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A CHRISTMAS STORY.
(From the Lamp.)

Christmas 18 come again, with.its light, its
music, and geaial loving spirit, The spow fulls,
the siars ghmmer, the chimes ring out their jog-

. pus Chinstmas peals ; the waits chant their glori
ous Chnstinas carels; ivy and mistletee do therwr
pest towards making the earth fair and green;
old faces, long joved, crowd aroved us; dear
{amtliar voices riog 8gain 1o our ear; the world

. pas Jaid aside, for a tine, its hardoess and selfish
pess to be genial, kind, and sympathizing.  The
bardest beart cannot withstand Christmas; it
leads them where and how it wills; it bri_ngs the
prodigal home, the wanderer to the fire side, the
Iong-estranged back to the long-vacant place.—
There is but one 1t can never restore loui;
{hat 18, the dear oze dead,—ab! dead years ago.
Christmas does much, but, alas, if will never give
him back, 1t can never fill the vacant chair, or
bring the loved face or the kwd voice among us
agan. Noj; but if those we have loved asd
Jost are nearer to us at one time than another,
it must be this holy Christmas tide. DBless God
tor this great gift of Christmas, this glorious aa-
piversary of His buth who so loved us.

It was three o’clock in the aftermoon of
Christmas eve, aod 1 stood at the drawing-room
window, watching a Christinas scene that filled
iy whole heart with joy, Our house was some
little distance from London, and I gazed aver
the river that lay beyond the gardeos belonging
to the grand mansions opposite to us. ft was
not yet dark, but the sun that bad beeo for some
time ghttering on the soow, was sinking 5 1t was
that mysterious, dreamy twilight that possesses

_ 5o straoge and soothing aa influence over men
and men’s hearts. ‘The scene I saw was very
fair. Christmas snow covered the earth; 1t lay

* white and hard upor the ground; it roofed the
houses, 1t fringed the trees, and nestled in the
dark green kotly bushes. The ar was frosty
and bitingly cotd, yet clear and pure; and'over

“all was that beantiful purple, bazy bglit painters
delight in ; po mist or Tag, but changiag, fantas.
tic shadows as the twilight deepened, ‘tall fir-
trees staod erect, knowing Christrias could never
do without thera ; dark liolly-bushes bore their
Joad of scarlet berries and white snow, and very
‘proud they were of their preity burden ; ant the
graceful 1vy twined and wreathed - itself rouad
wherever 1t could possibly get: the coquettish
mistletoe, with its green leaces and whnte ber
ries, fooked—well, we know how it looks: may
‘we live to see 1t for mapny happy yearsyet o
come.

The houses opposite were a grand sludy to
me who love Christmas lzndscapes. Early as it
was, some of them were already blaziag wub
bght; n some the blinds were drawn, and
shadows of Christmas ever-greens played upon
them ; sometimes ope could see the outhne of a
child’s curly bead, or of taller figures, which
passed and repassed. I could never couat the
aumber of times some of those area gales were
opened. 1 thought butchers and bakers would
never cease cowiog. I saw more turkeys than
I could connt. Of course, it was all fascy, but
it really seemed to me thit the very - bouses
smiled. Oace T saw, and 1t gladdened my heart,
2 cab drive up with three rosy-cheelred children
just come home from school ; the whole houcge-
hold ivere in the lall to meet them ; the way o
which those boxes were takea from the cab and
broaght into the bouse, the way in which the
mother kissed the children and the children kissed
the mother,—1 saw it ali, even down to the baby
who was in such a hurry to be noticed that it

' Tell bead!=ng down two of the stairs, and plunged
into a thick mat Iying at the foot of the statr-

. case, 1 almost burrabed with the children when

. it was found to be uninjured. I felt inclined to

" hurrah again when I saw a stout footman briog-

ing a foaming glass to the cabman. Iknew|

why. He had heard the baby fall, and was
-politic eough to rian as theugh to belp, saying
“Blessitj not burt, I hope T am oot quite
sure that his number was not taken in ordur (hai
be might aiways be emploged. Then the doors

