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happy nurpnso, and pressed your husbund and Judy into my

service; but knowing the latter could not keep my secrot,”

I fairly carricd her off to-day on pretence of helping me. f
meant to have made myself a Christmas presont to you, Dora,
but was too fmpatient, and here [ am{”

« And you actually kept a sceret from me, Judy 77 sald Mrs.
Fred, fn what she strove to make an ill_)ul't'(l tons.

i I()luru to goodness, Honey,” protested Judy, energetically,
her yellow turban all awey with excitement, ¢ [ couldn’t help
it!  Massa Rolf ho done gib wme no chance ! He say he want
you all to dinner to-morrow, an hy keep mo dat busy my ole
boues achel”

s Yes," interrupted Rolf—!¢ you dine with me to-rzorrow ; at
what hour will you be ready; and I will call for you

tt Not il after morning service,” sald Dora gently,

# You are right, little sister, we have double cause for thank-
fulness to-morrow ! we will go direct from church, Auod now,
Test the oyes be dim which must look their brightest, I wxl!
go to my hotel.  Look for me carly, and look your pn,tt.l a8t g
before to-morrow night you shall havea famous Christmsu}-box."

But Doura, with brimming eyoen, said softly, # I have had my
Christmuas-box, none o precivus in all the city.”

And the moou-lit splendours of that Christmax Eve glided
softly into the roseate hues of the blessed Christmss morning,
and ¢ wee wilie ” awoke with such gladness in hor heart, that
her voicy wad rining through the house in Christmas carols
long before b!’".lkfd.-il spite of Juwly's solemn warning—with
spoon in one hand atid sancepan in the other, that « she'd cry
fore night, sartin*  And Fred, with many smiles and k 3,
invested his wife in a set of 5il\u:ry grebe, which made her
took, as he declare], ke o fairy. AndJudy, with a great display
of ivory, presentesd Muassn Fred with @ pair of gorzeons indian
moccasing, on which all the colours of the rainbow combined
to form a long-haired Indian girl with bow and arrow,  “ Now,
I reckon you comforable for de winter, sah!  You no ¢l to
hab cole feet wid dese yere!™  Aund Fred thought with woeful
countenance, that he would be expected to appear at all times,
in these objects of her ndmiration or grieve the faithful crea-
ture,  He had not forgotten her,and a coarse, but bright warm
shaw] girddened her heart, a scarlet and yellow pin-cashion of
bends, wan then presented to her mistress, and her Christuas
ceremonics were over,  And now the bells pealed torth their
invitations, Aod crowds of happy-hearted worshippers weru
thronging the chucrches, Rolf joined them as they entered the
old-fashioned chureh beside them, and entered heartily into
the services. The cheerful, hclpful sertmon over, they werg
joined by Judy ut the gallery stair, looking in her best clothes,
like an animated rainbow, und giving a last peep at the home-
nest, to geo all was right, Dot was helped by her brother into
an elegant sleigh, with pruncing grey horses, nad liveried
driver,

“ Why, Rolf," she said, “this must be a private carriage ™

% Yer" gaid he, with an amused smile, #it belongs to a
frivnd of minn"

And regiguing herself to the luxury of gliding rapidly over
the ghtteriag souw, wrapped in soft furs, she wondered vugacly
to which hotel Rolf was taking them? Oh! it was exhilara-
ting ! the frosty air, the jingling bells, the crowds of people
walking, and driving toward thaeir homes ; eager for Christmas
cheer!  One almost forgot thers was poverty, sickness and
sorrow in the world, bat it was there, though it hid itself like
a wounded ereature this bright day,  And Dora {uwardly re-
golved, if ever Frod was rich, Christmas should be a glad day.
in many & poor home!  Buta glanes around showed her the
coschman had left the crowded city streets, and was passiog
the . villa residences of the West end, and before she could
gpeak he turned the prancing greys through a great stone
gateway, up a semi-circulur drive bordersd with ev ergriens,
and stopped at the stone portico of an elegant mansion. With
a puzzled, doubtful look, she said @ Brother ! who's housa i3
this 7" “The Indy fricend’s, who owan the sleigh™ hcm)sl:-m:hn.{
“ don't be alarmed! I wtll spon tntroduce _vmx Aad follnw—
ing her brother, leaniog on her husband’s sem, sho envered the
noble hall, aud was warmly welcomed by white-headed Uncle
Simon, who in black suit and white tie, tried to look dignitied,
bat auceeeded only in being joyful. Turning to the right of
the hall, upon the tesselated floor of which the light fell from
n stxum-d glass doms, Rolf fung open a door—saying, et

