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“ Mother's Chlldren,

A CHRISTNAS TORY,

BY WILLIAM CLYDE FITCH,

You see, we knew it would be a sad
Christmas for mother and father. For
that matter, it would be sad for us, too;
but then we were young—at least, tbat
was what most everyone said, ss if it
made & difference; s0 we supposed it
must. We were surprised, when we
counted, to find how shoit & time it was
since Dick had left us—it did seein vo
very long. We always say Dick has gone
away ; it sounds too orael to say our
desr old Dick 1s dead. Not that he was
really old, for he was the youngest, and
the pet of the family. Mother always
called him “ ber baby,"” and father * his
boy.” Arthur used to say he dido't see
where we csme in, unless we were
father's baby and mother's boy, which
always made me laugh, it was so absurd.

We did find out what we wore. [t was
that dreadful day when wé bad come
back from the churchyard, and the
house was, ob | how still snd lotiely ! and
in the librury, where weo were, Dick's
Jistle chair in the corndr made me feel as
if the whole world had been emptied out
and [ was io it alooe, Mother came io

lookivg #0 ss/l, with har eyes full of tears
—she who had bean 5o brave through it
alliand Arthur and | went up aud put

our arms about her She held ua close

to her, and Kiwed yus both, and ssid
“ My ohildren, wmy ohildres 1 bad
what Arthur, onlls wn Adem's sppile ooy
throst, snd oould nol speak & word ; but
fr %Yo ather, thatl s what we
your ok il we w e
leave you, or b & bt your oh
dren,” while | y . ot

hers, and squecsnd ber has

1 mieant it too

#0 mych. . When we had made up

our minds to give up our presents, we
bu:h-un n?udmnodltmld
be s0 emsy. Wpo were s0 happy over

our plan that, ofter all, we were giad
Ho have this way instead of any other—
it seemed more like mother's way. That

was all we could do that day, so
Arfur declared the committee honor-
ischarged, and the 4

abl & L
jom{ned gine die. Ever sinoce hie had
commenced reading Cwiar he had been
very proud of his Latin, but even I knew
enough to know sine die was wrong, be-
cause we had to meet the next day,
there was so little time before Christ-
mas. [ told Arthur, and he said we
could weet all the same, only that was
the proper way for closing the meeting.
The next morning we met agsin. I
had been trying to think for an hour,
bemming some napkins for mother,
what we shovld getfor her present. I
was to think of mother's and Arthur of
father's. [ could npot decide between a
sealskin sacque and a piece of statuary
for 1he parlor, I thought mother reall
ought to have the sacque—for ahe al
ways went out, no matter how stormy
or-eold it was, if there was & poor per.
sun 1o visit or any one in trouble who
needed her; but | knew it must oost s
For thet matter, | was
of statuary would, 00 ; but

raid a |

than we sonld spead. - That only made

xious 10 get them
bt

0oure W

Iowa
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party dress, though he

We bad had soeh o desr Christimss | goss (o partios, exeaph listhe tena or dis
last yéur, though Dick was quite il fo Bers o ning like that, and | tald
part of the day from tig two whole | higs | guessed s party desss would oost as
candy apples whose ks were paintod | maoh s the st He said we could
» most beautiful red.  Mothor had told ] got one rasdy sod rondy siade
bhim not 1o eat them,; but he forgol that | olothes were miways oheaper | but sl
until they wore both eaten, | remem | a whils he acknowledged that -olothes
ber 40 plaindy how hw sang in church [ would be horrid, Thon | had such su
the night before-twas just bike an | ides
angel ; even Aunt Sue spoke of it, and | “Arthur, | eried, “a plotare of Dick
_she never praises anyone. | ®“The very thing," he said. *Elsis,

Dick had been gone -now ever since | you're a tramp. A crayon bead !

