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Christmas Goods, =

Cakes, Confectionery =~

Caadies, Bonbons
SUITABLE AND APPROPRIATE FOR
THE CERISTMAS SEASON

AT TERRY'S

CONFECTIONERY.

THE NEWEST,
THE CHOIGEST,
THE WOST DELICIOUS

Christmas Confectioniery in the market,
Buy Your Christmas Goods &t
TERRT’S.

F{Il up the stockings and give yonr boys
&ud girls & surpet

a0,
Rdmmmm’l'lf.M's-rﬂw Hesdquartem
for Chirtstmas (sudies.
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Whet's this hmrry, whet's this fia
Al Nnrmuthomha houes to-dty""
YTy wheve & 1n€FFy fonrry,
Kvorywhere s sound of &!’q.
Sornething. too's, the matler, MEHET;
O"Jfo'i:‘,??" L1 v‘nn &9 mi.""'
o goen olatter, ¢
Kvery minute—suoh a-dis!

n}m{vlmdy winkm':; 'mmum(.
I & ((UOST, Inysterions way;
Wuat on earth onn they ho%ﬂnﬂl‘
hat on earth c&n bo to pay ?
Bobby peaping o'er the stair-way,
Rursts into & littlashont§
Kitty, too, i in n fair woy
Wheve shé hides, to giggle ou

&s the bell goes cling-n-ling-ing
Kivery iinute more and wnore,

Ana swift foot go springing, springing,
‘Throngh the hall-way to the door,

With & glimpss of bo< and packet,
And & I#tle rustle, rustio,

Makos sneh sight an i - - o and rackol, -
Sueh a jolly Luetle, bustle,:
et the voungsters in their pleees;
Hiding €lowly out of sight,

Al at oneo show shining faces,
A&l at once seremin with delight,

@6 and ask them what's the matter,
Vint the fun onteide and in-

What the meaning of the clntter,
What the bustlo and the din g

Hear themn, hear them Inugh and shont, ther,
Al tosether bear the say,

hat have von been abont, then,

No: o know 8 Christimns a2 |

MAZEL'S CHRISTMAS.

(Bly the A ehar of “Falrinde’ Wade
Nirane 7 o Rinele Brant' & @6

CHAPTER T
ENDER THE OLD ML,
ot isClivistimges-ove. All about Stoney. !
ridee the hills are white with snow,
rlvery pieco of water is frozen, and the
tinw hill stronms hang like icicles high
in air, their tiow cut short by the grig'
of won Wintor. ‘
“An’ just as it should be,” romarked
oid Sanderson.  *It's rare fine woather '
for Christmas it is.  An’ if any place
kuows now to kip that holy time it's'
Stoneyriage.”” ;
So, with a cheery chunekle, he piled
more holly on his barrow ere he trundled
it down to the chureh, where some hsif. |
dizen youny girls, aided by about the '
siune umber of the opposite sox, were
pritiine the finishing touches to the deco-
ritions of the quaint, dim, shadowy old |
Norman misles. ‘The brief light of the |
wint-r's day had long faded, and yellow |
luminons strosus had issted from the
church windows, falling upon the snow |
o the poncoful graveyard, but the
chat and busy movement of the deco-
rators woro still attheir height. |
“T thonght you ssid Mab was coming,
Janet 2 said one. |
“*So she told me. Rhe said she might
be & littlo late, but she would be surete
come.” '
4 little late! Wo hevo slready bess |
here an hour rince tes. And, as the
reinister's dat gad &o- |
cording to all riiles she should have bees |
here firct. She particulasly desired that
the last tonches of the font should be
left to her.” !
“That was Stephen Meredith's doing,” .
exclaimed another. ''He had the |
city to sny that ¥Mab had & better eye
for coloring than all of us put o
“My dear. who ever puts faith in the
word of a man in lovo? By the way,
where is he? He is another sbsentes.’
“Cela ra sans dire, sines Mab is Dot
here,” laughed one of the workers. ;
“T wich she were,” potulantly. **She
really onchit to be. flhlwo half & mingd
to go to the manse for her.' !
ad she done so, she would not have
found what she sought; for ab, :
in farred :loak and hood, from which her |
pretty faoe peeped forth all bright and
. sparkling, was at the moment standing '
on the heights in the shadow of the old
- ruined mili which for long gears !
reared itself there fronting the four
winds of heaven. iy
It was & dsear spot and ehill, but Mak
had no fear. There was the
oanop
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| Into “Thers sr¢ moments
when he despsirs, do kuow, thiok-
ing of the long separstion.
He sees his own He re-
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out through the _
- m fully on to her

