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CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

A CHRISTMAS STORY.
(From {he Lamp.)

I talked as he told e, and some fine nonsense
'1 must bave uttered, for Guy looked unutterable
{hings at my incoberent replies ; but my thoughis
wer: with my brother. He jowed us soon; l'ns
voice was calm, and his face bhad recovered its
solour, but be still locked as though be bad re.
ceived a sudden and heavy blow, Shorlly after
May eniered, acd she too locked chagxged 3 but
1 could not quite fathom the expression of her
face. There was sume sadness and some fear,
put there was even a softer light 1n ber bright
eyes, and something that told of bope and love.

1 looked &t Liovel as she entered. He winced
for-a moment, and his lip shghtly quivered.—
Music and light grew brighter as the eveniog
sore away, but Liocel sought May’s swle wo
more. Ah! and I saw sometbing else that made
my heart ache too. I knew he bad followed her
partly to present ber with a Chyistmas gift he
bad bought—a bracelet of gold, most beautifully
wrought. I bad seen it Iying on histable a week
before ; and lhat pigh! be gave .it to me, gnd
said, ¢ Kate, here, wear this thicg il you like it.
But T koew better.” I locked 1t away,and he
pever saw it for mauy years again.

No, ke did not seek ber again. She looked‘
al him, ber beautiful eyes tull of ‘wonder, then of
For some time 1 believe she thought
iim merely jesting ; then when she saw the cold-
pess and avoidance was real, her colt_)ur faded,
ber merry voice was bushed, her rioging laugh
was heard no more. Osnce she came to me, and
2id—
| s Katie, bave I offended Liogel? He looks

. - 50 strangely at me)

'

¢ _though even in the crib the shadow of the

Her lip quvered, and her sweet eyes filled
with tears. '

¢ Offended him !
ther vexed. He fiads he is obliged to
Ferndale to-morrow.’

s Leave Ferndale?
e-came . -

* ¢ If he did, he never meationed it. You know
Lionel detests a fuss.  He will tell your papa
t0-marrow, most probably.’ .

¢ Yes? she replted mechanically, and said o
more ; but the colour never came back to her
face, or. the light to ber eyes again. _

Then out rang the chimes for the midnight
mass, and we agreed to walk to cburch.

-1 heard Guy calliag for me in the hall,—

¢ Miss Eyrle, may 1 take care of yau, that no
Christmas sprrits rus away.with you P ~

Tsaw my brother with Lady Ducie as we
passed by, and May with Mr. Leigh.

"U'be Iitle church spire soon appeared above
the trees : the snow lay white upou it, and the
moonbeams silvered it with lovicg care, as years
ago they had done that lepely stable where lay
tws Holy Child. The lutle porch was full of
people, some exchanging Christmas greetiogs,
some shakiog away the snow tbat had fallen from
the trees on their heary cloaks. lo anotber
mipute we were in the church, and lost n-ad-
mitation and love. It was so beautiful ; the
pillars were wreathed with lal_u'el, and masses of
berried bolly crowned each picture. The altac

" was ope mass of green; the wax tapers glim-
mered like stars amnogst it, A little crib was
o the right side of the church, and there, with-
out book or word,-one read the story of Cbrist-
mas, There was the chilly wmter landscape,
the Jittle snow-covered stable, where the ox-and

leave

Diud be know that when

_ the ass had tound shelter ; there was the manger,

and there—oh, miracie ol love—lay the Holy
Chid, His fair heavenly face tured tawards us,
His sweet eyes fu)l of love and tenderness, His
“little arms outstretched, as though inviing us to’
bim, the hittle lips just parted with a swile 3 and
yet something mysterous and sad wasin the
smile, as though he knew: already how muny
hearts would .be hard and cold to Fhm,—as
€ross
“was over him.  Who could resist Him?  'Who
could turn from. that pleuding smile and those
- outstretebed hands-? Near Hin was His fair
acd spotless Mother, and His holy loster-father,
St Joseph, | L ‘
." Soon the .deep pealing tones of the.organ
. broke the silence that' reigned o the church.—
"First came the white:roped acolytes; with their
hghted tépers and fuming incense ; thea the
priest, 10 his costly vestments; aod the Holy
- Sagnfice began. - Seilly and sweetly vose the
Kyrie erping for that mercy which ig never re-
fused ; loud and:triumphant rang out the Gloria,
with its'goad tidings of great joy.
the distant' echo of abgels, came the Adeste,
uever to be beard without tears, so powerfully it
Speaks to the heart, and stws it to its iomast
- deptts, Yeor after year we-hear i, yetit1s