~ were closed, apd. I saw no more of that little
** Christmas drama. - There was another bouse
that 1nterested me strangly, 1t looked so dull and
dreary ; Christmas even had not brightencd it.
Ab, T remembered three months sipce [ had seen

a mournful procession leave its doors; T knew a
kind fatber and tender busband had.gone aud left
woe aad sorrow behind him ; I could see .nothing
but-T covld pictore. the gloomy rooms .once
baight with Christmas lights and evergreens ; the
empty chair, once filled. - Ah mej even four
-menths since le sat there ; the poor wile, last
-'¥ear so blithe, so happy, with a faceof sunsline ;
- .and now, alas, susshine aod light.were gone ; a
- Widow’s cap:mases the pale face paler, and she

year bright ‘young faces were round ber, and
f’e?h, giy voices had made' music in” her ear;

', Were now n other chmes. . Sad, ah, sad aud
- dreary was Christmas Eve for them! © Gog‘h_e_lp
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them, and be, as Thou bast promised, a frtend ta

“wish,

shrioks-irom the glad sights and sounds. TLast’

‘00w all were .gone; of ‘that.dear group some

the widow and father to the orpben. The pur.
ple hght deepenrd and miogled with the shades
of a winter’s evening ; the sky grew darker and
its deep blue was somewhat shadowed by fleecy
silvry clouds that heraided tlhe approach of the
lady mooa. A voice roused me from my dream.

¢ Kate, Kate, 13 1t not lime you went to dress,
It 1s alter four, and our train leaves at six.

¢+ After foury and our trawz leaves atsix; do
you think my tolette will require two houry’
cousideration ¥’ I replied, urning from my post
at the window, and facing my brother, lo whom,
dear reader, allow me to introduce you. There
be stands, Captain Lione! Eyrle, six feet mgh,
aod as handsome aod manly-looking as jou could
lle had the family face, which bad been
trapsmitted from ceneration to generation,
clearly-cut fiae feutures, with dark fashiog eyes,
and lips 1hat, though at times could smile as
sweelly as any woman’s, were yet oltener seen
with a shght sarcastic tura which I knew quite
well. I am proud of my brother, and with rea-
soo, for 2 nobler, truer-hiearted man does not
exist ; be is clever, too; not -werely well edu-
cated, hut intellectual, and, better than all, dear
Motber Church has no more devoted son., If
he bas one quahty that £ admire more thoa aoy
other it is that chivalrous and hesrt-whole love
that be hus for his faith, "[rue, our ancestors
Lad 1t; ameng them there bave been brave mea
and irue men; men great on the battle field and
of high honor w the siate; but there pever yet
was one who proved recreant to Iis church,
never ane but that gloried in 1t as his greatest
honor, aed prized it above earthly fame and
possessions. He was noble-mwded apd gener.
ous even to excess; if he had a fault, this dear
brother of mine, 1t was that he was given to sar-
casm. Still, I must say, 1t was directed chielly
against mysell: perbaps he thougdt I was his
sster aad that it was-his duty to put me dowe
sometumes. L wever. heard bim sarcastie to
others as he was to me: it was good-humoured
‘but still 1t told agamst roe. L always knew by a
gleam of the eye and one curve of the lip that it
was coming.

