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TEREE BIRTHDAYS.

A CHRISTMAS CAROL,

BY ELEANOR C. DONNELLY.

(From the Philadelphia Catholic Standard.)

PART FIRST.
I

Christmas Eve (no matter about the year):
ond the snow falling thick and fast. Not a
dreary, Jeaden-browed storm, but white with
the promise of a merry Christmas—a Christ-
mas fuil of joy and frolic in which the very
soow-fakes joived and danced ; a Clristmas
full of glory to God ux}d peace to men as every
Christmas would be, if pure hearts and clean
consciences would only make and keep it £0.—
And such a wind abroad. Such a racing,
roaring, rolicking Boreas — \yhlch whistled up
the ronds and down the chimneys, and blew
the snow from the evergreens as fust ag it fell,
1ill the grounds at Trenton Terrace scemed
fall of empty Christmas  trees waiting for Sunta
Klaus to come.

More than the evergreens, forsooth, were
waiting at Trenton Terrace. Every article of
farpiture in the wide old sitting-room seemed
t0 itg inmates full of pleasant expectation. The
antique chuirs, the cqually antique t.abl.cs and
mirrors, the bright and-irons on cach side the
glowing grate, even the Pariao shepherd and
shepherdess on the mantel-shelf scemed to join
mutely the question of the ticking clock :—
« Why-don't-she-come ? Why-don't-she-come ?
Why-don’t-she come [

Over in the deep bay-window, catching the
fading light through the purted crimson cur-
tains, Miss Barbara Trenton was asking ler-
self the same question, as she divided her time
between the white road without and her white
embroidery within.  Dark, slender and small,
with a gentle refinement pervaded her from
head to foot: dressed in soft grave colors and
with a pair of soft grave eyes shining through
her glasses, Miss Burbara was thoroughly in
keeping with the old-time richness of Ler sur-
roundings: and bore her thirty years with
quite grace.  Not so serene, but infinitely more
beautiful was the fuce on the other side of the
room. That of a girl of twenty sexted in alow
fauteuil near the fire.  Whittier's Snow-Bound
lay open upon her knees; but her eyes were
reading the bright couls instead of her book—
and the coals mizht have been flattered at the
preference. Such clear violet cyes and such
golden blonde lair; skin like a bisque doll's
and a fair stateliness in face and form—Miriam
Trenton and her sister Burbara were as stroug
contrasts as could well be imagined.

“ What a long time it has been ! said the
latter, brenking the silence and her embroider-
ing thread both at once, ¢ Only four by the
clock and a good hour yet to wait. ITlow pro-
vokingly cuhn and sleepy you look, Mirrie.”

« Then we must have changed roles,” re-
turned the beauty at the fire, rousing with
a laugh from her veveric; ¢ Barbara, the
stable, rebuking Miriam, the eapricious, for
looking calm and happy—oh ! fie.”

# Foolish girl,” said her sister, with a happy
smile, “if you will idle your time andebe
naughty, Mr. Albey must scold you for it, for
I can’t, this duy of all the days of' the year.—
Cae you realize, love, that in an hour's time
we shall see deur Pet again 77

“ Darling Pet!” mused Miriam, dwelling
tenderly on the words, ¢ Five long years ago,
and to-morrow her birthday.”

# Yes, seventeen to-morrow—Christmas Day,
and the sweetest Christmas gift coming to us
that God could send. How I long to sec the
dear child !

“ She must have grown much taller,” pur-
sued her sister still musingly; ©the air of
France ngreed with her charmingly : and in
her last letter she warned us to be prepared for
many changes. _4ny change, so it be not the
one we dreaded that year.”

“Ha!” eried Barbara, with a flash of the:
soft eyes: ¢ that could not be. It wasimpru-
dent, perhaps, to place her thure (Mr. Albey
told me as much); but you know what the
doctor said.”

“ That the south of France would give her
nev life; and the nuns of the Sacre Cuwrd
would make her a lovely cultivated woman
without tampering with her faith.”