. -e¥er new, bringing old memorics-before us, and

speaking as no other melody does”of the.loved
and lost, ~We bear 2gain the voice that used to
sing it, and 13- now hushed for ever. . We see as
in a dream that face that used ‘to: brighten aad
Brow_ Loly as ifs ' notes‘were heard,"-Ab! let"vs

;' Pray that some face is shining- amodg'the angels |
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No, darhng; but heis ra-

Then like

-that led into the conservatory.
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in Heaven. Then the grand chant that finats
ever round the tarone of Gud the Sancius pre-
pared us for the mystery soon to be accomplishe-.
A leep awe and silence fell on the church ; the

angels lay prostrate, and men’s hearts were:

bowed, as tke Bube of Beuthlehem again de~

scended [rom the bright heavens to be with sin-’

fal men. The Agnus Deu, with its pleating
notes, brought us nearer to Him, and then the
gloricus midmght mass was ended.,

As we rose to leave the chweb, I saw my
brother’s face wet with tears ; aod as we passed
the crib, he kielt for a few moments, and I
prayed that the Holy Cbhild might comfort him.

CHAPTER 1I,
Christmas morning dawned bright and beauti-
ful, and alter early mass we all assembled in the

‘comf{ortable, warm breakfast-reom, where all the

Clristinas greetings that bad not been fipished
the night before were now ended. [Lsonel had
recovered his wvsual half-nonchalant ook, but
poor May was but a shadew, compared te her
brilliant self the mght before, Lady Howard
fancied 1t was the Jate hours. Liooel aione, to
my astonishment, bat looked as though he knew
more abnut it. I-caught once an expression of
pity on his face, as be lcoked at her, but it was

‘soor succeeded by one of pain.

Such a elamour was raised, when Laonel de-
clared his intention of leaving that day, that not-
withstanding his mtense desire to be away, be
was obliged lo remain. Ouly May sat still and
silent while the rest gatbered rouad bimj itis
true her lips quivered and her hands trembled,
as they played nervously with the chain sbe had

“drawn from the Christmas tree, but she gave no

sign of tuterest in what was going on. Only I,
who kaew and foved ber as no otter did, knew’
what was passiog w ber beart. T read the story

itten 1o 1he pale face and compressed hps; T
knew that, do as she would May Howard loved
wy brother. I wondered only what had hap-
pened. During the course of that, to me, long
and, dreary day, 1.drew Laiooel aside.

¢ Dear brother,~" T said, * [ do not ask your
secret ; let me only speak ro you of what T have
loog koowa, your great love for May Howard.

* Go on, Katie ; what bave you to say 7 -

¢I do not Wislr to ask for your confidence,
brother; but do you not see that May loves
you » )

¢ I do pot, mdeed,’ he answered with a bitter
smile. )

¢ Then you must be blisd, and most cbtuse.’

¢ Why, most logical fady

¢ Because tf is so easy (o be seen. She bas
koowa you for years, and always cared more for
you than any ope else. I koow it from a thou-
sand thiogs she has nnconsciously done and said.
See, last evening, when you came back so cool
and strange. how unhappy she became ; lock, to-
day, how pale and unlike berself she looks.’