When Lionel was seventeen our father died.
Lionel was at college, and T a little chld of
seven, was still 1o iy nursery. - My mother only
lived three years after him : so that at the early
age of twenty, Liogel became beir to my fa-
ther’s estate (wlich was a large one) aod ua-
controlled master of the fortune my father left
him. I icherited from my mother a tortune suifi
ciently large to enable me to live in the greatest
ease and comfort.  So when Lionei was twenty
and T only ten we went fogether to take posses
sion of the old house, vacant since my [ather’s
deith for my motber could never to live it —
It wag called Deepdale Magor, and a more pic-
turesque or Dbeautiful maosion 1 never saw.—
Tbere for some years we Lived 1n the greatest
trapquility, My brother had governesses and
masters {or me ; of the result 1 am naturally too
modest to speak. At sixteen 1 was pronounced
finished, and declared by a couneil of goveriesses
to be ready to make my entree into socieiy:
they said my educalion was finshed. I persist
in thkiag that it began then : the rest had been
a mere preparation for it. At lhe same ume my
brother wished, for rany reasovs, to join tke
army. He was perhaps somewbat tired of the
quiet hfe be had led at Deepdale. Without
much delay be obtained s wish, and was meta-
morphosed from a squi-e into a captain, The
change swted him ; but then we vould no longer
livealways at Deepdale, e took a preity house
some little distance from Loandon; there we
lived together. "My father’s sister lived with us,
Aunt Alice, a kind, warm hearted old lady, who
was a mother {o us both. Lionel was often ab-
sent from home durtog the day, and then Aunt
Alice and 1 did our hest to amuse each other !
but evening always brought hin back, and then
tune passed quickly enough. He was very 1o-
dulgent to me, aad gratfidd my every wish.—
He always seemed to remember that I was fa.
therless apd motheriess, and so had a double
claim to s love. [ never remember one angry
or unkind word from his lips. I was proad pe-
tulact, and haughty : yet be cured e of these
faalts by the gentlest admonpiticns mxed with the
finest sarcasen s when onme dul not touch me the
other did, so that between fhe the two I was
cired, and grew up more amiable than one might
have expected. Dear brother, may God bless
and repay you a bundred-fold for your unliring
lose and kindness to me. We were -very happy.
Ido not think there was a brighter or more
cheerful home than oms in all England. My
biother filied it with sunshine and bappiness, my
my aupt with kindoess and comlort, and I. with
music and flowers. You will ask me why we
were learing this’ warm little gest on a cold
frosty Christmas Eve, to travel through freeziog
winds milesaway. Ah/ thatis a secret of my
brother’s ; he tloks, perbaps, T laow litle
about 1t, and I laugh at him quietly, and pretend

to be quile uaconsctous,

N

I was ill once, and went to the sea-side with

my auat for the swmmer, Lionel could not leave
his duties ; but he came sometimcs 10 see vs.—
During our stay we became acquainted with Sie
John and Lndy Howard, They were Catboles,
s0 were we. We et constantly, and became
inseparable. friends. T was almost sixieen, and
they had one daughter, May, who was but a few
moanths older than myself. I pever saw a more
beautifal girl ; she had quite a Sprash-lacking
face, clear, and yet so richly coloured ; such
masses ot black silky hair, that waved and rippled
Just as I have secn it in old pictures by great
Spanish masters ; large dark eyes, full of liquid
light, fathomless, dreamy, and sometimes flishing
with a fire that would vave been too brilhant had
not long silken lashes shaded them. Ab, yes, I
bhave seen faces just hke bers in pictures; just
such eyes, such glorious coloring ; just such rich
crimson lips and beautiful clearly-ent features.—
Her parents were very proud of May. She was
not what people cail accomplshed; she bad a
full rich contralto voice ; but she never trained
it. Ineversaw her touch a piano; she could
not draw ; pever teuched what is called ¢ ladies’
worle ;7 but she hiad both inteliect and genius of
the bighest caste, and they had been well cul-
tivated. She had the soul cf an artist and a
poet too. I never found another imagmation

hke hers—so glowing, so fervent, and so original.
Ste was a strange girl ; a strange mixture of
baughtiness and bumiity, of simplicity and tact
of candour and reserve. You koow her, and at
first she puzzled you tryioz 1o read her; she
bewitched you, and you ended by loving her
faults, virlues, aud all togather, The first thiog
I loved her for was her utter freedom from all
ponsense or affectation, and ber truthful, open,
candid manner.  You felt that she was genuine
and true. It is tyue-that at first sight she seemed
haughty, but that quiet reserve hid higher and
nobler qualities than those whieh penerally be-
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lo pass some time at Ferndale. Thisis where
we were gomg Lbhrough the: cold and snow this
bright Christmas Eve.

Lione) sawd httle ; but [ koew him so well that
I read his delight in the exuberance of spirits and
the more than usual sunshioe in his face. The
presents, too, that he made me, I thought they
would never end; he evideailr wished e lo
make a sensation amongst the Christmas guests,
and I good-naturedly determined to second his
wish, and do my best to follow it out, 1le was
anxwous all the morning, counting the hours, T
knew ; and now at four came to rouse mz from
my reveries.