+ “Yes,” said Barbara, clasping her hands with
upusual vehemence, ¢ for that, and only that
we made the sacrifice of our hearts, and gave

- up our darling. Reconciled ourselves to miss-
ing her all the empty days, and dreaming of
her all the yearning nights,” The streng, brave
child! Five years in a French nunnery, and
she comes back to us (God bless her!) as the

Three Children of old came out from the fiery
furnace—without even the smell of fire upon
her clothes,” :

" In the silence following the words, the clock
ticked louder than ever ‘“ Why-don’t-she-come ?
Why-don’t-shé-come ? Why-don't-she-come ?”
and the antique. chairs, and the still mdre an-
tique tables and mirxors, the bright and-irons

- tnd'the marble shepherd and sbepherdess again
Joined mutelyin the'queéativn; -+ oo

.......

o

“To live and die,” said Barbara, impres-
sively, folding up her work as she tolded up
her uncxpressed doubt: ¢ us her dear father
and mother did, a consistent member and com-
municant of the Established Church of Eng-
land.”

“God grant it,” said her sister; adding,

ter
“ Touch the bell, it you please, Mirrie.~—
Susan must take 2 last look at the dar-

ing.”

As the vervant brought in lights and receiv-
ed her instructions, Miriam wulked to the win-
dow and Jooked out. Twilight falling fust with
the snow : and the wind unabuted.

% What a wild night| T fear they will have
a rough ride from the stutien.”

“I have no fears. The carriage is close:
the coachwun safe, and ber maid and Cyril ure
both with her.”

#“True enough — Cyril. I had forgotten
Cyril. How odd that in the thought of Pet [
should have quite lost sight of Cyril.”

“ Quite natural,” said Barbara, with a tran-
quil smile.

“ Dear me! he must be quite the German
savant by this time with a highly cultivated
taste for Limberger and Rhine wine,”

Barbara laughed,

“ But it was kind of him after all,” pursued
Miriam, *to sacrifice his pipe and his books
and his chair in that German university and
crass over to France, solely to bring home this
littie sister of ours. Cyril is fully as old as
you, is he not, Barbura ?"

“ No, dear, not by five years, I well re-
member when Cyril Murdock first eame here
as detr papa’s wurd, he was a little boy of ten,
whilst / was 2 very mature young judy of fif-
teen, Hark ! is not that the bell 77

# The Revercud Mr. Albey,” sonounced a
staid footanmn,

“Why, Mr. Albey, how kind,” said Bur-
bara, cordially advancing to meet the visitor.
“T am delighted to see you.”

He took her outstretched hand in silence and
bowed gravely over it to Miriam. The beau-
tiful head was bent with equal reserve: and
she sat down wear the table and began to turn
the leaves of a book.

The young miaister was & man of refived ap-
paarance, with a pale ascetical fuce. He was
tall and slender. hud a gentle mouth and a
troubled melancholy in his large dark eyes.—
But his principal charucteristic was a nervous
hesitaney, plainly visible in his manner, even
when silent, but which increased painfully when
he talked.

« Petronilla has not come yet ?” he said as
he scated himself near Miss Barbara,

“«We are expeeting her every wnment.——
Tow thoughttul of yeu to remember the day.
I take it as a very great kindness, Mr. Albey,
to come over this stormy evening and welcome
our darling home, Have you dined yet?”

“No; being a fast-day—"" he began when
his eye tell on Miriam's face. It was still bent
over Ler book, but a queer smile rested upon
her lips. He broke off with a color in his pale
cheek and added hurriedly : T was down at
the hamlet visiting some sick and walked home
this way.”

¢ Speaking of sick ecalls,” said Barbara,
whese perceptions were not very keen, *“low
is the cebbler’s wife?  Still sinking rapidly ?
What an obstinate woman sheis! Yesterday
when Miriam and I called with some wine and
jelly she wonld insist that you should give her
absolution, and bring her ¢ Christ's Body and
Blood,” &s she ealed the Suerament. I as-
sure you it sounded quict blasphemous.”