shoulders, she made & move towsrds
the path up which the whistler wae

Mvmqin‘go with & light.“q‘gi;k step.
Soon came in &
shouldered, handsome Mm

zix-and-twenty, attired in uniform
of a first mate in the merchant service.
s face was fair, b sud bonuie;
while his blue eyes with v
merriment and love ss they

the pretty. graceful figure, waiting him
in the snow.

“Ivank !” and two little hauds were
oxtended.

“Mabel—=my darling!" exclsimed the
yvoung sgilor, who by no means meaut tc
be content with a hand &, but
urasped the slender fingers, only tc
draw their owner to his heart, when
stoeping his handsome head, he pressed
& kiss on the face she raised to his.

“Did you think, I was never com:
dearest 2" he smiled, "though I believe

[ am before the timne even now—still
conld I have followed my inclination, 1
wotild have heen here half an hour ago.”

“[ thought, Frank. you might come
just o little easrlier,” laughed Msah; ]

have been long here.” '

“Ah ! darling, but you had no dear olé
granny tosay good-byeto,’* he said. **The
poor old lady has an idea we shall neves
meot again, which, Mab, is probable yot
know, she being near pinety: but she
decleren ovil must come to any ship that
sotx siil on Christinas-dey.”

“Oh! Frank.” with swakened dread

I trust she is notcorrect: Itdoes seex

uhnatural.'”’

“1 don't know about ‘unnstural,’ dese-
est,”’ rejoined the young sailor. I know
it's exceodingly unplesant, Iremember
too well how merrily Christmas is kept
at Stoneyridge not to regret having to
leave when just as it were the good fare
is being served. But what must be
must, It is wisdom to bow to the in-
evitable. Besides, there is one consola-
tion, my sweet betrothed—the sooner I
start tho sooner I shall be back, sud
when I come back it will be as captain ;
and as Captain Frank Buchan, the ne'er-
do-well, whom, according to Stoneyridge,
nothing would cure of his harum-searum,
werry huwmour but going to ses, will
havo courago to ask Mr, Carew to con-
sent to contirtn & gift his daughter has
already bestowod-=this darling  little

hand.”

He raised it as hespoke sud pressed |.

it to his lips.

They had returned to the shadow of
the mill, having no desire that their
fizures, outlined against the snow, should
be seen from the hollow. As they did
80, the figure inside drew nearer, i

leaning
against the wall, sceing, hearing, but |

not being seen.

“Oh! Frank, dear Frank,” exclsimed
Mab, I shall be so glad when that
comes! I do not like this secrecy.
=it," sho paused, lowersd her head,
then added—''produces s mauy dis-
comforts."

“I understand, I thi:k. It exposes
my Mab-=the beauty of Stoneyridge, to
beygmml by other suitors.’

Y] ‘o‘n

she interrupted quickly, “be-
mrmmm

'L tell them they need mot come Wooing to me.*

which makes them wonder and others
::‘l(l{. for,” smiling, ‘'you see omi': love
our engagoment being secret, I dare
no¥ add what is truthe
* ‘For ny henrt, my hewrtis over the svm.’ "

*And think, dsrliog, what s priceless
comfort that kno is to scertuin
sailor as he paces the in the lovely
watches of the night, aud thinks of the
miles gand miles that sre between him

calls her beauty, and pictures the enrn-
est love that others, worthier in worldly
means than he, may feel—sud then—'"

“He never mistrusts her, Framuk,”

broke in Mab, easrnestly. *“No, mo,
don’t that.”
"m:zdmt," drewing her to him,

night from the yard.-srm sud never see

Stoneyridge again. No; whuhtfeolt

like he looks up to the hesvens,
and knows as &« they sre sbove
this oarth so trne she be to him."”