¢ You forget,” said Luonel, ¢ what a distance 1t

and 1s dark branches were loaded, as though by
fairy bauds, the oranges, rosy apples, and purple
grapes, bung from it in bewildering profusion.—
And oh? such presents! Splendidly bound’
books [ying in snug little nests, their red corers
avd gilt edges looking prettier Lhav ever ; beau-
tiful rosaries, sparkhng little silver crosses, tiny
pretly holy-water steuns [rom France, (heo
bracelets, chains, fairy-like {ooking dolls, galy
embroidered purses. 1 oever could mentino oge-
half the beautiful and costly thiogs \hat ghitered
on that glorious Christmas-tree. There were
little wax tapers of ull colors ghinmering like
litle stars. I wished all the childcea n all the
world had been tuere to see'it, Dut I had muck:
more to do than gaze at the beanuful tree,—old

is from L:oodon to Ferndale.

¢ No, I do cot, [ only wish to avaud waiting
half an hour at Euston square.” ‘Now, Kate, do
not be tiresome ; run and get dressed ; the' fly
will be here soon, T know your boxes are all
packed ; there 15 nothing to delay you; mmd
you wrap up well ; it 18 bitterly cold.?

¢ Cold, indeed, itis. I begia to fancy we are
very toolish to leave our warm, bright home, to
search for adventures at Feradale.

No reply. Lionel only put on one of lus dig-
pified looks, as though he coasidered e too
young to be talked to. I was determined he
should speak.

¢ [ caunot think why people go ont at Christ-
mas ; it is the very time for kome.’ -

¢ You seem to forget you are gowg to see the
best and dearest {riends you bave, Kate)

« Ab, truly 3 well, [ must make the sacnfice.’

¢ Tf there 13 any,” interrnpted Lionel, * in going
to be petted and feted, as you will be.’

1 could not tease hum aoy more, he Jocked so
good and kind. 1 went off, and avother ball-hour
saw ug driving to the station. We arrived, as |
had prophesied, just balf an hour too soon. I
went mto the wmting-room, where Lionel
brought me a book, and hurried away, haif afraud,

long to ene wlo can be read at Grst sight.

She was the only friend I had, Lady Howard
was i, " She interested me, too. She had a
sweet, kind face ; but 1t slways looked clouded.
1 have ceen ber when all the light and brizbtness
that ought to have been there seemed dimmed
with tears. She had no disease ; bat was droop-
iog and delicate, 1 felt sure ihere was soine
mystery 3 that sad sweet face must once have
beea bright and smihing, She was rnich, devo-
tediy Toved by her husbard and child ; to all out-
ward appearance she had no care; but I knew
something bad happened that-had robbed her fife
of its sweetness, and her frame of its streogth,
Sir Yobn was a thorough Esglishman. kind,
genial, full of sound common seuse, impatient of
all that was false or meun, wpright, just, and
God-fearing, belaved by rich and poor, and proud,
perhaps, to a fauity degree, of s beautiful May.
The cloud that bung over his wife seemed Lo in-
fluence himn, for in spite of all his wealth, and the
many causes be had for bappiness, I sometimes
saw him dull and Jepressed, without any seemiug
cause. The more I saw of them the more 1
wondered what ailed the pale, delicate mother,
and the strong, hearty squire. We became very
intimate, and visited contiaually,  We often
went to Ferndale, and they as often wisited us 1n
town. There I learat Lhat they bad another
child, a son, who was abroad, e was some
years older than May., Where ke was, T did
not know., They seldom mentioped hum, and
when by chance T asked about hiw, a paised look
came over Lady Howard’s face, and her hus-
band turned (he caonversation. I questloned
Moy, but she knew litlle about where he was, or
what he was dumg. ‘

¢ Papa says he will comz home
are finished.’

. ¢ Ob, 13 he studying, then 2
¢TI suppose so, Kate.  Bat why do you ask 7’
$Ttseems to me so very strange that your

brother, the heir of Ferndale, should be {rom

heme so long, and that you should none of you
think or speak more of bim.’

May’s face flushed, and she remained silent for
some moments. :

¢ Xate,” she said, earnestly, ‘do not speak 1o
me oo this subject again. There is something ;
bat even T do not know whatitis. Iseent
paius mamma, so I never mention it. Do pot
speak to Licpel about your :doubrs and surmises.
He thiaks 1oy brother 1s abroad dnd studying ;
he does pot know us so well ag you do. Prowise
me, Kate.’ .