«She said it was in the prayer-book,” suid
Miriam, in a elear quiet voice.

'he young minister did not speak, but
gazed at the fire with a wistful, yearning look.

«], for one, think there should be a special
visitor to inquire into such cases and instruct
the poor ignorant souls,” said Barbara,

«“And I, for one, do not believe in shams
and subterfuges,” added Mirimm, and she look-
ed straight at Mr. Albey.

He did not scom to hear either remark—
but still gazed at the fire with his far-off wist-
ful look,  Then he said in a low voice:

«1 gave her absolution this afternoon. She
seemed to crave it so much, It was very con-
goling.”’

Both the ladies were too well-bred to ex-
claim; but Barbara loocked grieved and bo-
wildered: and the queer smile returned to
Miriam’s lips. . ,

"¢ You are going with the tide, I see,” she
said, after the silence, with a sparkle in her
violet eyes, He answered in the same low
voice a8 before — but making little pauses ke-
tween his sentences :

« A Hand is leading me—I can but trust
‘myself to its guidance—I_ ouly seek to do my
Master's will.” : .

Thers was sach & noble light in his eyes:
such an earnest simplicity in his tone that
Miriam looked down gravely at her book; sand

Barbara who did not understand it at all aske

“{atitle sharply :— - -

 Barbara, dear, the clock is striking the quar- |

ling's room, und see thut nothing is want-

% How are the improvements goiug cn at tle
chureh, Mr. Albey?”

Ha looked «uite animated. :

% Admirably, Miss Barbara, The baptismal
fout and the new chancel-railing arc really fine
works of art; and the cross over the slter—1
should suy the communion-table—will be finish-
ed by to-morrow. You would not believe how
the holly brightens up the dark little chureh.”

* How cousoling to have all completed for
the Christmus services, T was just finishing
your new surplice when you—>Miriam ! Mr.
Albey! — the carringe! Qur darling has
come !

The crunching of wheels on the snowy drive
outride and the =hrill neigh of the horses: the
subdued hum und excitement of the servants
wrathered in the hall, forgetting in their joy the
deecorum of a well-ordered household—all con-
firmed the delighttul suspicion; and the fuith-
ful old retajners el back respectfully zs Bar-
bara and Miriam pressed eagerly to the door.

II.

She stood between her dark little sister and
her tail fair sister with their fond arms encir-
cling her—a bewitching cross between the two.
Not so small as Barbara nor so tall as Miriam,
she was slim and undeveloped, but with a lithe
grace in her girlish figure; and a sparkle, and
a buoyuney and u variety in herodd fuce which
were a8 French as France could make it Her
travelling-dress of durk green cloth, while it
fitted clusely to her pretty form, was wholly
devoid of orpament; but from her shoulders
fell the graceful folds of a large white bournous
which Barbura had sent to wrap her in the ear-

rizre. There was no other name for her but
Pet.  The servants saw it in the gay youny

head with its masses of brown huir rippling
and waving to the shoulders. Mr. Albey saw
it in the sweet childish face which smiled up
ut him so finnkly and cordially: and the sisters
saw it in the slender ficure aud the wonderful
gray eyes which were black in the blaze of the
chandelier.

What the tall athletic gentleman thought
who stood in the doorway—his surtout still on,
his brown curly beard flowing down upen his
broad chest, and his bright eyes going from
face to fuce — it would be hard to say. But
Pet suddenly remembered him.

i+ And this iz our friend, Mansicur Murdoch,”
catching hiy hand with a pleasant girlish grace,
' Mille pardons, mon ami, but it is so sweet to
be at Lome onee more, that I quite forgot you.™

And renewals of the old friendship went
round ; while Miriama looked at ¢ mon cued”
curiously, and “ mon amd” returned the gaze
with interest; and Pet threw off her wraps and
pestling on o stoal at Barbara's feet, chatted
maily,  So mueh to ask — so much to answer;
g0 many charming stories of France, ot the
school—of' the homeward voyage. But pre-
seutly she brake out with a repronchful wail:

“Oh! my peor Angelique !—my maid—she
understinds 1m0 Enclish, freasez mol, ouly
oue instant—"" and away she flew.  Aund leav-
ing the ventlemen to themselves, the sisters fol-
lowed, It would take too long to tell how Pet
sprang up the old stairease (as familiarly as if
she had only been wone o week and a day) to
find her tal] strong French girl in the house-
kecper's room, very low and dispirited
betore the fire.  Or how she eonsoled her to
the mild dismay of Barbaraand the amusement
of Mirium by flying as ber, flinging her arms
about her uneck, kissing her smartly on both
checks and pouring out a perfect torrent of
French, to which Angelique answered ¢ Qu(”
and ¢ Helas!" at first, with many tears; but
cnded by blossoming into the gayest of smiles
and nodding like 1 mandarin,

Then Pet sent her to see the trunks: and
the sisters went up to dress for dinner,  Very
little time there was to spare, after this con-
fusion; but Barbara could no more keep away
from Pet than a bee could keep away {rom a
flower full of honey, So when Angelique was
brushing out her young mistress’s lovely hair,
Barbura must needs run in to take a peep at
her darling’s toilette.  And then Pet must fly
out of her chair and insist with a charming
wilfulness on Angelique’s opening her trunk
(just brought up) on the spot: and proceed to
litter the floor with laces, gloves, fans, searfy,
and so many other wonderful Parisiun trifies,
that staid Barbara was beguiled into sitting
down in the midst of debris; and was there
found « contented prisoner with the happiest
young keeper in the world when Miriam ap-
peared in her jewels and her violet silk a half
hour later. .

() Belle Ftoile] but you are brilliant "’
cried Pet, springing up to embrace her blonde
sister. « Le bon Dicw has made you so fair
that you ought to be very, very good. Are
you t” ) s

«T am afraid not,”’ smiled Miriam.

«Ah! itis very hard, n'est ce pas " n_nd
Pet made a pirouette and stood on one foot like
a bird, “Ttisso easy to be wicked, ma chere,
and so difficile to be_even a little bit good.—
Madame Justine used to say make a good re-
solution, Petronilla, make a good resolution—
but it was make and break so often that my

d | guardian angel must have been' out._of pa-
Atience.” -

. e

Jideles?

This was a litle English and a great deal ol',

Freuch as all her talk was.

“Venezs mam’selle,” plended Angelique @ and

she took the wilful child in hands.  In loosen- !
ing the combing-sueque, something bright at- !
tached to u chain fell out and glittered on Pet's !
bosom, ‘ |

* What is this) darling 27

Pet put the bright something to her lips;
and then put her lips to Barbara's check: |

* A medal one of the nun'’s gave me,  Don't !
look frightened. petite; 1 an still @ bad little |
Protestant—but 1 love mea Move” !

Barbara and Miriam both looked grave, but
Pet dlipped into her simple dinner-dress, fast. !
cned o buneh of violets in her corsage, drew a
ribbun through her beautiful hair, and led
them away in charming spirits,

Itwas w delightful dinner.  Cyril. bevween
Pet and Miriwn, was the prince of talkers: and
was so genial and so fluent, and so full of fur-
ciern ancedote that even quict Mr. Albey capi-
tulated.  Neated sext to happy Barbara the
weary troubled look went out of his large eyes,
he forgos his nervous lesitating for once, and
basked contentedly in the family sanshine,

“You must take excellent eare of her.” he
=aid, at the dessert, looking at Pet aud talking
aside to Barbura. She has made a great change
of climate at a very juclement season, and will
need looking after.”

+She is not so fragile as she appears: but
we shull be models of prudence.  (Try thes:
English walnuts, Mr. Albey: they are very
nice.)  As you remark she must feel it very
cold—amd xuch an old-fashiondd storm to wul-
come her.  INd you suffer auuch, darling, in
coming over ?”’

“0Oh! we bud a charming voyage. The
captain said lLe never saw ws mild or open o
winter o close to Christinas—dido’t he. Mon-
sieur 2" 1o Cyril,

“Yes,” laughed her companion, mischiev-
ously; *“and Miss Petronilla knows the rewson
why."”

