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dim. air The city-lamps were sending fortli
tlieir mellow radiance. Throncs of Pedestrians
were movinrr to and fro. 'Sleigh after sleigh was

hurrying alourr, filled with joyous, souls, and
drawn by sprightly steed's, dancincr as if - it were
to the sounds of the merrv-tinkling 'sleigh-bells.
Fred lookëd out upon, the gay panorama of Cana-
dian city life. It was, a new and attractive sight

to him, and he felt au itchincr desire to try the.
novel experiment of takiiig a sléigh, ride; but

his spirît recoiled within itself when. the' fact
was broucht forcibly to his, mind that it was

Christinas' Nî*ght." He thought of the many
happy Christmas evenings whicli lie had en-

joyed amid the society of his friends in the good
old city of London. A thousand associations
flashed across his memory, filling his solitary

m'ilid with sadness and regrets. Around-
everywliere lie beheld - rowds ffickerino-

with joyous excitement. More keenly than ever
ýhe, ilien felt that he was only a strancrer in a
strancre land isolated from congénial society, anci
far removed froin bis friends and his once liapp3r
home. Conscience aw'akened his, mind to the
reality -of his, past folly, and Iiis lieart was wound-
edbyitsownstinçys. Aheavyweightofsorrow
pressed deeply upo, his bosom'. A deep sigh
rolled out lieavily -tipon his lips. Te a*rs glisten'ed
in his, eyès*; and alas, poor Frederick,£Iiarlston

again wished self back to London.