+ Not for my sake, Katie—nay, beheve me,
pot for me. I loved her; I never told her so,
but I loved her years ago, and waifed until now
to ask for her. I cane to Ferndale last evemng,
Kate, with that one object, and I leave it with
the bilter cooviction that she. bas never c-rgd
for me, but bas encouraged me to hide—1I will
not say what.’ :

¢ No, do not. 'What, you, Lionel, accuse my
pure sweet May of being insincere — she, who
13 truth itself ? ' - ‘

¢ She is, and has beeo, though perhaps uncon-
scwausly ; and now, Katie, do me the favor to
mentiaa the subject no more.. Itellyou, I know
tae story that occasions Miss Howard’s change
of look and manaoer, but T uave oot the honor to
play any part m it. o .

The pext day be went, sad 1 was lelt with
May. It was straoge that Sir Jokn and Lady

_Howard never suspected the cause of his leav

ing, or is attachment to Mar ; but Lionel was
uot a demonstrative mag, and he bad never men-
tioned one word of his love even to its object.—
But T must tell you now, dear reader, what was
the shadow that had fallen on May, and ob-
scured for a time Ler brightoess and beauty. i
pever knew 1t until years after, when an accident
revealed 1t ; then I discovered the cause of my.
brother’s sorrow, and his abrupl departure {rom
Ferndale. .

Whien May went out of the drawing-room,
be, as you know, at my suggestion, tellowed ber,
hoping to overtake ber 1 the corridor 5 but, tri
s surprise, instead of goiag inlo the servants
hall, she went o the entrance-hall, and took a
large mantle that was. baogug there, left by
some of the vistors. She passed quickly through
the dining-room, through a leng smite of rooms
' Al were 1
darkgess, but the bright mooabeams illuminated.
the conservatory ; by their- feeble lIight he saw
ber opec the door that 1éd mto the: garden.—
Still wandering,and yet nat liking to interrupt
ber, he turned to leave the Pplace. When he
reached the door, be heard the sound of voices,
and saw that:a -stranger -had
bands ‘were )oined -in 'his';

bathed in, tears, was bent eagerly forw,aré;'lh'bl_-;
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. joined - May ; -her.
ber beautiful-facey

words just rzacbed him: ¢ I did not dare to hope
for it to-night.?

¢ May, 1 could not leave England again with-
out seeing you,-—without one word of hope and
ecouragement from you.’

Lionel would.have gone, but all power had
left im. He could neither move nor speak ; he
would bave fied, but could not ; he would bave
spokee, but words were denied him, and against
his will he stood and heard, though each word
was a death-blow to bim. '

May’s clear voice cratinued, ¢ Do accede to
my plan; come n with me now. I promise you
all you can ask; they love me to weil to refuse
me anything.’ .

¢ No, 1t 15 not here or thus that I shall enter
Ferndale. I am far too proud ; even Christ-
mas, with its holy tenching, has not bumbled me,
1t bas only softened my heart. Now [ will away
again, and when I eater these old halis it shall
mdeed be as an haoored guest,’

¢ But it is so far, and you, will be so long ab-
sent.? )

¢ Time and distance are nothing to me, May,
when I have an object to gain. Besides, I bave
something to encourage e now I have seen you ;
tbe memory of your sweet face, and the sound of
your dear voice will never be absent from me.
I shall think of this one half hour’s bappiness, and
it will perve me to do great things. I am
thankful to Gad that I have seen you.?

* At least let me mention your vist or your
plans.?

¢ No, neither now, dearest May, I must leave
you. I cannotstay fo liear the chimes of the
Christmas bells; it would unoerve me. Some-
thing else followed, in a lower voiwce, and then
May drew lorth ber ittle purse. ¢ This isall 1
have at present, but take this, and this,’ she
added, taking from her arm the golden bracelet,
and from ber fiugers the costly rings.