“Ah! how you tease!” said she looking
down at ber nuts with a pretty blush.  “ You
see” (expluining to  the others), the dear nuny
began 2 vovena to Mary, Star of the Seu, just
before I left, and the whole sclwol joined in it
Bon royage was what they asked for; so, of
course” —with delightfil naivete— of course,
it wus all fair sailing after thae.”

Burbara was plainly vexed : Miriam bit her
lip, nud Mr. Albey looked at the youny speaker
with a pleased, puzzled smile.

Cyril secmed to enjoy it all; and put an.
other mateh to the magazine, ¢ Faith with-
out works is dead,” * said he: @ T suppose you
will be stealing out with Angelique after o
while to get wax-babies and evergreens, and go
to bailding a creche in your houdoir,”

* Ah! Liow chirming that would be ! sighel
Pet, unconsciously,  +I'o have the dear litde
Tufant in the straw—and His Blessad Mother
and St. Juseph—and the good beasts and the
Three Kings among the lights and flowers;
and then to kneel altogether and #ing ¢ Aedeste
Mon Dien! how sweet!”  Iler ex
pressive eyes were dim with toars.

“ Que realizes it so mueh better when one
sces it.  You woulkl not believe. addressing
Barbara, what lovely ercelies the girls used to
make, We gave all our pocket money last
year,

Something in her sister’s grave face was u
damper on her enthusizsm,  She cheeked her-
self suddenly with another little sigh, wnd suid
to Miriam : & Tell me about the ball; when is
it to be ?”

# Po-morrow eveuing,” returned her blande
sister, a trifle constrainedly ; “and you are to
be the queen of it.  Being your birth-night the
hamlet will turn out and the Terruce be illu-
winated in your honor,”

“ Charming !I"" eried Pet clapping her hunds,

“Don’t you wish it was tonight 7" suid
Cyril.

“ No. no, to-morrow: for that gives me a
little time to rest. I am too tired now to
dance: and,”’ (with a pretty childish gesture)
“T do s0 love to dunce!”

They all laughed at her droll earnestnese,

“ And 1" said Cyril, rising with the rest,
¢ bespeuk your hand, Miss Petronilla, for the
first set ; and hope to share with you the honor
of opening the ball.”

«If it were only Epiphany,” laughed Det,
bowing gaily with her hand upon her heurt,
t we might have a dish full of beuns and draw
lots ; and you might be the King, while I wus
sure to be the Queen.”

Aud so chatting merrily they all went away
to the drawing-room. The winds still roared
outside and the snows fell thick and fast; but
the wild night, with its cold and storm, its
pitchy darkness and its bleak benumbing herd-
ships, was safely shut out from the closely-
curtained, richly furnished saloon. The fires
glowed cheerily : and the bronze astrals shed a
softened glow on all around.

“Oune song, Pet, for Mr, Albey before he
goes,” and obedient to Barbara, Cyril opened
the piano and Pet ran ber little fingers over the
Yeys. Looking up at the bearded face and
bright brown eyes which- bent over her, Pet
whispered: =~ .o oo
¢« If T ciinmot have the creche 1 muat at least

b

NO. 2.

have the hymn,” and while he smiled quictly,
she sang in rich full tones the ¢ Adeste fideles.”

No wuch pathos—so much soul, were in the
grand old anthem as it swelled through the
yuict roum, that Cyril, watching thmu;‘.:h his
halfelosed eyelids, saw  the listening trio, all
deeply, though differently, moved.  Mirian's
color brightened and her breath came fquicker,
Barbara took off her glisses and drew them
through a fold of her cumbrie handkereliief
while Mr. Albey wot up deliberately and
walked over to lay his hand upon the singer's
head, and say, * God bless her!™ in quite a
broken voice.