me introduce you to un' friend "—and led the astonished pair
through a stately dmwmg ropm, with window hangings of
green: velvet and white lace, across a carpet like a field of
softest mosses, green and brown with scattered sheafs of lilies
~of the valley,  Dora saw with one bewildered glance that the

wallg wore hung alternately with lofty mirrors and sanny
landscapes, with here and there a group of exqguisite statnary,

-ghe felt the air heavy with the perfume of hot-house flowers,

she noticed vaguely the Inxurions green velvet couches aud
‘chalrs, the. clegant trifles scattered about; but her brother
“sllently led the way to the end of the room, where an arch-
way, draped with green velvet, seemed to lead to o smaller
~room, aud gmsping the hangiogs said=# behold my dearest
earthly friend, the mistress of this maosion!” One little pang,
as she thouy ht
Aud In“tmg lier r eyes they remained fixed in astonishment on
a lofty mirror, which filled the arch; and reflected the long
room, her brother and  husband, herself in the forc-ground.

Fred, with a bewildered air, bcgnu vigorously pinching him-
self, not doubting he would wake up presently a pom clerk,

ou a limited salary.  While  Dora  turned so_pale, that Rulf
caught her in his arms, z.uving v'cultingly, 4 this is wee witie's
Christmas-box 7

Sutcexcitement as followed when tho) bug‘m to realize it

waa not a beautiful dream't and fell to inapecting each room

intirn, Sucha cozy yet clegant library across the hall, books

from -floor to ceilinir: the great: bay-window - fitted up wilh
masgive desk, and crimson-covered chairs and couches,. The
old-fashioned fire-place: was full of blazinig logs, and above

the bronze mantel clock hunya splendidly illnmiuated map:
of the world,. Back of this wasa noble dintug-room, perfect 1o
all its appointments, - And opening from it a bright little cou-

servatary;: its fmgruwu aud bleom fithing Dora- with delight,

. Up the graceful winding stair Rolf led them, tirst to Dora's suite
£ of rooms, sitting, dressing, and bed-rooms tasteful and CORY,

o where a maid wos waiting to remove her wraps 3 then the o (.lcguut
: guent chambers were ingpected. lmt the crowning glory of the

“houge to: Dora was the music room; with o lnrge stiined  glass:

“window, seattoving tints of purple, searlet; and gold; Here were
platio,’ ur;.:un and . harp,and. many costly. pietures; two panels
wers vaeant, Holf told her they would he fitted with portrits of

~their pnruma Andthea I answer to their enger quuestions,

how, he had managed this grent surprise, he told them his
,fnuul Tellitulr lms Kpukcn to him of llns houm', Just finished,

fthe brother fonud. was to be lost so soon ™ -

~Christmas,

nearly furnished, when tho owner du,d and it was offered for
sale st & price which found no purchaser. He examined it, and

found that little was needzd to complete it as a home for the”