¢ T will take it, May, darliog, for some day I
shall'repay you with interest.. Now. good-bye,
and hope and pray for me.” SRR

The stranger drew vearer, and Lionel saw him
plainly. A tall, dark man, wrapped 0 a large
cloak, he drew May to him, and it seemed as
though they prajed iogether. May’s whole
frame shook with convulsive weeping ; another
minute and be was gone. Thinking herself
alone, May knelt and wept for some time without
control. There was something weird- like in the
scene. The dark room, with its many plants,
was just touched by the siiver Jight of the moon,
which ghttered toa orer Mag’s dress, and the
pearls twimned in her dark hair, and the wesping
girl koeeling on the ground. Then she rose and
lefi the room. Her dress touched Lionel as he
stood spell ound and motioniess; she went
quickly to her own room. Liouel remained some
time, then by a great eflort he summoned again
the faculties that for some time had leit him, and
returned o the drawing room. Whether minutes
or hours had passed 1n that interview he never
knew. There were times when it seemed to him
a delrrium or a dream. May, whom be had so
long loved, aud who,If there be trulh im look
and deed, bad loved him, to love another,—one
whom she could oot even present 1o ber father’s
house, but met clandestinely. No, it was im
possible ; yet he had seen aad-heard it. If she,
with her beautiful, noble face, and perfect cha-
racter, was ool true apd candid, who was? If
one so fair and so seeming good could have se-
crets from the kindest of parents, and the dearest
of friends, whe was candid and open? Paor
Lione), and yet he bore bis disappotntinent well,

I remaived aloge with May, We had a
merry Christmas ; then one by one the Christ-
mas guests left, uahl I alope remained. Then
‘and then caly I saw the full extent of the change
that had fallen upon May, It was not only thal
the once riech color was gane, and the jarge dark
eyes wore a sad and weary expressicn, but the
vivacity, the wit, and guety that had made her
the: charm and delight of the h:me circle were
gone too. She tried hard to keep.up appear-
ances; she gave way lo no weakaess. [ never
heard her complain or repme ;. in society, a rest
less manner balf Lid the loss of her.gay spinit;
she forced herself to be what she once had been
saturglly.  Alone the mask fell off, and I have
seen her sit for hours with that weary look upon
her face, that tells of the anxious, restless spirit
within, never speakwg or heeding what 1 said.—
My brother’s nume was never mentioned between
us. I-knew shé loved h:m, and he bad-left her.
I knew she was clingiog to me as the one hink
between him and herself ; once and once oaly I
heard ber speak of him, Lionel found it dreary
work enough hiving with all the - hope- that once
made hfe sweet to bim destroved. - He left the
army, sent Aunt Alice to Ferndale, and‘asked

i

would have done to aoy other. plan‘which could
make him happier. Of course I- told.May, I
‘remember so well going to ber, with the letter
my hand and sagig, “May, I am grieved- to
leave you, but Lionel is.goiog abroad, aod wishes

me to go with bim,’ She . rose, her lips parted,
g AR I R A
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as thougl to speak, but no words came, [ went
on, ¢ We may be abseat some years, for be
speaks of wuters m Rome.’

Sbe’ interrupted me then, ¢ Liopel going
abroad? Why?

¢TI do oot know ; he 1s not very bappy, I be-
lieve.?

¢ Will ke not come once to Ferndale before
be goes?

* No, not once, I am sure.
-bave you done ta iy brather ¥

¢ Ask, rather, Katie, what has he done to me 7
Why did be seek me? T never sought him;
why did he try to make me love him, and then
leave me withont one word?  But that is
enough; I have dowe wrong to speak s 1t
wauld have been better for me had I never been
born.? :

¢ Nay, not so, May. God sends trouble and
trial for some wise purposes. There are some
characters that never ohtam their full perfection
until they bave drunk the bitter but wholesome
cup all must taste. Suffering teaches useful les-
sons, May ; do not let it be 1 vaio for you.’ .

I left her; and though for some years I dud
not see her again, yet I know my few words bore
fruit. Ske was less gay and happy than before
she lost the ringing laugh and witty flow of words,
but she became more bumble of beart, more
thoughful, more attentive to her religion, and, it
possible, kinder to the poor. Suffering did ber
goad ; it toded dowa some qualities, rather too
strongly marked in ker character, and taught her
some holy lessons, that during her future lfe she
never forgot,

Oh, May, what

CHAPTER II.

