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T %vas Christinas Eve. The
snug rectory of Calcroft lay
beneath a inantie of crisp
snow, tbat crackced under

f the tread of the pedestrian.
_____'~ ~ Lighits shone dirnly in the

windows of the library, and
brighitly in those of the par.
lor. The other windows
were in dariziess. At one
of the îvîndows, ia the
sha«dowv of the heavy cur-

*~~. tains, sat a lady of proud,
yet gentle bearing, dressed
in widow's wceds. Her
forehead was pressed
agaîs te cold glass, as
if to cool the fever ivithin.
Her eycs were steadfaistly
fixed upon the walk leading

front thc street, as if ii earnest expectation. The shadows0f the
chiurch spire and pinnacles fcllacross the lawn like tait spectres,
as the moon strLiggled througli the rifts in the clotids.

"Wiy does lienfot cornie? Oh, the hours seemn so long!1"
A silence followed these words which w'ere more a prolonged

sîghl tlîan an atternpt at airticulation.
"The train inust bc late, or perhiaps he lbas missed it. WVhat

shaîl Ido if he oesnfot arrive to-niglit? Oh, deartlier is the
dock striking seveii."

"lExcuse mle," rna'am, sairi a girl opeing the door, "lbut
supper is ready ; 'ill you have it served no%%." *

Il No, Mary, we ill îî'ait until Master Roland cornes, but be
sure and keep it warnîi."

Again tlîat feverish brow rests against the %vindlowî panie, andl
tliose e\pectant eyes scan the path bctwccn the doni and the g.cte.

T'ti click of thîe gate latch sounded on thîe frosty air. A forrn
%vitlî- rapid steps rnoved up the patlî, and soon thîe bell was
]îeard. Too eager to irait for a foriîial entry, the watcher le%'
to the hall and thirewv open thîe door. A pair of >strong arnis
encircled lier, and kisses felI upon quivering lips.

"Corne andi sit by nie, Roland, wlîile Mary brings ini the
supper. 1 have waited, oh, so eagerly, for your retura; the
suspense lias malle nie miost mniserable, and îîuw that yon
are here, 1 arn s0 glad!I

" lRolarnd, you are growing to he a grand looking man.
Thiere is not a inother ini the country, but îvould he proud of
)-ou ; but the supper is ready, aiid 1 inust flot forget that you
are Iinngry; evcn niy praises will flot satisfy a liungry min.
Let us go te thie cliiiiing-irooii and when you have eaten, I Nvll
have a long tallk îitlî yoti in the library.

Roland Radcliffe wîas iiîdeed lîungry, and iras only too glad
to be led ont by his ninther to the littde table spread for two.
Hnngry as lie %vas, lie could flot fail to niotice tlîat lus mi-otler
scarccly tasted lier supper, andi whlen le uindertook to press lier
to est, lie observeci a glisteîîing tear on lier droopîiig lashes.
Roland renicnîlied that it un-s Cliristmnas Eî'e, and thought
tlîat ssci nucîiorics ucre croîî'ding ihîto luis beautiftil motlier's
hecart, whliclî bis kind attentionu oiuly intensified, andl s0
lie ate on ini silence. After supper tlîey reîaired to
thîe library, and wheîi Roland îîas scatcd ini the great
arvri-chair tlîat was lus fiather's favorite, luis inotlier took a
seat heside himii, andc placing lier amni on luis chair, looked
wistflnlly loto buis face.

IRolandc iiuy cleari," said MIrs. Radclili'e, aftcr lîaving gazed
so)rr-owvflly iîuto his face for soine tilfie, '"you have conuie buoue
for Churistmuas, %%-liu ynu slîould lie met %vith glad greetings
only, and 1 haý-ve îîociiglbut sadnciiss, trouble and hecartbreakings
to give you. I fei alnuiost guilîy, for-, do as I rnay, I have flot
the iiicaius of bringixug onîe rav of joy ilîto your hecart, unless the
fiact or iîîeetîîg your unhlapîpy îîothcr can CIO 50."