little slster’ who had born poverty so well; aud with aid of
unlimited money he had worked miracles in a few days, <1
,dcu,rmnu,d not to make myself know to you Dora till mny gift
was in-my hand.” And now he sail: ¢there is just time to
examing my room bafors dinner. - He led the way to a medium
sized room whose windows and balcony overhung “the garden,
It waa furndshed with almost monastic simplicity;; but between
the windows and directly -fronting the iron bedstead, hung a
picture ‘which fixed Dora’s attention. It was the hﬁ,--sm,d
portrait of a beantiful girl; with heavy black hair braided away
from a madonna brow, :,lc:xr, dark oval face, and regular
features, without a wuch of eolour, save the s Lrlvtthmu! of the
lips. She was clad in a robe of white India muzlin, and rubjes
gleamed in his dark hair, and about her delicate wrists and
thw ity in the magsive ebony frame the name “ [nez” was set
in rubies. ¢That was your sister” said Rolf, « those were the
genins she loved, and it was iy fancy to plu,u ther there”
Over the maotel hung a southern flag deapad in crape, and
crossed with ay luumn" sword, othsr ornamsnts it had none.
With mcl.uwhul_y eyes upon the picture, hs said % you must
take the giver with the gift, Dora, he has no other hom: 1
Who stull paiut the glories of that Clristmas dinner ? or
the cumglm,r,nuj of obl Simon as e took o pasition behind hig
master’s chaie, having followed Rolf to Maxico and Lazk, he
fult he was not th !u, tritted with,  Ag for Judy she told her
& Missus® cont 1d»~xxtiully after dinner that she s spected ghe'd
hat to marry de ole fool o git rid of him, He'd ax'd her tweaty
times singe her old man (llcd, and now he'd axed Ler agin 7
After dinngr they gathered around the cheerful grate in tha
mnusic room, and talked softly in the twilight of past, pres:at,
and future. “ You will not be a puruuul 33 wife, Dora, said
Rolf, and Pred must proseed with the luw-stadivs which he
gave np for the sake -)f my little sister” And as the glowing
coals grew more intense in the darkoess, Dora slxpp,d away
teaving them to their insiags, sl seating harself at the piano,
while & flood of monnlight £2l over her fm'n the window; shes
touchsl the keys softly, recalling many tendor mamnories w the
hearts of bat's, and at Tast after & wild pathetic preluds, she
sy a seny she hd composed in the st days of her exile.

@ Lost! lost! all is lost!
Why do I live forlorn?
Loving father, tender mother—
Lpoy nowms, and noble brother--
Alt from me are torn”

-

Lost! lost! the canse we churishad !
Lost the tlag we lovaed,

Tratl it low, in dust and ashes--

Never more the cannon crashes
Will it foat above !

Lost! lost! the God of Battles
Came not to our aid !
Though we strove as few have striven
Yet we stand, forlorn, bereaven—
Though we wept and prayed!

Found! found! the Peace which passas
All we uaderstand !

Grant that peaze, O Lord, we pray thee,

May pervade the Land!

The pouce of Godwhich passzs all
That we can understand”

She ceass 1, and joining them at the e, she too traes
wfavare g e glowing Y spths, Lot us follow the t*l)d zurs
of eazh fora momeat. Ta: hashaal saw a pathway opiaad
before him, by which the hichest hoayars of his wml*ry wore
possible to him ;) W siw inmu.l! hoaoared anl respooiad, his
wife wlmiced and befovedy chilleea, antohiite: s childron
gathering abaut im, beizhteaing aal chessiag atsnthway ¢
the grave, and at the last clmm__' his eves wit] ths deap gried
felt-only for the noblest and traest of mankind. Ta: wife
a luwliar path of houss-hold cares, and joys and dusies,

saw the sick nursed, the sad comfortx), the prorand the sin-
ful, helped, she sdw God's gakling hand o everything, aand all
the pathway to the grave was P»**l.-‘e. And Rolf saw agrave
on & lonely sea-shore in a stranze {and: he sasw himself bus
the steward of his immsnse we. alth, doing what ; wood hs could
in his day and gensration——nd, at thul«ut—[nev aw:l Heaven,

oat

( Written for the Canadian Lilastrated News.)

A MERRY CHRISTMAS AT L»X\T

By J.F. Baruavryye,

L I. ,
“ Ugh! this weather is enough to make a saint swear, I'll
be —— blessed if I z.tuy another winter'in Montreal: "I'll go

south again.”
The: speaker, \Ir John Hatton, popuhrlv l\nown by his

intimate friends ns Jack Hatton, was s tall, slender, dark- ‘hued -

son-of Maryland.  Whenever the we ather was not precisely
suited to his taste Wi habitaally rave vent to' his feelings -in
the above threat, -He had done so for four years and was quite
liable to do so for ten mory.  'The place was Jack'sapartments
on St James street, @ Bachelor's - Paradise” - it had been
christened. The time was seven o'clock in the evening of tho
twonty-first day of Decembur, cxbhtwn handred and some-
thing.