1 promsed ; and whatever T thought for tke
‘futare I said. pethig, Lady Howard’s health
slowly improved, and the name of the heir of
Ferndale was seldom meotioned amongst us,

Lionel knew May : he was cautious, thig bra..
ther of mine, and weighed kis words carefuily io-
a general way ; but [ knew by bis eloquence the’
first time he saw ber what had bappened. ~ H:
was afterwards more shy in speakiog of ber, but
by a thousand different signs apd tokecs Fknew.
my -brother loved Ler with-the whole force of his
‘noble beart, "While things were at this juscture

when his studies

Christmas came, and with 1t an invitation for us
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I know, of what I could have said bad I chosen.
to o =0,
and rather dreary hour’s ride we stopped at
Terndale, The stalion was' one wile from the
Hall ; but the carriage was there to meet us.—
On the ride along those frosty roads I never saw
Curistmas Tove more beaunful; the eky was
dark blue, and studded with ghmmermg, golden
stars ; the moonbeams silvered the white snaw,
and covered the ground with fantastic shadows,
‘The dark trees were fringed wilh snow ; the
hedges and fields were one mass of pure, beaut-
ful white.” We drove through the park gates,
aud then the scene was hke fuwryland. Fern-
dale Maoor House was a larze rawmbliog build-
ing, befangivg to no particular style of architee-
ture ; in fact, it embraced them all: esch wha
bitant had added to 1t as suited his fancy ; the
result was a large mansion, with terrels and
towers ; a magmlicent enirance-hall and porch
the Tudor style: large. lofty rooms, wide, spa-
ctous corridors and starrcase 5 all kinds of snug
little rooms, pretty boudoirs, aud a noble picture
gallery, The house was situated in the midst
of a large park ; and balf a mile distant. from the
Hall stood the pretty little church, budt by Str
Phillip Lfoward, the great grandfatber of the
present baronet. .

"The first sight of the Hall wearly cent me
springing out of the carriage. It iwas ooe blaze
of light.  From every window there streamed a
fload of warm, rich, ruddy light, ouf upon the
white ground, As we dvew pear, we heard dis-
unctly a sound of laughter and wusic.  What a
glarious scene it was, that shadowy park bebind

us, with its dark trees silvered -by mnonbeams,

the wlite earth, the  picturesque amd brilliantly
kit and iluminated Hall, and, whove us, the dark
sky, wilh its golden stare.  Another miute, and
we were in the ball, surrounded by sueh a group.
Out came Lady Howard, ber pale face lit wilh
the kindest smiles. [ thought of my owa dead
wother as che folded me in her arnz.  Then
came Sir Jobp, with bearty Christinas greetings ;
and last, mny beautiful Wlay, brighter than ever,
radiant with the sunpiest smiles and eloguent with
the sweetest words., .When I could take my
eyes from her face, I had ecough to do 1 ad-
wmiring the Chiristmas decorations. Tue grand
old ‘hall was one mass of bright green, and in the
midst was hung a mistletoe bough. Ten micutes.
more, and we were 10 the great drawing-room,
acd anything more beautifol or fairyhike I néver
saw. It was a jarge and splendidly-fuspisbed

room, with rich carpets and loxurious. chairs apd
sofus of every description. ‘Fhe. rarest:pictures
adorned 1ts walls, statues tbe most: graceful and
coslly occupied the mches, ~Now, lourcl was
wined rovad the piciore frames, acd’ the beauti-
fully-carved pedestals’; masses; of green’ hoiiy,
.with s bright scarlet berries,.dark  brancbes of
fir, clusters of tiwiniog ivy, were most gracefully
arranged. - A Jarge chapdelier -poured a fiood ¢f
‘gatden light, “that "played on 'the rare’ pictures;
the whife statues, and the ,evergreens.’ 'To the
middle of .the'roon, occupying the post efhonor,’
was'the Christmas tree, Ah! T sbal neverse

one so beautifut agsin, "It vwas a'tall [aper)
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-group.