spring, and, as [ said, we knew this
Christmasiwould be very sad for dear
mother and father; so Arthur and |
went into the pliy-room one day after
lessons and held a meeting to decide
what “mother’s chiidren” should do to
make this Christmas brighter. Arthur
is 8o funny! He said we must behave
legnily, and the proper way to do was to
resolve ourselves into a comumittee of the
whole. | didot know -what that was,
but was willing if it wo#d not be too
much trouble ; and it proved no trouble
at all, for you only had to say you were
80, and there you-were. I told Arthur
be must have mede some mistakes, for
this was just like when I used to pre.
tend [ was Qaeen Elizabeth in one of
mother's wrappers, with my ' hair rolled
up, and & nspkin ring on it for a erown,
giving a (penny) ring to the Earl of
Leicerter, which was Arthur in my cape
and grandfsther’s sword; but Arthur
said there was no pretense about it, and
it was just like a girl for me to think so.
I don't know what I should be like if it
isn't & girl, Arthur seéms 1o forget
there's anything besides boys. Well,
after we had become a commities of the
whole, Arthur appointed we vios presi

dent and secretary, and that lefv presi |

, dent and tressurer for him. | wanted |
o be treasurer very much, but | dido’s |
say anything, for | saw Arthur wanted

it, oo ; I dida’s
would be for me to do, but
mé there was enough for & gurl. Wh
he saw tiow disappoiated | was, though
fie did say if.] would request hie resig
nation he would give up his offics, but
of course | didn't want to do saything
like that. Then we talked over plans,
and every time | had an idea, someth
very, nice, Arthur would have one, t0o,
and ‘oall me to order and say the presi
dent bad the floor,avhich meant he was
to tell his ides first. I did get 8o dis
couraged !

We decided, besides, being very good,
and not going off by ourselves that day,
we must begin by having a grand sur
prise. We must give both father and
mother a lovely present withbut their
suspecting it. The only trouble was how
to get it. We bdth had our banks where
we'd been saving up for Christmas, but
ifwe gave all we had in them to mother
and father, instead of giving to Bridget
and Jane, and our “poors,”- whick' we
always did, they would not be pleased at
all, we knew. So Arthur said the com-
mittee of the whole would retire and
draw up a plan to presentto the presi
dent, but as the schoolroom was the
only place we wouldn't be interrupted
in, we only pretended to rétire. .And
all of a sudden I had a -splendid idea. [
watohed Arthur till {1 made-sure he had
no idea to call me to order for, and then
I told him. It was this: First, we would
go to father, make him promise on his
honor he would not téll, and then ask
him, instead of giving us & Christmas
present, to give each of us the money,
80 we could” get something for mother ;
and next, go 10 mother and do the same
with her. ~ With all that money we could
get both a beautiful present. We knew
what father would probably give us—we
always did. Mother was the one who sur
prised us ; we used 1o tell father what
we wanted, Arthur was going 1o ask for
a bicyole, and | bad made up my mind
for a willow-rocking coair—a little one
with light-blue ribbon bows, to have all
for myself in my own room. | diwl hate
to give up my chair, but | knew it was
sellish to feel that, way; and mother
nlwi told me wseltish peopls were un
happy, sg | determined | would not be
soltish and unhappy, snd | pretended
that if | bhad gotten the ohair it would
have Boen uncomfortable, snd broken
dofn with me the first time [ sat in i,
Arthur thought my plan » good one,
though he did want  bioyole very much ;
still, he wanted more to Ip mother

- and father. [t made me feel better to
have him own up sbout the bloyale, be
oause | had felt the same way about my
ohair, and | told him what & dissppoint

agaln, whioh |
.uﬁquudww,nddu't-j‘..d

JHA Targe one, in & frame.”

“Yeos, and we'll go aud see Mr.. Lorne
abont it.” Mr. Lorne was an artisi
friend of ours, and would tell us, we
knew, who would do it the best aod
quickest. |

Father gonsented to the plan for
motter s sake, and mother did, thinking
it would -cheer up father, and botn pro-
mised to be as secret as possible, Of
course we did not tell either what the
present was, for we decided we would
have to give the picture to both together.
We had such a time deciding how to
give it. I said, give the picture to
mother and the frame to father—the
picture to mother because she always
called Dick her baby. But Arthur said
father always called him his boy, 0 why
not give the picture o father? And
finally we settlod it that the best way
waa to give it, all framed, to both.