Having relieved his mlml b\' his usual tlxrcaf, J.u.k procesded
to divest himself of his cap, mmrmnt and boots.. Thoe ¢ap he
carefully deposited on the th)ur in one corner of the room, the
coat found o resting place on an adj jacent chair, nad the lmots
were ignominiously thrast under: the centre L\blc Hua' ' then
donned smoking cap, dressing gowa and ‘slippers, illed one of
the brownest of meerschanms with tobacco ,;:c:\tcd himselfina

largeeasy chair, placed his feet upon th mauntel and gave him-
“selfup to the enjoyment of n “good square smoky,” a5 he.

tarmed it.” For some minutes he puffed in silenco mul lazily
watched the smoke as it curled upwards to thy ceiling, ~ An

“expression of ineffable contentment gradw nll) settled apon bis

face and he began to #olilognize.

“ Lot me see, - This s the twenty-tiest and l‘um;iuy will be
‘Wonder how Tl manage to stmase wmyself, . Sup-
pose Ul focl awiully dull. Geuerally do on Lhn;xl.m:\s. I
Wi h o : ,

-ingeparabie,

~ingly to onw saother an!

Just what Jack ‘was about to wish will probably remain
forever a mystery, for at this moment his soliloquy was inter-_
rupted by a knock at the door. : i

“Come in, come in,” he called out, without moving. from. -
his comfortable posmon. « Don’t stand out there all nightin
the cold.” : I

The door opened and Harrie Sinclair entered.

““ Well, Jack, you look. comfortable, I must say.” .

“'Phat’ you, Harrie? Yes, I do fuel comfortable. Nothing
like it, I assure you. ’Pske a chair.”

Ha.rrm had . not waited for thig invitation, but, hzwmg
divested himself of overcoat and cap, was busily eugaoed in
filling a fac-simile of the meerschaum that Jack was o hagely
enjoying.

By the way, Jack, I've got a note for you.
charged m» with its dehvery »

“Toss it over.  Ah! thanks. Um! Mrs, Carusi requeststhe.
pleagure of Mr. Habton’s company to m:et a few friends on
Christmas Eve. Yes, Just so. What do you say, Harrie, shalt
we go?”

“ [ intend to be there, if possible,” responded Harcle.

“ Who ghall we probably meet, do you know 7

#Well, no. - The ususl crowd, T imginz,  Oh yes, [ forgot,
Thero will be one young lady present wiom yosu hive never
met, Miss Grace Martin, an old sweetheart of mine,” :

% An old sweethzart of yours, Hacrie 27

#Yes, I was onse engaged to hor, bat we had a misun-
derstanding and szparated.”

“ And vou immediately tucned your attzntion to that lictle
red-haired Qushee girl, w whom you now stand committed.”

¢ I say, Jack, you ought not to spsak that way of a lady you
have never seen.  Mary Graham is a noble womn, and ber
hair is not red : it i3 a beautiful auburn”

Well, well, old f2llow, exense me. I ma2ant no harm. But
that curl you showed ms is certaialy red. Your eyesare blindsld
by love aud all that sort of nonsease. You are not an impar-
tial judge.

0k, have it your own way if it aleases you,”

With this remark Harrie knocked the ashes out of his pipe,
reached for his overcoat and prepared to take his departure,

“ Off already, Harrie? What's your hinery 7 Can't you take
another pipe 27

“ No, thanks, 1 must go. T have som2 w
finished immudiately, s0 goud-night.
at Carusi's 7

s Yes, I think I shall go. I'm rather anxious to have a look
at Miss Martin.”

As the door closed on his friend, Jack
himself.

