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CHAPTER XXXI.-UNDER THE MISTLETOE.

Instead of applause, there was the truer and more appro-
priate tribute of silence when Hemstead finished the mosaic
of a story which, by the varjous narratives, had been de-
veloped so differently and yet characteristically. The eyes
of more than one were moist, and Lottie hastily left the
room.

Mr. Dimmerly was the first to recover himself, and, after
blowing his nose most vociferously, managed to say:

IlWeil, Nephew, it was harldly the thing to get a sermon
off on us before Sunday, but, since it was rather well donc, I
don't tbink we will complain. I now suggest that you young
people bave some games that will set your blood in mo-
tion.' The -Iast hours of Cbristmas eve should ever be the
merriest. I will scnd I.ottie back-the tender-hearted littie
minx, who must take everything in earnest."

H-is advice was followed, and Lottie soon returned, be-
co 1ing, as usual, the life o f the conipany. A breezy soundof voices and many a ringing laugh took the place of the
former hush, as games and jests followcd in quick succession.

Harcourt was good-naturedly on the alert to serve Hemn-
stcad, and, in a game that rcquircd the absence of two of
the company from the room a fewmoments, suggestcd the
namnes of the Student and Lottie Mtarsden. They, nothing
*loth, went out together into the enmpty hall.

"lDo you know," said Hemsteýd, IlI think it a littie
strange 1 have not bad a chance to speak to you alone, since
we were at the fallen tree in tce clump ofhcmlocks."

IlI did not know," said Lottie, laughinq and blushing,
"that the ' fallen tree' was a trysting place.'
,"Well," said be, eagerly, il met a young lady there

once, wbom I would gladly meet there or anywhere cisc
again..J

" 'To sec whether she had taken your advice ?
"dThat depends. I doubt whether she can 'make a man'

of a certain individual, and I fear she will not take the other
alternative."j

"She will probably do as Ninon did-tbllow bier heart."
"If one could only know whither your heart would lead

you ! " lhe said, blushing deeply, and looking at her so wist-
fully that she, seeing tbrougb his thin disguise, had it on hier
tongue to tell him. But, instead, she took a few dancing
steps away, and, with no intention whatever, stood just
under the niistlctoc as &lhe laugbingly said :

id-That reminds me of what father often says: How nice
it would be to s eculate, if one only knew every time how it
would turn out.'

" 1Miss Marsdn!1" he exclaimed, hurriedly, "you are
right under the mistletoe."

She tried to spring away, but hie snatcbed ber hand and
dctained her, while hie stood hesitatingly at fier side, looking
at her lips as if tbey were the gates of Paradise.

IlWeil," said she, laughing and blushing, " I have noth.
ing to do in the matter."

"But I dare not take it unless you give it."
"And I dare flot give i t unleas you take it. "

If Hemstead did not emulate Mr. Dimmerly's "explosion,"
the ancient rite was nevertbcless honoured in a way that
Lottle would not soon forget. Neyer did a kiss mean more,
express more, or impart more, upon any occasion that the
cercmony had been solemnizcd by lier ancestors, back to the
times of the Druids.

But this moment of bliss wa.s of.short duration, for Mrs.
Marchmont unexpectedly entercd the hall, exclaiming, in
unfieigncd astonisbment :

" 6Weil, well1 what does this mean ?
0f course, Lottie was the first to recover herself, and

managetl to falter :
IlYou sec, Auntie, by some accident-I assure you it was

an accident ; I didn't mean to do it at al-I got under that
pcsky mistletoe of unclc's, and Mr. Hemstead, it would
secm, had taken to heart uncle's homily on the duty of kecp-
ing up oid customs. Mr. Hemstcad, you know, is so con-
scientious, and I suVpose he feit that he must, poor man;
and so-and thus-'

At this moment Flarcourt's expedients of delay failed, and
they were lQudly summoned back to the dining-room.

11I hope there wiil be no more such nonsense," said Mrs.Marchmont, sevcrely.
" «Oh, no, indeed, Auntie ; it will neyer happen aga in.

Only the strongest sense Qf duty could have impellcd Mr.
Hemstead to do such a tin ; ' and they escaped to the
dining-roomn only to be subjected to a fire from another
quarter. Their colour was so high, and thcy had such an
air of generai confusion, that Harcourt cried laughingly :

fiI more than half believe that you have been under the
mistletoe."

f"Nonsense," said Lottie; with auntie in the hall? If
you.think Mr. Hemstead is brave enough for that, you greatly
misjudge him'"

But ce Forrest was wofully suspicious, and had many un-
easy tboughts about the "1jcst " wbich Lottie must be car-
rying out ; for surely it could not be possible site was be-

'stopped,' since Adam and Eve tlrst cast sheep's eyes at ecd
other in the Garden of Eden. "'

His sister left the room with a gesture of annoyance.
Suddenly the little man's qucer, caçkling laugb. ceased,

and bis wrinkled face grew sad and thougbtful as he sighied:
IlI'm the only biimmerly who was ever 1'stopped '-fool

tbat I was. His mother, sister Celia, would marry a poor
man, and ber life, in spite of all ber toil and privation, bas
been happier than mine," and he shook bis head pathetically
over " wha miglit have heen."