Mr. Lorne found out for us just the
right person to make the picture, and
belped s choose the frame. Wehad a
sweet photograph of Dick in his choris-
ter's robe, to have copied; and we
ordere broad, old oak frame, with a

see what there |
Arthur told |

bar of musie from Mendelssohn's “Songs
without Words" burned across the top.
It was vory hard to keep the secret, only
| knew all the surprise wduld be gone if
I told; snd then | wouldn't, snyway,
Leosuse Arthur said | would
Christmas Kve the ploture oame ; we
muggled it upstairs into my oloset, and
hung my best dress over it so no one
oould see i, Arthur snd | were so
happy, and did fool so mystorious. When
| wont upstairs to get- my-hat and cloak
| 10 go o ehuroh; be sotually osught me
i bis arms snd kissed me, though he
bardly ever does, We all went to
church together. It looked besutiful,
with its ropes of green winding round
the big white pillars, sud the wreaths on
the gallery railing, and over the chancel,
in lotters of holly, the ‘‘Feace on earth,
good-will toward men.”” We had gotten
used to nol, seeing Dick smongst the
choristers, but somehow to night all the
old feeling camp back when | heard the
faint “A men" to the prayer away off in
the robing room ; and then the sweet,
distant music growing clearer and louder,
until up in front of the chancel they
came, led on and urged on by the or-
gan—

“On—ward—Chris—tian—sol—diers—

March—ing—as—to ~-war—""
I felt as if [ could not stand it; as if I
must see Dick there at the head of the
boys, and hear his voice as it always
came out high and sweet above the
others, on

“With—the cross—ofJesus,”
and then dropping again,
“(io—Ing—on—before.”

Looking,up, I saw the old look of pain
coming over the dear mother’s face, and
1 was ashamed to think how, on this
night of all nights, [ was forgetting to
help.
words as well as Dick had known them,
sud I just thought down the tears, and,
slipping my hand into mother's as we
stood up, I sang too.

I forgot Dick was gone; 1 saw him in
the choir, just as—he looked in the pic
ture, only be was singing, singing with
me! It seemed as if I could hear his
voice sweeter and clearer than all the
others, and I sang, and forgot every-
thing—forgot the church, and everybody

‘| about me, everything except Dick !

“@lo—ry—land—and—hon—or,”

up swelled the musio, and it seemed as
if sogels were waving the “ Peace On
Enrth, Good-Will Toward Men.” Then,
with another “A.men,” the music stop-

biad bold of mother's hand, and she was
looking at me in & strange sort of way,
and there were tears in her eyes, but
she smiled, and, bésides, the tired; pain.
od look in her face was gone.

Cumistaas Morxino,

When we oame down stairs Christmas
morning, Arthur and I took fatherand
mother to the door of father's study,
where we had put Dick’s picture, so
thit it would be the first thing
#AW s you went into the room. A:&::
had a little s

I koew mofher was 1 of statusry, |
for [ Lad henrd har sny so often. Arthar
hind 03ty tho of & set of books fo
fadtier, and saill | would have 1o givg up
Both tie analskin sseque and the statusry | ¢
for moiher, for both would coit mors

I shut my eyes, for I knew the

1 and service and brought me-
k from | did :t%w where. - 1 still

gentlemen ;" but he it t in
P .‘:‘Iﬂ
thp middle, sapd ended with jast g
our plin, and why we did it. Then we
all went {n. Motber ‘started and cried
“Oh 1" but father didn't say one word ;
he just looked around at Arthur and me
then put his arm about mother,
and, going nearer, they stood looking at
the picture together. I cried—I could
notgelp it—and Arthur turned his back,
till mother called us, and took us in her
parms as she had done that dreadful day
in the spring, saying sgain, “ My chil
dren, my children !"—only there was
s difference. Father was wiping his
glasses, but when he had finished he
kissed us both, and said, “God bless you,
my dears.”

And that day was one of the happiest
Arthur and [ ever spent—we both said
80 ; and at night mother and father said
it had been a dear Christmas, thanks to
their children. And Arthur and I jost
squeezed each other's hands and looked
at each other, we were g0 glad — Sel.

