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LIONEL HARCOURT.

CHAPTER 1.

Tae snow waa on the ground, the bright clear stars
ghone in the wintry aky, shedding their soft, subdued
light upon the white clad-earth, the chill north
wind moaned and howled, and ever and anon through
its dismal wail, sounds of joy, and mirth, and revelry
fell on the ear, sweet village bells broke into glad
chimes, and cheerful fires burned in homes to which
warmth and light were ordinarily strangers; for it
was Christmas Eve, a day which we have always re-
garded from our earliest childhood as almost as good
88 Christmas Day itself, a time for school prizes, and
family gatherings, and blindman’s buff, and snap-
dragon, a season too which brings many s sad memory
to those amongst us, who, think of the vacant chaira
around the fire-side of home, of the loving words of
greeting spoken by those whose voices are now
hushed for ever in this world. Truly it is & mingled~
feeling of joy and sorrow which old Christmas brings

us, but there is one joy which should be ever wress.
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