~thine ormine.” Nelnew, wors NMabel

Cmfutwihrmwa‘khl

mm

"Now:” urocseded e young suilor,

I

sud the

fuce of the young | yests previcusly, on the death of the
m‘mb's tmydmppd to ber side, | incumbent «rut eighty-nine,the living
sud, with s sigh, she moved to another had been bestowed upon the Reverend

: .  Happy the father who possesses such
neyridge. No one | g pride and comfort as Mabel Carew!
& bad word for Stephen Mere- | She was his right band in the parish;

y€t there mslutonmwm' pretty everywi
wild, fuce tonight terrible to see—| weicome. | i

Fs
|

il
h
i¥

|
it

s
! "'?fg
!
H

il
i
i

£
!
\
7
]
il

L
I
:
¥

is
You never, never will be mine—bus his hope .to win so bright a being to make
—bhu;.tﬂduﬁ. : ’gzop:?ouepi.mhm ' .

aund nowhere more so than at
the several well-to-do farms lying

Love—while many s one craved with |

thau friend, and would answer * 2
question none in
M'.Ll able to answer i
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".| the deed he had done, and with his joy

 his eyes sparkle, only to be succeeded by

‘ cause he loves her.”
- liked Stephen dearly, and deep was her
in him.

“Poor

Sterhm." 'whe sighed more
than once, *“if I could make it different
for him I would, but how can 1 ? Bettez
perhaps when he knows the truth.”
Scarcely would she have thought so
had she seen him on that Christmas-
eve fiercely battli

ling with remorse for

that Mah—was free.
Stoneyridge kept Christmas after the
true merry old fashion. A sad face a$

always of a gay tion, had to
laugh and chat, and and play
forfeits, her heart was away on
the sea with Frank.

After all, why should she not be
merry ? Was not the future she and he
bad so looked forward to coming very
near now ? Though her father had fav-
ored Stephen Meredith's suit, she knew
he would not refuse her the husband of
her choice when Frank came back s
captain, with ather proofs of his steadi-
ness and worth. Yet Mab at moments
was sad—sad in the midst of revelry,
and that was when her eyes rested on
Stephen Meredith. What had come
over him this Christmas ? He was pale,
almost careworn, only rousing up when
in contact with her; then e feature
mutely told that love his h;e:gad been
forbidden to utter.

At times, in the Christmas dances or
games, his spirits rose almost to wild
exuberance. His cheeks would flush,

fits of deep depression.
“She is just sending the poor Iad mad,
she is,” remarked one matron.
lied

“It’s no fault of hers, then,”
another; “the lass I have

can’t force
just be-

given him his answer. A gi
It was no fault of hers truly, but Mab

¥

herself to love s young

pain to note the
“Oh! if he would only have cared
for someone else, how‘hppflshcnid
have sai
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one day, as she sat alone with her foster-

sister in Mrs. Prynne’s cottage, “what
can it mean ?”

“It's not easy to say, Miss Mabel,"” re-
plied the girl, cheerily. ‘‘Don’t take on
and get down-healfted. Yom s:hcih u,
lot of things may happenon p.’

“Yes—wrecks—f{ounderings,” put in
Mab. :

“Oh, I don’t mean that, miss. If sach
like had happened, old Mrs. Buchan
would have been sure to have heard,
then all Stoneyridge would know. What

‘I meant was, Mr. Frank may not have
been able to write, or his letter mis-
carried. You know his grandmother
hasn’t heard from him neither.”

“Never has this occurred before,
Janet.”

“That's the more reason it should
now, miss; isn’t it? Trust me, if harm
had come to Mr. Frank we'd have heard
of it.”

Janet’s argument soothed Mab for a
brief space, butnot for long. It wasnot
likely, for old Mrs. Buchan soon began
to beanxious and alarmed also at Frapk's
silence, and came to seek Mr. Carew’s
advice. )ab was present and listened
intently to her father's opinion.

“My dear friend,” said the clergyman,
“‘young men are thoughtless—and sailors,
though they like receiving letters, are, I
fancy, not generally given to writing |
them. Wait alittle longer, and thep——"" |

“Then Mr. Carew ?” exclaimed the !
old lady. :

“Why, I'll writeforyouto the owners.”

“You are very good, Mr. Carew. TI'll
give my poor, dear boy another week—
after that, please, I'll get you to write.”

Mrs. Buchan went away, Mab tenderly
seeing her to the gate. Then the girl

study, and, standing quite pale befors |
her father, said :

“Papa, you tried to cheer Mrs. Buchan,
but I saw your heart was not in the
comfort you gave. Why, what is your
true opinion ?” ;

“Well, pet, my heart could fot be in
my words.” he replied, arranging some
papers, “for, pitying the poor old lady,
whom Heaven strengthen to bear the
blow, I have already written to the
owners.”