- o

Tom White and Peter Smithers,

It was & cold snowy morning, & few
days before Christmas, when Tom White
(familisrly cslled “Windy" by his boy
friends) awoke to find himself shoeless
snd without & cent in his pookets, Tom
was a boothisck by profession, and had
wandered about from town to town try
| Ing o make enough to keep body aud

“I'd be an awful good boy the rest of

ened. She overtook her mother,
beautiful ™ ae sho often called

my life, if I could be forgiven for being
o thief,” replied Tom, brightening up.

“Well, we will fix vur coats, so if SBanta
Claus comes he can leave spmething for
us. BSee, here is a piece of atring, we
can tie around the bottom of the
sleeves,” said Peter, fairly dancing with
joy, as he arranged things to suit him
self.

“Come, Tom, let us kneel down by the
bed and pray. Don't be afraid, but just
believe that/God will listen to all we say.”
The two little forms knelt by the bed-
side, and as Sheriff Howard listened to
their simple, but esrnest prayer, the
tears dropped from his eyes; he turned
and left them with the resolve, that as
far as it was in his power, every request
they had asked, should be grauted.
Hurrying out of the gloomy building, he
wended his way to Mr. Black’'s—the man
who had complained azainst the boys—
and found in him sn attentive listener,
as he related their conversation, word
for word. o E

" 4Christmas gift, Windy !” called Peter,
long before daylight.
Tom rubbed his eyes and said in &

sleepy voice, “'Taint Christmas yet,
Peter ; go to sleep.”

“1 can't go to sleep, Windy: [ think
,there must be some candy in our

sleeves.”,

“ Do you honestly think so?" asked
rom. now fully aroused.

“Yeou [ do! We'll have 10 stay, in bed,
though, till daylight.

| sout togsthier. Ile Haally cvnoluded. 1o
| settle down, and chons one of the leading
ities of Obio e his pi of abode, i
best triend was Poter
boy. The two boys wer
#othior, when not at work, sud they were
Jover tendy to light for one anoth
Without home sud friends, sod thions
upon thelr own rosouross, it was BOL sur
prising that their principles were som
what demoralisad
Tom arose from his bed, 'whioh
nothing more than & olosst in an

tenement

e, and srrayed himee

tis only suit of clothes. He held &
pisos of an old looking iiass In front
of hilm, that e might see 10 comb his

haur
“What's the use, Windy Whith; of you
| trying to be suything” ne sollloguizsd
| a8 be stooped down Lo tin the remaining
| portion of his worn out shoes to his
Hearing a merry. whistle, be turned and
saw Peter coming toward him,

“l say, Windy, what makes you look
s0 sorry 1" Peter asked. “Come, have
& piece of bread to warm you up before
we start out this cold morniog,”

Windy 100k the bread with rather a
dubious look on his face as “to the
warmth of the article; but he eagerly
devoured it. %

“I tell you, Peter, | am reckless, and
I am not goin' to tramp about in the
0old with bare feet any longer.”

“ What can youdo?" anxiously asked
Peter.

Windy glanced around to see if,any
one was near, then whispered something
in Peter’s ear that caused the boy to tura
pale. “OL course I'll do anything you
want me to, cause I like you,” replied
Peter.

“Don’t fret about me, said Windy,
as he picked up his box and started
out to perform his day’s work.

True to his word, Peter wai at the
plaoce of meeting, at the appointed hour.

Windy ¢game up the street rather hur-
riedly, anl seeing Peter, said: * Hello!

ou are here, [ see. Now [ want you to
eep your eyes open. You see yonder's
& shoe store; | am going to make a
break at that box of shoes, and if I
don't have something to keep my
fest warm, my name isn't Tom White.”

“0) Windy, dou't do it," said Peter
trembling with fear.

“Don't be a baby,” said Tom, putting
on & bold front. “ You keep a Ezokout
and tell me if you' see any one coming.”

Walking noiselessly over to the store
Tom snesked slily up to ‘s 'box, grabbed
& pair of shoes, and running over to
Peter, cried in an exultant voioe ‘‘Come
on, pard ; run for your life.”