The marble dlock on the mantel chimed out the hour of
tweive, and the young people came flocking in froma the
dining-room, their noisy mirtb bushed as tbey remembered
that the sacred hours of the Cbristmas Sabbath had com-
menced.

IlI have induced Miss Marteli to give us a Christmas
bymn before parting," said Harcourt ; and he led Alice
to thc piano, as if there had been some preconcerted arrange-
ment.

Lottie went.to ber uncle's side, and took bis arm in a sort
of wheedling, affectionate way. Sie was begînning to in-
stinctively recognize that sic had an ally and sympathizer in
iim. As he looked down upon ber fair face in its dewy
fresbness and bloom, he vowed that, as far as it was in bis
pQwer, she should bave ber own way. Time and tic in-
evitable ilis of our lot migit dim that face, but it should not
become witbered by a life-time of vain regret.

IlWhat were you laughing at so, uncle ?" she wbispercd.
f"At my nephew's painful conscientiousness and stern per-
frmance of duty. What a martyr be made of himself, to be

sure 1"
IlNow, uncle, I baîf believe you tbink I stepped under

your mistletoe on purpose. I t's no suci tbing. "
"O6 h, no, my dear. The mistletoe is baunted, and bas

been (or a thousand years or more, and viewless elves draw
under it those wbo are to receive kisses-propietic of many
others from the same lips."

But here he found Lottie's band upon bis lips, for a
second, and then she stood at Miss Marteli's side wbo was
now playing a prelude. In some surprise, Lottie noticed
that, instead of there bcing a printed sheet upon tic piano-
rack, bottic words and music were written by band. As
Miss Marteli sang, in a sweet but unfamiliar air, tic follow-
ing words, ber surprise and interest dçepened:

At midnight, in Judean skies,
* There dawned a light whose holy rays

Noit'only cieered tic shepherds' eyes,
But fil1éd with hope ail coming days.

At midnight, o'er Judea's plain
Was heard a song unknown before;

Thc echoes of tiat sweet refrain
Are reaching earth's remotest shore.

'Twas not tbe sun o'er Eastern bis,
That shed a transient radiance round;

Nor a feeble heir of earthly ilîs
The shepherds in the manger found.

Upon the darker midnigbt sky
0f human sorrow, care, and sin-

A night that broods at noontide bigh;
A dreary gloom al iearts within-

Tiere rose a gentle, hunian face,
Wbosc light was love and sympathy-

The God of heaven yet of our race--
Tic bumblest of humanity.

Thc nigit of sorrow, sin, and care
Stili shadows many bapless bearts;

But ail who will, this light may share-
This hope whicb Christmas morn imparts.

Lottie's eyes were suffuscd with tears wben the simple
iymn was finisied, but they did flot prevent ber froni fol-
iowing Miss Marteil's finger as she turned to the titie-page
and pointed to the inscription :

IlMusic by Miss Martel.
"Words by Frank Hemstead.

"Dedicated to Miss Lottie Marsdcn.
"We wisi you more than a 'merry '-the happy Christ-

mas, rather, of the Christian"

Her first response was an impulsive kiss to Alice. But
wien she looked around to tbank Hcmstead, he had gone.

A little later, as be came stamping up the piazza ont of
the snow, after assisting Harcourt and Miss Marteil away,
thc hail-door opened, and some one darted out, and took bis
band in a quick thriîling pressure. A voice that iad grown
as dear as familiar said:

IlBefore we partcd to-nigit I wanted to tell you that I
tbink Lottie Marsden, like Ninon, has become more than a
woman-a Christian."

And sic vanisbed, but left tie nigit so luminous about
bum that be could not, for a long time enter the bouse.

He felt, like tic shepherds who kept watch centuries ago,
tiat an angel had brought i "ltidings of great joy."

CHAPTER XXXI-THE CHRISTMAS SUTND)AY

their happiness is in these tasks-in unsclflsb giving and
doing.

The world had been at Lottie's feet. It had offéed ber
ail that it could ta a girl in ber station ; but when, with-
dravn from it hy a day of suffering, ic had summed up ber
treasures, sic found she had notiing but rentorse. Sic had
heen receiving ail ber life, and yet bad nothing. She would
then gladly have remembered that sic mad given even one
an impulse toward a truer and happier life. But she could
not.- Apart fromn natural impulses of affection toward kmn-
dred and friends, ber only thought in regard to al had been,
-Iow can I make themn minister to me and my pleasure ?
Witb tact and skill, enbanccd by excecding beauty, sic bad
exacted an unFtintcd revenue of flattery, attention, and even
love ; and yet, when, in weakncss and pain, sic wisbed tic
salace of some consoling memory, sic found only an accusing
conscience.

