A Christinas Dream.
Twas Christmas-eve, snow drifting deep,
But all the house was warm and bright :
And grandmamma lay fast asleep,
The scarlet silk and laces white
Making a glow of tender grace
Over the calm and placid face,

Where smiles were flitting to and fro,
Where sudden lights and shadows full
* Children, ste) htly and speak low,
And softly al the fleeey shawl ;
Her dreaming soul mayhap doth keep
Some fairer Christmas in its sleep

Then quickly wer the houschold steal
The hush of thoughtful,
Until through waiting silence peals,

wing caln

Like jubilant, triumphant psal,
The ringings singing bells that say,
“To-mor

w, friends, is Christmas-day,

The sleeper woke, and lay sereu
With ¢ ed hands upor her breast,
* Dear God ! she said, s
Could it come true, 1 were
So blest ! such Christmas fe
Al, Mary, T have been as]

le

weet a drean !
Dlest,
keep,

“]

w—a wondrous dream
I saw my home so strangely fair ;

Its halls with snch soft lights did gleaw ;
its gardens were heyond comy :

And, lo! I heard a voice which

‘ Come, love, the Christmas feast is spugnd.

4 Your father s voice, dear child, T know ;
It ringeth yet through heart and brain ;
It ealled me fifty years ago,
*“Just so it called to-night again,
O faithful lov O Dlessed home !
Do I not weary till 1 come

““ And dreaming,

She lay all night with wistful eyes,

To earthly love both deaf and dumb ;
But just as dawn touched Christmas skies,
She cried aloud, ** Sweet love, T come !
And none conld wéep, for that they kunew

Her happy Christinas dream was true,

THE SIN Ghl{b STORY.

| WAS a boru musician,  When 1 was a child

of two, [ would spend hours softly touching

the pis nmluu, and listening with exquisite de-

hgh( to the sounds,

voiee— 5o beautiful, that when T sang lullabys

to my dolls, strangers would stop at the door in
passing.

T was a fisherman’s daughter,

1 grew up healthy and free, and wmy voice he-
came stronger and sweoter,  When I was six-
teen, my wnele took aue to Philadelphia, and
commenced my musical edueation,

I loved refinement and art ; T was pretty ; and
soon they adopted me,  All that sympathy, en
couragement and education could do for me he
came wmine. My uncle Archilald was very
proud of my voice, and determined that it slluuhl
veach its full compuss.

“You have a bird in your thront which can
win you both fume and gold, Gabrielle,” he |
used to say.

Not that he had any definite plans for me,
It was enough for him to sit and listen while 1
played and sang in the twilight-—to have the
crowded room sndde nly bush when my voice took
up the song. He took the most exquisite plea-

sure and pmln in my suceesses,

When 1 \Mwu"]ltun he gave me a reception,
at which people of high rauk and talent paid me
50 many compliments that T could not but be-
lieve in my own powers,

I had not natwally much confidence in my

More, I had a beautiful |
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self, and it always required a considerable effort
to play or sing before strangers. 1 always
made it, however, when Uncle Archibald wished.
I realized that I owed it to him that I was a
well-educated, numn]-hqhul young lady, instead
of an ignorant girl, living obscurely and humbly.
I had no taste for the sphere of life into which
I was born, and gladly escaped it. After five

| years' vesidence with my uncle, Tseemed always
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to have lived in Philadelphia.

One evening when T had been singing to him,
he said :

“Gabrielle, 1 wn going to send you abroad.”

T turned, and saw that he was in earnest.

“When ¢"

“In a few weeks—as soon as You can be
ready.”

“ How 1"

“In eare of your pastor’s family, who will
But you will not go solely
for sight-seeing ; you go to study.  Your musi-
cal education can be ﬁnmlwd oul) in Pavis,”

I was pleased at the thought of going abroad,
although 1 did not much enjoy the company of
my pastor, who was aged, cold and formal, His
wife and daughters were also very dignified and
precise.  But this was the arrangement my un-
cle had made for me, and 1 found no fault with
it, for I knew, if not congenial, the Sunderlands
would keep me strictly to my lessons and prac-
tice.

In a month we set sail,

I spent two Winters in close study in Paris.
The remainder of the two years I traveled with
my friends. Of all lands, 1 loved Italy the
most dearly, The golden-blue skies, the land-
seapes, the people, the songs, all gave me the
most exquisite pleasure, ané I vowed never to
forget this land of beauty. I felt that T owed
it a debt of gratitude for all I had enjoyed there,

We had returned to Paris, where 1 was finish-
ing a course of lessons, when there came a start-
ling letter from my uncle, I was recalled home,
He had failed in husiness.

I crossed on the steamer alone, and hurriedly
sought my uncle’s house. Closed shutters,
silence, darkness,

I hurriedly questioned the servant. Her
master was very ill.

Worn cut with striving and disappointment,
my good Uncle Archibald lay in a darkened
chamber—a shadow of his former self, Though
this disaster in business had been feared for a

year, he bad kept me at my studies and plea-
sures abroad, and never let me know the trouble
hie was in,

“ And you are a poor man now, Uncle Archi-
bald 1"

“ I shall be, as soon as my house is sold.”

I bent and kissed the forelead of this noble
and kind old man, who had been my greatest

| earthly benefactor, vowing that his home should

never be sold, While he had wealth he had
given it freely unto me. Now that he had it
not, I would restor= it to him !

Yes, T would commence public life as a si
tllough as I said, constitu“mally timid, shrink-

ing from whatever wade me conspicuous, I
pmmptl; decided upon this &::m of life,

For the first time deligh in my powers,
1 hastily sow leader of a superior opera
troupe and services.

He was much pi euod He knew me well,
having heard me sing several times at my uncle's
house, and he had repeatedly advised me to sing
in public,

“But you would need more courage, more
confidence. It would greatly aid your success,”
he used to say.

Now, on my application, enthusiastically in
earnest and quite forgetful of self, I must have
appeared differently, for he said :

“8o you begin to understand yourself—to
appreciate our powers. - That hgood. I shall

have great delight in nn“ you out.”
I had a few weeks of preparation, which were,
however, sufficient.

“ Don’t hurt your health by too close study ;
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