The boys ran, but in the excitement
Tom pulled down the shoes that were
sttached to a string hanging above the
box, and the noise attrac the atten
tion of the proprietor. pon going to
the door he caught sight of the boysrun-
ning away, and immediately he notified
the police. Much to their 'prise as

.Y Lat's got out easy and feel around. |
osn's wait,” siid Pom, climbiog out of
bed §
| Poter heard & prolonged - whistle
What's  the matter, Windy? he
alled i
B, etor, you ought to wee what's
here !
“You osn't see nothin mid Peter
lublously
“Well then, you Last ought to fee
| repliod Tom impatioutly.
| Peter voutured over, and taking hold
of the cost sleaves, he found both of

them fairly stutfed

Y0 Windy, we are goiogo have a_jolly
good Christmns,” said de.

I'he boys walked to the window and
looked out into the yard below, Sudden
Iy if some fairy had waved her wand,
of light burst through the dark
The boys glanced around them,

ness.
piled upon ohairs were new clothes—

from an overcoat down to shoes and
stockings. They jomped up and down
in their joy, forgetting for the moment
their surroundings.

“I sdy, Peter Smithers, you are a
trump,” said Tom, as he commenced try -
ing on his new clothes.

“0 Windy, I didn't give you those
things ; don't you remember you
prayed for them ?" said Peter, reproach-
tully.
“That's 80,” said Tom, looking con-
fused. “Ishall always ssy my prayers ;
God has been better to me than I de-
serve.”

“Merry Chrisimas, boys,” called Mr.
Howard, as he came to their cell. “I
have a surprise for you. Mr. Blake, from
whom you took the shoes, has with-
drawn the complaint against you, and we
are going to try and get you positions
where you can earn an honest living.”

The boys gave Mr.,Howard  a hearty
embrade, and deelared they would never
steal again,

Mr. Blake received them kindly, and
when he bade the Sheriff good bye he
thanked him for having shown him the
way to save two precious souls.— Harri
ette Carpenter Oullaion,

The Day After.

BY HELEN H. MLAKE.

“ Why don't people ever write stories
about the day after Christmas ? "' Doret-
ta Stanford, s;sd ten, asked of her nurse
as she came into the nursery to dress
the child for an unusually early break.
fast. It was only two days before that
day of all the year to children—Christ-
mas: Mrs. Stanford was going to the
city—ostensibly to see Santa Claus—
though, I think, if the truith had been
known, she had already had more than
one inurvie";v with him about Poreth'a

they sat in the dark entry way of a
building to rest, a big burly policeman
Jjerked them by the collar and said, “I
arrest you scamps for theft.”

““Please, sir, he didn’t steal,” said
Towm, pointing to Peter, who was crying.

“No, sir, I didn't steal; but I'm not
goin’ to leave. you, Windy,” Peter said,
drying his eyes.

“No danger of your leaving Windy ;
you will both sleep in jail to-night,” an-
swered the policeman, as he took them
to the cold, dreary building for criminals.

“ é:dy, I'd sooner be out in the cold,
than behind the bars,” replied Peter, his
eyes filling up i

“Get into your room, boys,” growled
the turnkey as he shoved them into the
cell and locked the door.

‘“See what a dandy bed we'll have,
pard,” said Tom, throwing himself upon
the little iron cot.

Tired and worn out with their hard-
ships, the boys soon fell asleep.

The mnight before Christmas, Sheriff
Howard concluded he would call upan
the boys, and cheer them up with a few
kind words. Drawing near their cell he
‘heard them earnestly conversing. He
paused a moment that he might hear
what they were saying.

_ “Windy, do you hear the sleigh-bells
Jjingle? This is Coristmas Eve, and I'll
bet every boy in town is going to hang
up his stockin’,” said Peter wistfully.

> Tom studied a few minutes, then
Jumping up, said, “I'll tell you what let's
doj; let's hang up our socks.”

“Why, Windy, we haven't any socks,”
exclaimed Peter.