We starte! at last, nad after a cold [~

John'hai shaded  bis -face with -bis- bands; andsy
stond,;.near " his ‘wmife.nyThe. melody seéiedy teH
Obat;Tousd.. the , room, sofoeties; wailing iz thess

friends to recoguize, new ones to learn to know.
‘U'be room was haif filled with a gay and happy
Besides the inmates of the hall, there
was Lady Dueie and her son Guy, whom I pa:a.
over quickly, hecause—well, you will know the:
reason-why later on. T loved Lady Ducie very
much, She was a widow, and Guy her only sna.
There was prelty Lula ITope, May’s cousig,—ag
sweel, fair girl, us gentle asd retiring as she was.
good and clever ; and then came Clarley Leigh, -
without whom no Christmas party was ever com-’
plete at Iarnham. he being Lord of Misrule,
and doing general duty as chief wit and fune
maker. There were others whom you, dear
reader, will scarcely wish to koow, as they do.
not relate to my story. T all that group May
was the loveliest.  She passed from one to an-
other, with her brilliaut face and goy words.
making sunshine wherever she went., My bro-
ther's eyes followed her. e did uat speak te-
ber much, but one such look as he gave May was.
cnougl.  Sometunes he would go near her, witky
a few words § tnen ber face would fush, and she-
would look up at him with such exquisite shy~
vess, veling the gludness of Ler heart. ALt
May, if no words ever had been spoken, that
sweel Hushed face of yours, and those eloquent
‘eyes, would have told all,

_ At pine o’clack,'in came the yule Jog. S
Jotin would aot have missed that sncrent and
time- honored Christmas rite,~no not for ang-
thing you might have offered him. It was souw
soon burning apd crackling on the large hearth,
sending oot a warm ruddy blaze that did one’s

tbat,—Lady Howard sitting near the five, her
kiad face It with plessure at the sight of oue
bappivest ; Sir Joha gowg from one grovp to
another; May holding a httle court near the
Chrigtmas tree, at which Captam  Lionel Eyrle
was prime munister, and Charley Leigh fuop’s
jester.  Lala stood apart preparing some music,,
«nd I, KKate ljrley was comfortably seated om
the large sofa, and Guy Ducie was near e,

¢ICate,” he said, * did you ever ‘see anylling
happier than this 2’ i

¢ No, never. But can perfect bappiness fast 2*

¥ Are you quite sure it is perfect ? Does it
never strike you, ICate, tbat there is a shadow-
resting on Ferndale? Look now at Lady
Howard: she seems pleased and bappy. Wait
a few minutes, and you will hear ber sigh most
bitterly, and clasp ber hands together, while &

face. Iave you poticed this? .

‘ Yes; but T am used to seeing Lady Howard)
ushappy.” P
¢ Look, tuo, at Sir Jobn : though that georal,,

a bitter heart-ache 7 o

{1 do, but that T have seen bzfore wilkous
ever koowing the cause. Stll 1t 1s only such a
cule observer us you and I who would notice it -
mere lockers-on see nothing, and I do think, My,

least.?

‘Very true, Miss Egrle, 1 submit; I merely-
wished you to moralizs a little ;. never trust mere
appearances m a room full of smling people 3
you litile know what is gowmg op,—the dramas
that are enacted, the paris that are plafed.’ k

* May, stay ; I do not Luow, nor bave the
least desire to do go. I am contented with ‘the
surface of society 5 1 do ot wish to sound the

always thinkiog about. the inner and hidden life

+ Liet pa return to the ‘oaih\}:i‘rdh a"t;d visible,”
Then here 1s May goiog to sing. What. 1s
Ab, the < Wanderer’s Return,’? -

"It was a beaulitul and - plaintive ,.melad}',

fected:me stroogly. | looked, at Lady:Howard,x
and saw  her- eyes were :filled with tears. " Sip+

‘most:plajative harmony- and:tlenseolsolt o sad;
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ot for some mintfes:; worda:
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heart good. T pever saw a happer scene thag

hearty manner, do you not discern some trace of

are ot so happy, after all, as we who are coa- -
| teated to, study culy the: outward. and .visible:
part.’. ) - R
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May’s richy full voice did: it full justice; it af=-.:
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lock of pained recollection comes over her kinds -

Gug, you and I teo might do better than discuss .-
our friends while we are under thesr rool;at. .. :

depths. L am sure yoi clever people who.are -
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