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17THÉ FABMEB’S ADVOCATE.

for Tom, whose friends have preceded him.
The idea was acted upon; anil when they ."t"™ed’r?S 

with their brief walk, Mr. Graydon was atanding on the 
hearth, and Fritz was questioning cook, whose cold rendered 
her so unintelligible that he glanced up in despair.

•‘Oh here's Nellv. thank goodness ! Come here, there’s a 
dear little irirl and help me out, will you ? Mister Tom pro
mised usa true English Christmas, and I don’t like the notion 
of being done out of it. Cook signifies that there s boM in the 
larder-the roast beef of Old England-but wheres tAi pud- 
ding-IAe plum pudding, that cannot be concocted Pjopei-iy 
anywhere else ? Not made ! Then I vote that we make it in-

“ Whom do you include in the word toe?” asked Mr. Graydon, 
with a smile. "Not me, I hope.’’

“No song, no supper—no help, no pudding,’ said Fritz,

■ mas dinner, to submit to a disappointment because of Tom
a. ™ -- «-

«”**'•> j """.rri"""." 2 a. »
While she was on her knees thus engaged, Fritz came to- ingredientg generally supposed to be necessary. 

wards her with something in his palm, asking . mischievously. “Fetch the wooden spoon, ®°°1J\1 ake ,lg a
‘‘What do you call this?” , , ... .. . , «going to exhibit his abilities!* a conjurer, and make us a
He knelt down beside her that she might * I superlative pudding out of nothing.

It was the tiniest spray imaginable, and ° “ “Gently,” said the laughing Fritz. “I don’t intend to run

{XSysassSusSAns & 3i,“r
it made Nelly redden furiously. Cook shall be director of the chopping-board Nelly and I

“What is it?” asked Fntz again. mistake.” will tie the aidesele-camp, and the others shall be supermini must have been amongst the hoUy ? it came by mistake, merarie& Wre you all agreed?" ... „ o
she murmured. t„ it mistletoe Nelly—is it ?” Grace looked doubtfully at Nelly; hut she was nodding

Nelly dropped ^hor tooo'rn, ^“^J^nTpfue hasn’t,” she said, with a sly
“Mr. Meryon, if you were to dare----- 8h® P^*f1l ,,, h glance at her sister. “Let us have the pudding by all means.
“Dare what? Did you think I was going to kjssvou. he g^wiœ^ai £ Qn g(>ee back to Australia, I daresay he will 

said, looking up in her glowing fa«i as he knelt^bef b* ■ often thlllk ofthis evening’s work, and the little mistakes he
not9against your w‘i L I’may keep the spray thougto-n^yujt ^“^over iV'^ ^ afiycried Fritz> unconscious that 
I? Yt's the first I ever saw,” and he carefully transferred her g“ech hada hidden meaning. “Mistakes might result 
to his pocket hook. . . . in a failure, and that I protest against. I propose that our

“I wish Tom would come, Nelly said, “. “*® J°!ba ^ [ pudding shall he such a pudding that we shall marvel at our
sister in the kitchen, where Grace was knitting at the win- , certamly havenSt the least notion in he world
dow. . , „ thH placid renlv how we are to set about it ; but 1 m willing to be taught ,and

“I suppose he’ll not be long now, was th®P”J, P y' I a0 mv friends, let us commence.’ .
“But what’s the matter, dear? How hotyou look There certainly never was a culinary operation seasoned

Before she could receive any answer, Fntz put his head wkh more m,rth than the one at which the whole party now
at‘^Idwere to go for a walk, would there be any dangerof 'thTflrt^gnaLZouMy

lTcId“o5yeo«?calft^eWmhr'«*”**”'* * "

ti^vmghusyhwithton
sentiy this gentleman rang the bell, and the datera looked at about her little mouth, she domineered over

January, 1881
“That was because I was watching you chop up the candied 

peel. I was in a fright lest you should cut yourself.
“Do you faint at the sight of a cut finger, Mr. Meryon T* 

he was scornfully asked.
“Do I give you the impression of being very chicken-heart

ed?* he queried in return, . . . .. .
“I haven’t thought about you sufficiently to be able to ajTJ 

and having uttered this monstrous fib, Nelly ran away to 
wash her hands, and thought proper to avoid the young man 
for the rest of the evening.
But if she snubbed Fritz, and sent him to bed wondering why 

her manner changed so suddenly, she was the most sympath
ising of listeners to all the hopes and fears Grace confided to 
her, when they had retired to their own room. How in
dignantly she scorned the idea that her sisters sweet, penmve 
face was faded, how kindly she admired and praised Mr. 
Graydon, though in reality—having seen him under a doua— 
her private opinion was that he was grumpy ; and what 
pleasant prognostications she tittered of happy days to come, 
that were to compensate for all the long years of suspense

The lamp burned low, aud still the sisters sat with tndr 
arms affectionately wound around each other, talking in 
pleasant whispers, till a distant clock hlmed the hour of one, 
and they knew that anyther day had darned. . .,

“A merry Christmas to you, dear Prue 1” Nelly «allycrled, 
“Don’t say that I have not wished it early enough; and now 
if we mean to go to bed at all, we had better begin to prepare
f°“Hush !” said Grace, her cheek blanching, “\fhat was that 
noise? I could have declared that I heard a door open.