“I declare, Peter, you glways come in
on the home stretch,” laughed  Tom.
“Sure enough, we haven't any socks.
Guess we'd better stay right where we
are for the restof the winter,” and he
buried his face in his hands.

Peter crossed over to him, and said :
“Don’t ory, Windy; I've thought of
something else. Do you suppose God

we'd kneel down and say our prayers,
Santa Clsus would come ns leave
some| for us.”

“ I am too bad to pray, Peter,” sobbed
Tom. “He might listen to &

“No, Windy, you must pray too. If you
are sorry you stole the shoes, and ask for
hjv-;’-, Iknow God will answer your

ever sees poor boys in jail ?  Maybe if | that

p , Mrs, 1 was
going to the city again this morning to
see Santa Claus for a final talk about
Christmas ; and Doretta had asked as a
particular favor that she might get up
and have breakfast with her mother,
even though she had to leave her warm
bed an hour earlier than usual. Nurse
had come in expecting to find Doretta
sound asleep and she was a little sur
prised to be greeted with a question
that sounded very wide awake indeed.

“Why don't people ever write stories
about the day atter Christmas 7"

“I don't know, dearie ; don't they do

it?" .
* “Why no! of course they don’t. You
never in all your life saw a story 'bout
the day after Christmas; they're all just
about Christmas itself, and that's happy
enough without having stories about it
to read. But the day after is just miser.
able, and there isn't even a story toread
about it.” 2

“Then that's just the best time to sit
down and read Christmas stories ; you
don't have time on Christmas day to
read them.”

“But who wants to read about some
thing that's all gone and done with and
won't come again for s whole yeur? If
you folt as I did the day after last Christ-
mas, you'd just wish that somebody'd
write & t long story, that djdn’t say
& word ml (?hr‘ulmn, and m.:ml take
you all day to read. And then maybe

ou'd forget what a hﬂ’ time you'd
Ld the day before and what & miserable
‘time you were having now.”

“Just hear the child"l” exolaimed
Nurse. “I'll tell you what [ think, Mise
Doretta, that'any little girl as has such a
besutiful honie as you've got, and such &
kind mother and father don't deserve
them at all, if she's ever unhappy,
the day after Christmas, or any other
day.”

“] wasn't unhap

ble, 'cause the d:{

thing I wanted all
morning

thing more to wish for, and
1 couldn’t think of anything I wanted for
next Christmas.”

her, at the door of the breakfast room
and they went in together, the little gir
chattering now about Santa Claus.
Breakfast was well along before the little
girl ceased her happy chatter, and Mrs.
Stanford took the opportunity to ask :
“What were you telling nurse so ear-
nestly this morning, Doretta?”
“Nothing, only”-—she hesitated. Mrs.
Stanford smiled. “Only what? my
child.” a

“Only how miserable I was, the day
after Coristmas, lagt year.”

“Why was that, dear? We all did
everything we could to make you happy
on Christmas.day ; didn’t a little of the
happiness last over ?”

“[ guess you did too much,” ssid
Doretta, sagely, “I couldn't think of any-
thing to want the next day, and I just
almost cried over it.]* s
“Something must be very wrong
somewhere when that is the state of
affairs,” said Mrs. Stanford, half to her-
sell. “You were Like Alexander, dear,
weren't you ?”

“ Was he the man you read me about
who cried because he had no more worlds
to conquer 7"

“ Yes, wasn't he foolish ?"

“]1 don’t know ; perhaps he was. Bat
[ know almoet, how he felt, Mamma.”

The carriage was sunounced, and Mrs.
Stanford hastened saway. But her
dsughter's words had left an impression
on her mind which she did not soon get
rid of.  As she had said “something was
wrong  somewhere” And when she
found something wrong, Mrs. Stanford
never was satisfied untul she had made
an effort to right it
It s vory doubstul if another thought
of the morning's couversation crossed
Doretta’s mind. The grand day of all
the yoar was «o near that it pushed
everything elee dut of sight. And when
Christons day dawned, bright snd clear,
it looked upon uo happler child in ali
Christendom  than  Dopetta Stantord.
All the morning it seemed as if she wers
growing bhappier every moment. Santa
Claus had brought her everything she
had wished for and some things she had
not thought of; but now that she had
them, they pleased hor more than the
things she had wished for. All the
worning she was busy looking over and
overagain all the pretty things that had
come 1o her and arrangiog them in her
room. After lunch her father played
some of her new games with her. And
over one of them—* Tiddlety Winks "—
they had so much fun that the sound of
their laughter brought Mrs. Stanford
down stairs to join them. Later Mrs.
Stanford made a slight change in the
usual order of events for Christmas day ;
she asked Doretta to take a walk with her