*This experience conveyed to the practicai girl a startling
lesson. With ail ber faultz, she did not belang to tieclcas
tiat is bopcless, because sa weak and shallow. Though ber
iandsome face mugit oftcn express much that was uniovely,
and unwomanly, it ever cxpressed mind.

Wbcn sic, in ber turn, like hosts of others, came to realize
the limitation af ber being, ber weakness and need, site
looked around, instinctively, for belp and support. 14uinan
teacbing prescnted a God from whomn she shrank in fear and
diclike. Tic Bible reveaied Jesus. When feeling most ber
necd, the Bible presented One whose eyes ovcrflowed with
sympathy, and wbose band was omnipotent. Sic instinc-
tiveiy felt, like Mary of old, tiat, at" His feet," tiere was
rest and hope.

This feeling was not reacicd as a matiematician solves an
equation, or a theologian comes to a conclusion, but more
after tic miner in wbich some womcn and mast children
wiii look at a persan, and say, " I like bum; l'il trust him'"

Tiere was notiing incongruous or unnaturaI in tic contem-
porary love growing up in ber beart for Hemstead at thc
came tirne, thougi it is possible sanie may so think. In
some minds tic idàeas of love and passion seern inseparabie,
and ticy regard religion as soniething far rcmoved. Tiese
arc but tic rigit wing of that sinister ciass who junible their
passions and religion together, and, in pious jargon and
spiritual double entendire, haîf conceal and haîf convey tic
base mcaning of ticir icarti. In others, love, or wbat, with
themn goes by tic naine, is equaily inseparable froni mariage-
ment and match-making, trousseaus and settlements-çon-
cerns pertaining to carti, and very eartily it mnust be ad-
mitted. No doubt many excellent, soiid- people would
regard Lottie's spiritual condition with grave suspicions, and
asic, disapprovingly, " What business have two saci deer-.
ent loves to be ariginating in ber hcart at tic same time? "
But, in tic term " différent," they heg tic question. Wicre
is tic antagonisni? Whcre us even tic dissimilarity? Arc
flot these two impulses of the hcart near akin, ratier ; and
does not a truer and deeper philosopby of life teaci tiat love
for a human object inay he as ccrtainly God's willi as love
towards hiniself ? Have these solid, excellent people augit
to say against tic faitiful devotion of a wifc, or tic patient
tenderness of a mother, wbici are corner-stones of tic family,
as tic family is tie corner-atone of al truc civilization ? But
wbat is tic origin of tie wife's devotion and mothcr's tender-
ncss? Tiese people, surely, arc as wise as they arc colid.
Ticy would have tic day without thé dawn.

At any rate, it would appear, tiat heaven was making tic
match 1etwcen Hemstcad and Lottie-making it as tic
spring cornes on in the norticrn latitudes, subtlely, kmpçr-
ceptibly, and yct spccdily. Just how or when it came about,
ticy did not know ; but when tiey met that Christmna
morning, tce peace and giadncss of an assured and reciprocai
love smilcd frani caci other's eyes. Thcy nceded noa ex-
pianations. Frank Hemstead's face iad ever been as easily
interpreted as bis honest words ; and be now bhad taught
Lottic's face to tell tic truti. A blcsscd truti it revealectto
bum tiat Christmas day.

As be entered the pulpit that morning hic face was radiant
witi tic purcst buman love, as weil as love ta God. So"far
froni being incongruous, tic one seemed to kindie and in-
tensify tic other. Thougihbic sermon was simplicity itsclf,
be spoke as anc inspircd. Hi, message now was a gospel,
and came ta bis bearers as tic angci's announcement (wiici
was bis text) ta tic shepherds.

But bis ciosing words wcre searching, and sent many of bis
bearers home tioughtfui and consciencc-smnitten, as weil as
cheercd by tic great hope wiicb Christmas day shouid ever
bring ta tic world.

"I would gladly correct," he said, " tic impression
wviich I fear was made on sanie minds Iast Saibati. Christ
is the embodinient of Cbristianity, and His comning te tic
world was 'tidings af great jay;' His coming ta every sinful
icart sbouîd be ' tidings of great jOY.' But IfearîI led sanie
ta dread Hia coming, as tiey would purgatorial fics. Hodid tic All-powerful One came ? As a little, iclpless ciild,
tiat He migit disarm aur fears and enlist aur sympatby.
How did He live?. Tic iumblest among tic humble, tiat
no one on carti sbould be taa lowly ta go straigit to HËis
aide witihbic griefs. l-ow did He act ? He took little
ciildrcn in Hic anms and blesscd tiern. He laid Hic band
on tic loatisome leper frorni worniail sirank. He looked
inta tic glare of the demoniac's cys-tic denions fled.
Tien, in meekncss, He would offer ta enter tic poor wretcb's
eant,-Ad dwell in 1at.iadheen ic1fou ab.d.of-ti
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