“Fancy, dear-nothing else. Who should beupandw*». 
ing about the house at this untimely hour 7 It is not like yOO
to be

IK/. V
1 §J*

mmm

Ike Saintly (Sirrtr.
“Home Sweet Home.”

A LITTLE MISTAKE.
“ TRISSIX’S BRIDAL,” “ WILFUL WINNIE,

” “a twisted link,” “clasped with
BY THE AUTHOR OF 

“AGAINST iiis will, 
RUBIES,” ETC.

will lend me an

w «.,80 nervous. . , , .
“But, Nelly I do not care to mention it in the mormng^âM 

afterwards it slipped my memory; cook stye one of the WW 
of the side-door— you know there are two—is muting, MW 
she avers that John must have taken it away with him. you 
know that she always suspected this man 

“Why should he do such a thing ? There is
door that secures It.” , a . ___

“But that bolt is defective, and cook says that any person 
who is acquainted with the premises could slip it hack.

Nelly began to look as uneasy as her sister.
“Thank goodness we are not alone in the house ! Mi ns 

listen at the top of the stairs, and if we have reason to believe 
that there is anyone trying to effect an entrance, we will 
arouse the gentlemen. ” .

She snatched up a shawl, and was stepping cautiously to
wards the door, when the handle of it was turned by some 
one outside. With a gasping cry she fell back against her

s bolt to th*

8l8“Who*s there ?’ asked Grace, tremulously.
No reply was vouchsafed, but the door received a vigorous 

shake that elicited a shriek from both the frightened girts.
A muttered execration answered it. and they could no 

longer doubt that burglars were in the house—burglars, too, 
who must have been instructed where to seek for the inosc 
valuable articles left within it ; for who else but the treaoher: 
ous servants could know that Mrs. Derville had packed her 
jewellery and the best of her plate in a email box that was 
placed under the bed of her daughters?

Nelly remembered at this moment how Harriet, the too 
officious housemaid, had entered the room while her mother 
was thus engaged; and how the girl’s eyes had glistened as 
she caught sight of some expensive trinkets* then m Mrs. 
Derville’s hand At the time her evident interest In Wie 
ornaments had been set down to simple feminine admiration, 
but now it began to assume a different aspect.

“What shall we do ?’ whispered Grace, for the person mr 
persons without were attempting to force an entrance. But 
Nelly only answered with a sob of terror. Mr. Graydonand 
Fritz would come to their aid if they could be aroilsed, hut a 
passage and double doors lay between this chamber and ^the 
apartments the gentlemen occupied ; a^d when Nelly raised 
her voice and screamed for help, two pairs of shoulders 
set against the yielding panels, and the next moment the 
helpless girls were in the grasp of a couple of ruffians, who 
forced them to be silent with their menaces.

Grace fainted; and Nelly, borne down on her knees by the 
rough fellow who he’d her, closed her eyes, and feebly prayed 
for mercy. The guilty footman, who remained in the passage 
outside till they were silenced, then ventured to show himself, 
and whispered directions to his associates.

“Look for the box—a black one, bound with brass- sqd 
never mind the girls. This room is at the back of^the house, 
so they cannot make anyone hear them, and there’s not a soul 
in the place, as I told you before, except the deaf cook . 
There's gold watches in that case on the dressing-table, 
Hand’em here—and the ringp and brooches as welL I can 
stow ’em away in my pocket.”

But his orders were brought to an abrupt dose ov 
mighty blow from behind, that stretched him on the floo 
senseless ; and the next moment the other two men war 
struggling with Fritz Meryon, who collared one and kept the 
other at bay with the powerful right arm which was hie ool 
weapon. .

The fellows, however, were strong and desperate, and, 
quickly recovering themselves from the shock of his entrance, 
they attacked him with such violence that despite his bravery 
he must have been overpowered if Mr. Graydon, armed with 
a poker, had not hastened to his assistance.

When one of the ruffians had succumbed to a tap on the 
head, the other was soon captured, and ere long both of them 
were bound hand and foot, and dragged into the bath-room ; 
Fritz guarding the locked door while Mr. Graydon went In 
search of the police. . . .