“1 am going to make a call,” she said,
‘“and I should like very much to have
you with me.” Doretta ran to put on
ber wraps, though in her heart she won-
deréd what her mother meant. A few
moments’ brisk walking brought them
to a small house on the poorest street in
the village. Poor as it was, it was clean,
but only one of the four rooms was oo-
cupied ; and it was furnished in the
plainest manner ible, When Mrs.
Stanford knocked, an élderly lady, as
tiny and neat as her own little room,
came to the door and.greeted them very
ocordislly.

“ You sent me such a fine Christmas
dinner, ma'am,” she said. “ It will last
me three or four da But its no use
for me to be thanking you; you're all
the time doing something for me.”

“How are your eyes, Mrs. Taylor 1"

“About the same, ma'am, They don't
hurt me quite so: much | think; but I
can't see to read at adl. And I ove
the doctor thinks I never shall read any
more.”

's too bad I" exclaimed Doretta,
impulsively. “Do you like reading very
much, Mrs. Taylor?”

“Very muoh, dearie. I don't know
what I should have done since my eyes
have been 8o bad, if your mother hadn’t
80 kindly come to read to me some-
times."”

Doretta left her chair and went over
to Mrs. Baylor's side.

“Won't you let me come and read to
you sometimes? I can read pretty well
if it isn’t too hard. I can read the Bible
very well, mamma says. Do you like
the Bible ?”

4 Best of anything, dearie. And I'd
like to hear you read it if your mamma
will let you come.”

Before they left Doretta found out
what chapter Mrs. Taylor liked best.
And the next morning, the first thing
after breakfast,she wentand read it over
with her mother. Later in the day she
fulfilled her promise and went and read
it to Mrs. Taylor, so correctly and with
80 much expression that she said after-
ward, the familiar chapter had never
soul:ldad sweeter than when read by this
child.

It was only a small act of kindness, but
it made more than one person happy.
Mrs. Taylor enjoyed the , reading; but
far morc Mrs. Stanford epjoyed the
thought that her little daughter was, of
her own y ing a thoughtful
attention to one who needed it. And
most of all, Doretta enjoyed having been
of use to some -one, having given a little
pleasure,

“Mammas,” she ssid on going to bed
that night, “I really think to-day has
been happier than yesterday, And to-
day is the day after Christoas, 00, and
I thought it would be miserable just as it
was last year. What do you think made
the difference 1"

“I'll teli you, darling. Last year you
were thinking just about yourself; w
today you've
sbout making .'{\yhr » little -
pier that you haven’t had time 1o thin)
of y fat all. You've been pleas
ing some one else instead of yourself.”

“And | oan do that svery day in the
yoar, oan't I? so that 1 oan be happy

any time | want to.
ith whioh nppL solusion of the
Enblun, “How %0 happy,” Doretta

her mother and went 10 bed.

HOTELS.

TON HOUSE,
HALIFAX, N. 8.
The above bouse is centrally situated, cor-
ner ARGYLE AND PRINOE STs.
Lighted by Electricity.
Well served table, and nico dqmfortable
Mrs. M. E. MARGESON.

rooms.
Telephone 785,

CENTRAL HOUSE,
78 Granville 8t.,
HALIFAX, N, 8,
Conducted on strictly Temperance prinoiples
MISS A. M. PAYSON.

jan1

ELLIOTT'S HOTEL,
28 to 32 Germain St.,

SAINTTOHN, N. B
Modern Improvements.
Terms $1 perday. Tea, Bad & Breakfaat 75e
E. W. ELLIOTT, Proprietor.