“Yes,"” Mab's fingers clutched a chair-
back for sapport, *‘and—they say ?2” -

. “The ‘Westward Ho’ is long overdue.
They fear she must have been wrecked,
or has foundered, but will not yet. give
up all nope.” .

A long piteous cry burst from Mab's

lips. She had slid on to the hearthrug,
struck down by those words.

“Oh, Frank, Frank!" she cried,
“drowned ! never—never to come back !

“Mab.” ejaculated Mr. Carew, amazed,
“my child, what is this ? Answer me!”

The pretty head dropped forward on
his knee, and amid her passionate sobs
poor Mab made confession.

“Oh [:.ipa—paphl love him. We
have loved for so—solong. Forgive me
—uever telling you—my Frank—my
darling wanted to be a captain first, as
he would have been after this voyage—
but we are betrothed.”

“Betrothed! you and Frank Buchan !
Mubel, can this be!” ejaculated Mr.
Carew.
th“gihr’!. pardon us bot:.ln!"i’ leaded

e ‘Frank was merry 0
less, at least so Stoneyridge sudﬂ%
before he sought your consent he wanted
and I wanted”—Frank, being probably
dead, Mab would not let him bear the
blame of concealment alone—*‘‘that ke
should prove how wrong they all were
about him, how worthy he was, how fond
and true he could be. And he had—he had
proved it, papa. After this voyage he
would have toid all. Butnow—oh, my be-
trothed—he is dead! No, no, .
and the agonized face was w& “nok
dead! you do not believe that? Say
you do not, or it will kill me!”

It Mab were blamesble this was no

hasteued back, all trembling, to the }

“Oh, Mab! Mab! could my S
bring him hnck" to you, I would give iy
gladly—gladly.”

One fair, soft August eveniug, a5 Me
Carew sat writing his sermon ip pi
study, there came a tappins ¢
window-pane. Rising, surjriseq,
drew back the curtain, and. outlineg
the clear opal sky beyoud, recognizeg
Stephen Meredith stauding on the path,

Even by that light he saw he wag
much agitated, and, hastily opening th
half-leaf of the French windoy, bade

“him enter.

“In pity, what is the mattcr > gpeq
Mr. Carew, “L did not know you wepe
in Stoneyridge.”

“I bave but this moment retnmeg
from Seacombe, the secaport,” py
answered, leaning against tie
“\Where is—is Mabel ?” -

“At Mrs. Buchan's.”

“Thank Heaven! I came to your
window because—because I frareq g
meet her.  I—could not.”

The suffering on the speaier's cop.
tenance was 1mparted to Mr. Cuareyyg,
He sank into his chair.

“You have news of Frank 2" he sy,
. huskily.

“Of the ship,” replied the visitor, uf
heard it at Seacombe, and hi-iened

back to—to prepare Mabel: Lut yoq
must teil her, sir, I dare uot. I haye
not the courage.”

“Qur worst fears, then, are ¢ ufirm.
ed ?” asked the clergyman.

“Yes. Hope is mo lonzee possible,
An American vessel bound for L.i':a hag
picked up a quantity of cliiri { wood,
the evideat remains of a bLurnt ship—
on one portion is the name * Weltwapg
Ho,’ Liverpool, and date of Ler builg.
ing.’

“My poor, poor child !" thouilit Me
Carew, covering his eves.

“She is coming'!” almoc-t cried
Stephen Mere:lith, as, the curizin nog
having been drawn, he saw >lub #ig
over the lawn past the windcew. “Oh,

Iicaven, she knowsall! I sce s inhep

face! I cannot meet her—Ican:ot!”
Swiftly he ran to the glas< dcor.and
in a moment had cro=sed ti:: mansg
garden, and was speeding aw.r. hieed-
less whither, eager only to i alone,
After awhile he stopped, parting,ex.
hausted ; then, lockine rcuni, cavea
startled cry, finding himsclt cic-e by
the old mill. Never Lad hc !.cnso

near it since that Christu:;s-evo.
In all the recent exciteruen: and

trouble he had almost grown t.. !-licre
that time an ugly dream. Tra: Frank
Buchan had saied in the “Y . .iward

Ho,"” and gone down in her.
*“And how do I know that ! did
not 2" he cried, abruptly. ‘Wl ;roof
have 127
Then the longing to find th:t proof
came upon him, and was not ¢ Le

sisted. Anhour later, when the A\ncust
moon shot its silver: i .. nto
the old stone quarry. iyt iy na
man kneeling, and <. @i ful
tears as he- thankel. H...c: - tiat,
though cuiltyinintens. b Lai: < i.en

in deed. The bould:r lLurled, in a fif
of madness, after his rival, must have
bounded into the quarry Lcfore it had
reached him, for no tiuce of Fruiuk was
there.