The treacherous John, forgotten in the struggle, had < 
ed away, and made good his escape; and the sisters, left 
more in possession of their apartment, felt as if it had been 
but a hideous dream—so sudden had been the coming of the 
burglar, so rapid the events that succeeded their first alarm. 
The broken lamp, the scattered articles lying In all direction», 
and the over-turned chairs and tables were, however, un
pleasant proofs of reality of the attack ; and Grace, still weak 
and faint with nervous agitation, slid down beside her bed, 
murmuring thankful prayers for the timely help their guests
^Leaving her to the care of cook, who had been aroused by 
the noise of the scuffle, Nelly stole into the passage, where 
Fritz was walking to and fro, keeping watch over his prison-

‘‘But dear Prue, I cannot go to him with this red iace. It ia true that he was not always able toNelly protested ; so, half willing, half reluctant, Grace went «horetosend^^^ ^ t])en it behovedNellytogoand
her Graydon mereiy wislcd to ask a question or two re- Wj; ^^rtT SS SSsw'"£S. and 
specting the time the post went out ; but as she was leaving audaciouaiy clasped the flngeis that came in con-
th“ir'aee there’îa a photographic album here, but ^only <»n- Q^ydon and the more sober Grace, thetaskwasah
tains views. Is there not one in the house with cartes of t e at0Jr|g the raisins; but whether "oul4 .cye^ab?

*sar———« »—«w — ssssrttï arcs
„ r a -

they much very lend cl pudding, Mr. up
“Very much," was her constrained reply. Past all recog | l>eiruile(j llB int0 this task?” Nelly inquired, as she beat up

mt’ls'it possible ? But of course it ik. WTiat am I thinking th®1^g^ot M a rll1e . but I have long 
about? Miss Derville-Mrs. Anderson, I mean—was little Christmas pudding. Our shepherd volunteered
more than a child when I knew her ; now, I daresay, she has “h|a8‘t vearPwith such materials as we could 1^ and bor-
expanded into a lovely woman ” row from oiir neighbours. But he had heard somewhere that

“Mrs. Anderson is considered ve^ gCKKllooking stam r | ^ ^ better for being boiled a week previously, and
ed Grace, and abruptly retreated, her jealous heart aiming r
with a new pang. It was of Belle, then, that he retained I .«Not for the whole week surely ?” , .
tender recollection—the light-hearted ”h”™lb ® J”batj I “For the whole week, night and day. Did you ever
not have seen more than twice or thnee, as her girllmod had £ india-rUliber, Nelly ? because we did when that pud-
been spent under the wing of the spinster aunt who had wa8taUen out „f the pot.” . attention

Fritz came back from his excursion in search of Neily laughed h^yt,: was^re^inTto G^e an act of

asâss«iysifàïï SSLwsü-aï a ssa? *both, curtseying nearly to the ground with a quizzical iook Tom Dtrville> re.
that evidently puzzled the donor. , •„ »nnearance “Then you had not seen him for some time?

Evening came, and still Tom had not put in an appearance. . , j ,. .
The dinner was delayed, but in vain ; and as h“ *"®"d® ®,V' “No we had been in the habit of writing
dently attributed his absence to the fascinations of the P™ V but our correspondence dropped off after Grace- after

^Sareyou^ing, Mr Graydon?” asked Neily whore 
apron and an air of importance and would have attendee on- J^r, h J cau/ht |very word “It was not Grace Der- 
the guists. But Fritz prevented it. ville who married Mr. Anderson, but her sister Belie .

“I cannot stand this,” he said, bluntly, as he took a dish vra^ Graydon lttered an exclamation that made one of his
out of her hands. „ , cannot I listeners quiver from head to foot and droop he

“If two great he-fellows like you and I, bosom lest her tell-tale face should betray her
wait upon ourselves, we deserve to go without. Many thanks heavens ' is she—is Grace unmarried ?to yoüf Mistress Nelly, hut anything we require we w.l fetch" iret 1 saw her,” Nelly replied demure^

“My dear Fritz,” said his friend, as. mentally thanking him ® .q & 8tate Gf agitation he could not conceal, Grace i 
for his consideration, Nelly was retreating -you faitb[ul lover ahrubtly rose and went back to <Jinl g
carry your knight-errantry to such lengthy or you will often ' whUe Grace herself dropped a few tears among t
find yourself in an awkward predicament for in many English , were not, however wholly sorr,'*,f|u ll' i lrrieved

inta%reeToe,« iongtC to get i^tothe banners and cub- ttat ^ttT’tad’ bought would

^csLty^G^dontito^ee. perplexed at Tom -a|tehim l^oidiy uponhe, was fairiy compl.tol;
Derville’s lengthened absence and his companion to murmur should prove a failure, Mr. Meryon, 1 Bhalitay the
at it loudly. Cook, too, in the kitchen was asking whether »» shoulders. You know that it «as by the
she ought not to make preparations for the morrow, as there ^»™^°chal <aat it wasn’t sprinkled w th Cayenne pepper 
were guests in the house, and the sisters were debating merest and pm certain you put the salt in twi
whether their parents would be uneasy when the day passed v
away without their children joining them.

had a wish to taste a 
to make
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“How are wè to thank you, Mr. Meryon V she exclaimed.
“Not with tears, pray. I cannot bear to see them. And 

how you are trembling still ! Why, you foolish little thing, 
you are safe now! You don’t euppore I would let anyone hurt 
you, Nelly T
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