HOTEL OTTAWA,
North Side King Square,
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

E. COSMAN, Proprietor.

Terms: $L.00 T day. ¥ This Hotel 18
conducted on strictly Temperance prineiples:
Every attention pald to Guests' com fort,

 PROFESSIONAL OARDS.
RADLEY,
Dexrisr,

C. W.B"%um.

)Mo Cor, Maln & Botatord Sta. Jan
-— S
Javle address—"Kiug."  Telephoue No.&ls
ING & BARSS,
Harrulnn,&llv‘llun,l\'ular‘a,“.
HALIFAX, N
CRWIN D, KING, GO WILLIAM L. BARSS, LL &

wted on Real Bstate Security.
made\n all parts of Canads.

ONT. MoDONALD,

Money In
Oalledtio

BARRISTER, &e.,
Puinorss Srazwr,
ST.JOHN, N. B,

W. P »BONNELL, D.D.8,

DENTAL ROOMS:
22 GERMAIN STREET,
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

Dll. W. H.]STEEVES,

DENTIST,
i+ WELLINGTON ROW,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

J Ag C. MOODY, M. D,,
hysician, 8 n & Accoucheur
fice An’ddnui' mgo:a-norGemnh and
Grey Streets. WINDSOR, N. 8,

BUSINESS OARDS.
e e~
<
LAMP GOODS.
Uhandelters; Bracket, Library, Student,
Table and Hand Lamps; Barners, Chimneys
Wicks, SBhades, Globes, Lanterns, Ofl and

Bpirit Btoves, &o.
'—FOR SBALE BY—

J.R. OAMERON, 64 Prinos Wm, St.
THOMAS L. HAY,

ERAL DEALER I

HIDES, “SKINS, and WOOL.

ALS0,
Hay, O reck
ana Hra,  Best of sook alwayson hands
‘Store_énder Mission Mall, Haymarket Squars.
Residence—il Paddook Street.
SATNT JOHEN, IN. B.

CHIPMAN'S PATENT

BestFamilvFlours made inCanada

Ask T 1o get 1t for you, 1f he woms,
send dlrect Lo - s

J. McC. SNOW,

— GENERAL —
Fire, Life and Accident ;
! INSURANCE AGENCY,

Srruwe,
MONUTON, N. B.

Marble, Freestone,
And Granite Works,
A J.WALKER & SON, A J, WALKER & C0.
TRU

KO, N.8. KENTVILLE,N. 8.
& AH work dome first-class.

jam 1

JAMEs 8. MAY, W. RoBERT MAY

JAMES S, MAY &SON,
MERCHANT TAILORS,

Domville Building, Prince Wm. Street
ST JOHN, N. B.

P, O, Box 8. Jans

CURRIE & HOWARD,
Manufacturers of 5
FURNITURBE'
FOR THE TRADRE,
AMMERST, N. 8.
Photos and prices on application.
All Ohronic Dyspeptics are
nervous and most of them
sleepless. ;

time Proviaces, where it is bes Xnown. “ DYSPEPTICURE”

L] artiole m worth

could stand this teat %‘m m
K. D, G proved il the grent 00 SEpet. Seeta; Qe the

eat curp of the age. it1 w1 = ‘“,,um“_“ s

Prove it for yourse!f and be convinced of | a5 per battle.

its great merita !1] Citas K. SxtorT, Pharmaclst, 8t Joho, N, B,
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Price, 60c. postpe

OLIVER D

453-463 Wa
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-7 way, N
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“ Christmas c
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is ready to m
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READ

Boy's Own Ann
Girl’'s Own Anni
Sunday at Hom
Lelsure Hour
Chatterbox

Panay
Wide-Awake (el
Pastime for Litt

Red Mot 8 «
Zig Zag In Austi

1,000 Toy Book!
for liitle ehildre)
&c., from 10e. up

CALENDARS, I

Fans, llluml
Smaller styles
Po:

all good size and

Golden Texts
now ready. Ord
Annuals are s
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C. & E.

‘Would {nvite |
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PROPORTIONED. °
SUITED FOR FA
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