But It?  Charming, inexplicable. mys-
terious virl! -She put her face down upou the
rosewood rack with the last lingering note and
—Lburst into tears, )

« Rhe i3 bewitehed,” said Miriam,

¢ She is bewitching, said Cyril, as he walked
to the nearest winduw,

* 8he is worn out with her journey and had
better go to bed,” suggested Mr. Albey, and
Barbara whe was too tull to speak took hee
darling round the waist, and led her away,
smiling through her tears, and  munnuring
* Bou seir,”’ like a tired child,

1nr,

Pet in her morning-drese, at the Christmas
breakfast, was no longer the Niobe of the night
before,  Gay and smiling and full of airy talk
—if she had been @ swmmor flower, and her
tears had been the dew, she could not have
losked wore refreshed,

“ Merry Christmas, darling,”  whispered
Barbara, with a kisy) *“and here i3 your birthe
day gift)”

Pet turned over the clegant copy of the
Book of Common Prayer, und looked a little
curiously at the gilding and illuminations, say-
ing slowly: «Thank you, thank you, dear
Barbara,"”

Then she opened the fiy-leaf and read: « 7o
my durling Petarith the hope that it may be to
her as it was to our dear Mamma, an enduring
comfort and companion..”

Barbara watched her anxiously as she read 3
but the large gray eyes cane up at last and
lnoked openly but « little sadly into her own,
Then the gay young head nodded briefly ; and
the elder sister weut round to her place behind
the urn.

Burbara’s thoughts were of eternity—mine
are of time,” suid Miriam’s pleasant voice ; and
a superb little wateh and chatelnine were laid
ont Pet's plate.

“ Angel! you are ag good as you are beauti-
ful eried Pet in her odd French way, as she
kizsed her, A thossand, thonsand thunks, —
Ha! Monzteur, do you know what time it iz ?”
and Cyril entering the hreakfast-room, with his
Land full of flowers, had to laugh heartily ad
Licr pretty affectation, as she held her head on
one side, and eyed her new treasure, ke o
Dhright-eyed .

“ You are going to read prayers, T sce)” he
said glaneing at the ook, and are punetual to
the minute.  Procced, fair parson; and let this
he your test.

Pet took the fragrant bouwgnet from his
hands with & pleased blush aud thanked him
with the words:

T could prench on these all duy.  They are
worth twenty bonks "oy

and bhefore Barbara
had time to feel hurt, Cyril addressed her with
a grave bow, and suid

# This was the only gift T dared to give our
little convent-girl. She isfull of cuprices, I
assure you; and one of them is "

A dislike to being cunvassed by her ene-
ies,”” interrupted Pet, merrily : * Personali-
ties in this ecircle, Monsicur, are strictly for-

bidden, But I inust hring sy little treasures,”
she added. ¢ Angelique has surely forgotten
them.”

Tenoring the hell, she ran out of the room,
and eame back in a few moments with her
hands full,

“ They are but trifles,” she said with a
pretty humility, ¢ but my moncy melted like
snow last year.

“She gave the half of it to a beggar at St.
Genevieve,” said Cyril curtly.

“ Peace;” and Pet frowned at the speaker
and his interruption, and shook her curls warn-
ingly. ¢ This little Imitation is for you, dear
Burbara; I thought you would be pleased with
the gracious wisdom of A’Kempis, sweeter, (as
Madume Justine used to say), than honcy at a
feast or musie at & banquet of wine. To you,
dear Miriam, I trust Qur Lady. Take good
care of her and she will take good care of you,”
and she laid an exquisite statutte of the Ma-
dona and the Holy Child in Miriam’s lap.

« And what is this 7 asked the latter witha
smile, touching a string of pearls on a silver
chain. :
A chaplet for Angelique, fresh from the
tomb of St..Peter. While here,” showing a
bronze bas relievo, “is a medal blessed by the
. Pope for the Dominican monks who. keep the -
Santa Scale. Whom shall ¥ give it to ?” "

mock heroics and dropped on
her,

one knee before -
. She threw the ribbon on his brond'shdulders r

| Arise, Bix Ogril Murdoch, and prove yon

3
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« Voila | fair queen,”’ and Cyril went into . .