CHAPTER IIIL
REPENTANCE.

Time had rolled on, for it stands nob
still for either sorrow for joy. bt soft-
ens and tones down both. It :suaain
Christmas, but this year Mab h.x had
no hand in decorating the churcii. sShe
sits in the comfortable manse yparione
waiting her father's coming in o tea
The trouble she has gone thrcu b has
vroduced a somewhat subdued «xpres
sion, but she is prettier than ever.

She has her elbow on her knee. her
chin in her hand, her eyes are fixed om
the fire, which casts a cheerful ruddy
glow about her, and she is thining
Stevhen  Meredith. Poor. 2iu.fd
Stephen! Only that day her taiiir bas
spoken to her about him.

“He has loved you so trvly forso
long, Mab, though without hope: while
you live never will he take aroiiior wife
to brighten his home. (an yvi show
no pity for the lad who is wa-iiughis
life for yon ?*

“Papa.” she had replied. “'wi: .t canl
do? He is very dear to 1u.. but he
needs more than pity.” '

**‘And why should he not have::? You
cannot live ever unwedded, ¢i:iii. ‘When
I am gone who will there be to love a..ud
protect you ? Nowhere wouli rou find
one so ready to do bothas =S¢ ;. In
pity to yourself, as for my prace a mm_d.
give the lad hope at least. L. ns of 1h

moment to reprove the poor stricken |
heart; or were it, Mr. Carew was not |
the man to do it. Mab was his very |
life ; a trouble to her was equally oneto i
nghhim. BBeesrmdeil Y hehknew she had been |
ight. ieving he was acting for her
future welfare, had Frank Buchan
asked her of him he would have refused. |
There was no need to now. Inhisl
secret thought he believed he laid under
the waters of the Pacific, never to re-
turn to claim his love.
So ke stooped and raised Mab, kiss-
ing her white face, as he said :
“Yon have heard my opinion, my
You would not trust me were i
y. But remember ,

Week followed week; and hope faded |

: a welecome
 guest and & comfort at thie minse. His

f

|
2

sthy, so delicately expressed—his = ™ anle
EmMr abtrndad. wek mﬂ&;-m((}muﬁastﬁhpﬂqﬂ

Mab, and not 0 much of your cwn i
clinations as of others.” :
And Mab was pondering over it no

recalling all Stephen’s Jong, unci iniog
devotion, and pitying him fro.. L

heart.

Abruptly she raised her eyve-.:wam
she was not alone. - Him of wii as
was thinking had entered unl:cri. ands
leaning against the mantelpico:, was
gazing down upen her.

“Stephen!” she ejaculated: theb
smiling, “How you startled me! Uspd

has not come in yet.”
“I have seen ﬁm. Mab. le will !”t

here soon, but I canrot wait for him.
have come to say good-bye."” :

“(;00d-bye!” she exclaimed, = priseds
“Where are you going ?’ . 1

“To London first, after that ! (o Dok
Enow—I do not eare; only 1 ca:unot e
main longer in Stoneyridge.”

She had not caught his meaning, and
asked :

b o

“Beeause I love you, Mab; because I
ean never cease loving you,” ¢ repi
earnestly. “You kmow that, and i mush
fy from you, formy love is kilinz me.

"She gave a sad, quick icatch of the
hreath, and bent her face over her hands

“If I could do anything -fcr yous
Shg' hen!” she murmured. “Ub, why
do you care for me so much ?” o

“Adure you, rather, Mab. Just for &2
reason the sun shines. Bochuse
eannot it - %1;; l_gf[z:.b, é\Iao. Ie ct;"

contant,” e out, mor
- “"h:\l! wmanld )—»—9 -

LA R
[0V 4

NS P

et

R 1 B TSI

L pt ke

PRy




