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BLAIR ATHOTL,

CHAPTER I

“ Heap on more wood !—the wind & chill ;
But let i whistle as 1t will,
We'll keap owr Clvistimas merry still
Bach age has deewed the new-horn year
The GiLlest time lor featal cheer,
And well our Chrlalinn gires of ald
Loverd when Lhe year it course had rolled,
Amd broughl bliths Chasinas Tack dgain
With uli his hoapitable trajn."—Seesi.

* Ring out, wild bells, o the wild <k,
The thying ciowd, the froste night,

Piwe yeur is dying o the night ;
Ring oue, wild bells, and let b i

“ Ring out the oll, ring in the new,
Ring, liwppy bells, across the soow
The vour is going, let him go;
Ring oot the false, ring o the trae,” — Lewmywon,

Yile 1l u



2 BLAIR ATHOL.

(‘mmisraas  day becomes more dismal and
unreal every year. Possibly it may be that
we are soured by time, and rendeved  quore
matter-of-fact by age, so that we think the
day now 12 not what 1t used to he; bot there
surely 1s sometling more o it than that,
Who of os 13 there that cannot and does not
lock back with regret to the Chrisimases of Jus
youth, when the day was rveally merry, wmld
there seemed nothing to darken the horvizon t

What man ia there now who looks forward to

Christmas with pleasure—the impending bills,
the indigestible puddiog, the compliments of
the season, and the feelmy that you ought to
be happy whether you are or no 7

Where are now the joys of our earlier davs,
when yule logs, vale cakes, vule esndles,
frumenty, holly, mistletoe, Christimas  hoxes,
Christmas Eve supper, and Chuistmas Day
cinmer, were looked forward to with eamerness

for many weeks, and were wept for when t!u.‘}'
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had gone, and the salutary medicine made its
opportune appearance 2 Nuy, even the very
“waits " were by us anxiously expected;
while now,—lut noe more of this, only when
we think of those days we wish that it may
wideed e ourselves and not the tirmes that
have changed, so that the younger generation
may atill expericnce the plewsures thut have
gone from us ab any rate lor ever,

Let ua puss by the welincholy theme, and
leave Christmas Day at Norton to the imagin-
ation of readers. It waz much the same aa
elsewhere in the north of England, where many
rites and ceremonies slill linger that have
bean forgotten in the maore advanced sonth.
One  thing, however, had happened,—Tom,
whose constitution was of the very best, having
guite shaken off the eMectz of Lis alventnres,
bid become communicative as evenmng drew on,
andd finally told his whole stiry to s wonder-

g parents and the girls,  Livery one Tnnghed

b2



4 Brame ArHOL

immoderately at the reeital, but Mr. DBlack-
burn presently began to look grave, and soid
the position might turn ot more awkward
than asuy oue thonght, and that far the best
thing to do was to write to Miss Whytelicad
withont delay, thanking her for her hogpitality,
and dizelosing delieately the mistake she had
made in thinking Tom proposed to her; while
a letter should alzo be zent to lher brother
Mark, explaining the whole cirenmatances,
This Tom at onee =uid he wonld de, thankine
his father far the adviee which all thought
was excellent, though AMary Jollifle, who knew
Miss Whytehead, declured she would never Tet
him slip in that easy wamer,  Tom, however

b ]

sat down and wrote aa follows - —

“Dear Miss WHYTEHEAD,

“T write to offer you my thaks for

your kinduess in putting me up at vonr house,
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aud my apologies for the unceremonious way
i which [ left.

“The fact 15, I was so utterly tuken aback
by one event following so quickly ou another,
and your brother appeaving on the lop of it
wll, that T thonght you wounld explain Lelter
to him witlhout me, awd Lhat 18 would be well
for wme to go. [ am, however, writing to Lim
to put him right as to the eirenmstances nuder
which he found me. Fias anythine been heard
of the men !

“ Before coneluding 1 ought to say that T
am oot quite cear whether you took my Light
and” foolish vemarks of the cuher evening in
carnest or not, I vou did not it'e all right ;
but if you did, as on reflection I think must
have been the cuse, I am indeed sorry to
have misled you. I cun say no more on
that subject, only I hope in any case you

will forgive me,
“Yours truly,

“T Brackpurx.”