Axnd now, dear reader, wil! you go back with
me for twenty years; that is, just one year after
Sir Jobn Howard has brought his Jady home te
Feradale, when the bells are ringing in honor of
the birth of their son and heir ; when the beaut:

ful babe lies i bis cradle, and bis fair young

we to'go ubroad with tim. I consented, as I}

mother con*eraplates and Jreams over him.

On, mothers, yau have all dreamnt over your
children ; you have seen the hrightest visicns ;
you have fagcied your boy a saint or a hero, a
great man and a good one; you huve imagued
the time when you shoutd be old, and he m his
turn prolect you. You pever, no, thark God!/
you never picture the fair sleeping child havghty
and ungrateful, or eruelly careless and uskind
towards you. No; nor did this young motiler,
ag she watched ber babe. She saw he had a
face that would one day be noble and handsome ;
she faneied hun hke the portrait of Sir Ralph
Howard, that hung a the pictore-gallery s he
had been a Crusader and a kuight without fear
or repraach ; she hoped for even better thngs
for her boy. There were no bounds to her am-
birion or her lnve, Poor mother !  Poor child !
Years after she wept. in that same room the vt-
terest tears a mother can shed.

Pullip Howard grew up a beautiful but way-
ward boy. May was not born until he was five
years old, and during that time he certainly was
sporiled. e was idolised by both parents to an
excess almost faully. n after years they Wt
terly repented that in this his early infancy they

had not enntrolled and hrought under suhjection

h's vinlent temper and great self-will. The boy
could not besr control ; be fought against it on
every occaston, Whiie still a child people
Jaughed at bim, and said, ¢ He bas the spint of a
man already ;' but then year after year passed,
and things grew worse ; then Lhey did what ought
to lrave been dooe years hefore, try to rontrol
him. - He had some five noble qualties, too; he
was brave and doring, fearfess of danger, gene-
rous and incapable of a meas or false action; a
lie oever stained his lips, and he was passionately
fond uf his mother. She bad more influence
over him than any other, When May grew
older he became [onder of ber than of any one,
or dnything else, ‘ :

When the time came for Philip’s education to
commence, tutors were first tried at home. After
changing masters about ‘every three weeks tor
oue year, Sir John abaudoned that idea, Nao
one cauld do ansthing with the boy ; he would
not obey, he would nat learn; he would have
his own way, and do just as he hiked, - They then
seot him to a large public school for a short time.
Things wenl on beiter ; the novelty pleased
bim ; but he soan grew tired. . That school was
changed for another, from which Master Philip
was seot es iocorrigible. Then his parents be-
came alarmed, and set to work m good €arnest
to try to control the boy. It wastoo Jate. For
the first time the mother’s face wore a palned
and anxious look; and 2 share of care settled
‘upon-lke good squire, that after years only deep-
ened. Tt would be long to trace Philiip’s child
hood.: At the age of seventeen a handsomer,
fiver-spirited, or-braver youth was. never seen ;
or 4 more vocontrollable one. ;In (vain did the
wotber plead, the father threaten, or:the masters
advise';-be brooked none of “iti% ‘As a fast re-
source he'was sent 16 college, ‘wheré_be staged
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college rules ivsupportable. Iigh words -rose
then between the proud boy and s xind father.
The mother wept and prayed ; only God knew
what she suffered. ‘ ‘
¢ A bad son, sir,” said Sir John, ¢ makes a bad
man ; he who cannot control himself will, never
command others, You will never be fit to sue-
ceed me at Ferndale. Iad you been the son
of a poor man, you must have learned to study
orto wark; it 18 presuming on that which I
must feave you that makes you sdle and uncon-
trallable,? ' ‘

The boy’s face darkened; his eyes fashed
with a !ight that frightene hls gentle’ mother.—
She caught his arm. ¢ Philip,’ she cried, * do
nothing rash ; nothing tkat yon will repent bere-
after.’ She read a resolution in lus face that
would never break or Yend.