¢ A young lady whom I never met. T rather guess he'd be
somewhat S’ﬂl’pl‘laf.d if he knew that I travelld all through
italy with her party, and had heard all about that little atfair
before I ever saw him. Whata fool he was. By Jove, I wish
I had had hiscuance. I do, sure as my nam= is Jack Hitean”

So saying he retiled the browa m:»:rschaum toox a book
from the bhv.ll and s:ttled into his usual attitude to read,

Mrs. Caragi

sck that must be
I suppose 'l s2e you

langhed quietly to

II

Thaet few friends” whom Mrs. Carusi had invited Mr. Hattoa
to meet proved to be a large and brilliant assemblage. The
spacious parlours of ¢ The Evergreens ” were wall filled with
guests, and the evening was passing mercily away in'a round
of daaces.

Jack and Harrie were both presant,
exubérant spirits which nothinz seemsd o daprass; the othor
ina rather uneaviable statz of minl Tarce ysics azo that
night- Harrie Sinclairand Graze Martin bad plighted theis
troth and in another vear were to have bzen mals oa- Sows
little misuaderstanding, howsver, had interveasd andl Harcle
in a passion had demanded release from his vows, Grace; tao
proud to plead, had quictly removed the ring from her ‘mver
and handed it to him, and all was over. She had imm. dla\:'.ly
afterwards lefe for huro,) and but on: woek hal now elapsad
since her returu.  He, daring her t\b:cuw, f,mcyiu; that his
affections had atlast found their traz objict, Ll proposed to
a youny Iady in Quebec, who after somu \hvh: hesitation had
accepted him.  Two weeks ago he had written to her urging
that an early day might be fixed upon for the consummation
of their happiness. The answer to this fetter had boen, to say
the least, peculiar. While she assured him of her at}"ectxou
she had not she wrote, his hopeful condidence in the mtare
Sbe should die without his love, but her only wish wasfor his
bappiness. She fearcd sie conld not il the place that a wife
should dll, and if he couldonly find some oue who would enter
into all his little plans and projects for the future with the
interest she should, but did not feel, no murmur would eauspt,
her lips. She loved him to0 dearly not to value his happiness
beyoud her own. Harrie was perplexed. He had said nothiug

to call for such a resjonse. He certainly loved hér and her
alone, and she assured him of her entire atfection, rat she
feared to marry him. He wrote ageiy and demanded an’ ex<
plagation, Oulv that morning bhe had received, ot an
explanation, but what might he construed into an apology for
ber prévious ietter, This only added to Harrie's perplexity,’
All day long he had pondered over the guestion.  # Does she
really love'me 7' And then a second question arose unbiddea
to his mind,. ¢ Do I really love her?? Neither could heanswer
satisfactorily, and when evening came he went, sorely against
his iuolumuon. to. % The }:.\xrgreeus o with the two qaestions
still racking his brain.- )

It was quite late’ when the two frieuds met: )

4 Well, Jack,-have you been preseuted W hcr ?”

1o whom do you refer?”

#Why, to Miss Martin, of course.- Hu\' e you seen hu'” Wbat
do you think of her?”

@ Perfectly divine. - She dnuces liko u faicy. Aht thcre u)cc :
the ¢ Buaatiful Bluy D.mubel I must ln. oﬂ‘ She has promised
me this walts.” o

~Aud Jack hurried aw ay and soon glided thh Miss Martin, -

the form-rin Lis usuaal -

past Harrie  in such perfect harmony with the spirit of the S

msthetic composer. that the music and the datcers seemad:
Jack’s ‘dancing -waz” thé adwmiration of all the
women and the envy of the'siun, aud be did not overrato Miss
Martin when he compared her to a falry.  As they doatéd.
aroumd the room more than one couple paused to watch their
easy, graceful movements, and the - dowagoers no lded approy-
H whmperc d that they seemed made for-.
each other and wondered i1 it could possivly fail to-be o misteh.
And Harrie, as they glided past him:again and again, was .
strack with the sate idea. *At the thousht, his heart alm BT
ceased to beat and-the conviction flashed upou him that (;u




