu­
son’s quick step foUowed Maud’s. And he bad not gone 
into tue sitting room, bat instead had made his way 
directly into the kitchen.

Pat on yonr bonnet,’ he had said to Ella, in his 
usual abrupt tones. “ It is time we started."

And Ella had obeyed him, simply and naturally as 
she might have done a brother. Daring the past 
weeks she bad, quite unconsciously, grown accustomed 
to doing so.

And when, a little later, she made her appearance 
in the sitting-room, she found Mr. Ferguson convers­
ing quietly with her step-mother, while Horace Good­
win, Mit» Bowman’s cousin, was chatting merrily with 
Mand.

Mr. Goodwin's visit at the vicarage would soon be 
ended now, and then be would return to London, and 
to “business," for which, however, as it was easy to 
discover, he bad no great love. He also had been in­
vited to spend the evening at the Bowmans', and be 
bad called in order to accompany Ella, Mand and
Donald. . ,

Judging from Maud's face, he was not unwelcome. 
Her eyee were bright, her cheeks flushed, and her 
manner animated and pleasing. And Ella glanced at 
her, noting the soft brown hair falling in tiny waves 
and curls all over her brow, and tbe little bonnet 
above them crowned with snowdrops, and thought 
that she had never seen Mand looking so really pretty 
before.

Soon the four young people were on their way to 
Highfield Farm, which was about a mile distant, d 
wa» the home of Mrs. Bowman, a widow, und h r 
daughter and only child, Winifred.

Donald and Ella took the lead, and Horace and 
Maud lingered behind.

Donald appeared unusually serions this evening. 
Was he tfonfowg of Winifred Bowman ? Ella won­
dered. For that he very often did think of her sh 1 
knew. Bat w'ty, was the poxele. He did not seem 10 
have any special affection for her ; his manner per- 
hans was a tittle graver towards her than towards 
other girls, hot that waa the only difference that Ella 
had ever been able to remark.

Afternoon had given placed to evening now. It was 
very still and peaoefol ; no roogh March wind flatter­
ed Maud's pretty dress, or her ribbons, or threatened 
sometimes to take away her breath. And she and 
Horace lagged farther and farther behind, chatting 
and laughing, and thoroughly enjoying their walk. 
But as for Donald and Ella, tbe had been to far all

roe?
p^np »'i ^ ry -