“ Never fear for me, mother : I will only show
you that I could have wade for wmyself a name
and a home even bad my father not been able to
give me one.” She little guessed the meaning of
his words. She only knew that that evening he
embraced her more tenderly than he had done
for some time betore. She even fancied the
tears were 10 his eyes os she kissed and blessed

—m
[ ——————

.um.  She beard lim go to little May, and then,

as though stll asxious tu be with her, he re-
turned and said: « Bless mme again, mother ; you
do love me, do you not, in spite ot all my faulte

Poor mother ; it was well she looked so fondly

and lingeringly on him that night, for she never
saw hier child as a boy again. 'T'he next morp-
ing a ery of sorrow was heard in the old magor
house, for 1ts heir was gone, and there, on {be
table of his little room lay a letter directed to
his mother ; Wi written, badly spelt, and blotted
with tears.. It only said that lus father hiad
taunted hun with want of spirst- i not caring to
learn or to obey ; because of which he should
leave bLim; and that mow he would never,no
never, touch his father’s money, nor owe any-
thing to him ; he would show tus father that he
could make a name for bimself independenty of
all aw. Poor foolish boy. There were some
redeeming words of strong aflection for his
mother ; and many fervent promses that when
be snould be rich and great he would come and
make her bappy. Ahb! well; he was proud,
stubborn, and foolish ; but the boy’s neart was
not all bad. There was nothing more ; no clue
to lis whereahouts; only on turning the other
otber page, they found, more wrelchedly writtan
lirin ever, and almost illegible through the tears
that had fatlea upon them, these few words ;—
‘ Give my kindest lave to little May, and never
tell her 1 was not good.” The poor mother
wore that lelter next to her heart until it was
faded and illemible ; it was all that was left to
her of the beauufuf babe she had dieamed over.
Few people ever knew the truth. The butler,
who had growa grey in the service of their fa-
mily, aod. May’s nurse, were the only persops
bosides bud parents who knew that the heir of
Ferndale swas wandering through the wide world.
T'o others it was stated thbat he was abroad
studymg ; as indeed be was, some hard but not
veprofitable lessons ; fearning to fiad his level, to
know himself as he was and as otners estimated
vim. May knew no more than ths,

A deep cloud fell then over Ferndale. True,
the boy had been haughty and imperious, but
still kind and generous. The servants, while
they spoke gravely of his faults, idolised him.~—
e seemed 'to fill the hause with sunshine. New
it was all gose.  Lady Howard drooped irom
that hour, and the good squire pied after his
wayward son. Nnthing coold restore the poor -
motber to happiness ; her heart cried misht and -
day for her darling child. Ber face lost jts
color, ber step its lightuess, and she became a
feeble, delicate 1avalid. : S

When May grew older she perceived some-
thing was wrong. Her papa took her in his
arms one day, and told her never to. meation her
poor brathier’s name to. mamma agam. ‘She
koew the truth at last—her old nurse told her ;
but I must not antictpate. C

Pollip had {ound liberty at last. He went to -
Liverpool, and worked his passage over. to
‘Americz, and there joined a party of backwoods-
wen, to whom-on account of his, strenpth. and
bravery, he was a valuable acquisition. He
wrote ome ooce or twice. to sey that be was
well and happy. So some “years:passed, aod .
Phithp ecjoyed liberty in 1ts perfection . so en-
grossed was be with the - novelty.of his hfe, that
he had scarcely -one; thought. for bome.- Jtis -
true sometimes whei sleepiog out - in those dark .
forests, be would lie for " some: hours gaziog on..,
‘tbe midnight skies, perbaps- among the stars that .
glimmered on him_He~sa'wabis: motber’s sweet .
face ; it may be.that -in. the:*wind’s whisper he
‘beard her voice. . Those :who .were pear:him’:.
heard m.sometimessob” out -ber, nameéin’ his:,.:
sleep. The.mother’s proyers were: héatd ;¥ her:
wild wayward .boy- never.forgot ber.i: | G- ¢ "4
> So be hved for;some years;andiithen;; came 2

nved for randithen;:tame 12,
-wild longing-to look-once’..more upon; hi
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