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" How manty children who soldom'are glad, . '
.1Qr merry, or _h)yful, but son?y and sad, :
 Bearce with the garments of decency clad !,

. fo’or 1ittle walfs, with their innocent oyes -
Looking about them as 11 In surprise,
< iAsking mute questions of beings more wise.

‘Many & wretched and supperless boy
..i\Wondern why others God’s good thing
Blessed home comforts, with naught

‘Why he must beg for the food that he cuta,
-Sleep in the cellars, 1tve in the streets,
Byways and alleys, and squalld retreats.

- Poor littlo lads, who will some time Lo men,
‘Halling from hovel and comfortless den,
Hoon 1o teke part in the world, and—what then?

Dear baby girls, without stocking or shoe,
Battling with cold, bitter winds, ns they do,
Sufferings many, and blessings 8o few.

enjoy—
annoy.

Look to it, childron, for now is the time,
Winter ta on ug with frost and with rime,
Scatter your gifts 'sainst the sweet Christmas chime,

You who are children so carefully clad,
Happy and jJoyful, not sorry and sad, )
- Think of the poor homeless lnssie and lad.

THE WHITE STONE,

et

B

A Christmas Story.

“Wo can have a happy Christmas, Francie,
if we try,” said Ruth Fostor to her sister. “If
we cannot have presents, we can do things to
please other people, and be kind to each other.
And then, there's the best of Christmas, you
know—we can have that, if we are poor.”

Poor Ruth looked as if she needed some
brightness in her life, She was propped up in
bed, with a board and a pillow at her back, and
her pale face was drawn and wasted with suf-
fering. There was no one with her but Fran-
cie, and the bed as well as the room had a
neglected look.

“T think ‘the best’ is only for rich folks;
80 I do!” mattored Francie; * and I'm sure we
can't do much to please anybody ; that's just one
of your dreams, Ruth. Mother says you are
drcaming half the time.” :

Rath tried to smile, but drew up her shoul-
ders with a look of pain which brought Francie
to hor side instantly,

“Poor Ruthie! where is the pain now ? Oh,
I wish I could do something for you, If I were
only big enongh!”

““Never mind, dear,” gasped Ruth; “it is
going over a little, It doesn’t give me much
chanco {0 ‘dream’ to-day, though I”

“I'm 8o gorry !” and the dark cloud gather-
ed again on Francie's face, as she added:

“It's just mean that mother don’t stay and
take care of you. Itis, Ruth; she might get
somo sort of work to do at home; the folks all
say so "

“You must not talk so, Francie dear, Mother
thinks it is the best way ; and she is very kind
10 us, I am sure,”

“ Well, I wish—"

“Don’t wish, sissy; it will not help us. But
if you'll juet straighten the bed and tidy up the
roota & little it would be so nice! You take
roal good carc of me sometimes, Francie.”

Francie looked a little ashamed as she jump-
ed up and began to do as Ruth had asked. She
shook up the pillow and tried to make the sick
gir! more comfortable, and then turned her at-
tention to the room, but with loss zeal, In
fact it was much easier for Francie to find
fn#t with her stepmother than to bestir her-
solf. o o

Ruth's and Francie's father had died when
their little half-brother, Benny, was but two
years old. - Their:mother had chosen to earn a
support for herself and the children by taking
an agency for several small articles; this kept
her out'on her rounds most of the time, and
left the children very much to themselves,

Mys. Foster liked going about; it suited her
hetter than any work she could have done at

|“and of course there won’t be anything on the
. |tree for either of ns—except Ben—and I don't|.

_ {but her face brightened as the door burst open,

~ |bome? Ob, I do want to tell her something1”

home; and, to do her justice, she did not realize.
how much Ruth needed -care, nor.how much
was left on Francie’s hands todo. -
+ After picking up a few things, and raising a
cloud of dust with her broom, Francie flung
herself again into & chair by the bed-side ang
Teturned to her grievances. . G
“It's only a- week to Christmas,” she. said,

believe mother will ever think of it.”
Ruth turned her head wearily on the pillow,

and Benny rushed in. | L
© “Oh, youdear Ruth |” he cried, “are you
worser to-day ?” and he scrambled up to kiss

his sister, adding: ¢ Hasn't mother come

“ Of course she hasn’t,” said Francie; ‘and
don't scream so, Benny Foster ; don’t you know,
how Ruth’s head aches ?”

The little fellow looked troubled, but Ruth
threw her arm around him.

“Never mind, Benny boy; it is pleasant
noise. And mother’ll be back soon I hope;
but you can tell sister, What have you been
doing to-day " : _

i %h, we had such nice fimes in school,
practising the carols. 'We've 'most learned the
new one—it’s for Christmas Eve. And teacher
says she is sorry Francie has stayed away so
much, snd—"

“You might have told her I couldn’t help
it1" exclaimed Francie, with flashing eyes.
“You know I've had to stay with Rath, for
mother—"

“Yes, dear, wo know,” Ruth said, quietly;
“gand I'm so sorry to keep you.”

Trancie looked softened in a moment; but
before she could speak a neighbor came hastily
into the room. )

“ You poor children, here you are!” she ex-
claimed. *‘Do you know ? have you heard ?”

Their surprised faces answered the good
woman, and she hastened to tell them that
their mother had fallen down in crossing a
street, and been run over.

“1 expect she's hurt pretty bad; they've
taken her to the hospital that the Church folks
has been a-gettin’ up—Ilucky for her that they'd
got it started! But whatever is to become of
you, Foor denrs! There, don't take on ; maybe
they’ll soon have her about again,” she added,
a little startled by Ruth’s pale face, and the
frightened look of the other two. “I declare,
T wish't I had a chance to do for you a bit; but
those young ones of mine, they’ll scald them-
gelves to death if I don’s run to them. Keep
up a good heart now,” and away bustled the
neighbor, leaving the children alone with their
trouble.

Little Benny was sobbing, with his face
hidden by the bedclothes. Francie had not
said & word, but she looked very much shocked.
Ruth, all weak and trembling as she was, had
to rouse herself to comfort the rest. ‘

“ There, denr Ben, don't cry ; we will all pray
the Lord to keep poor mother, and make her
well very soon. And—why I'rancie, that must
be the house for sick people that the Church
ladies have been working for, where they've
taken mother. "They’ll be so good to her,
Benny, I know ; and Dr, Barlow will be sure
to see. her himself.” ’

Benny raised his hend and nodded. He be-
longed to the parish school, and was very fond
of the good rector whom he saw almost every

day.

{t comforted them all to think that Dr.
Barlow would be sure to look after poor mother,

“Now, Francie—you'll have to be house-
keeper you know-—is there anything in the
pantry for supper?” .

“I'll get chips for the fire!” cried Benny;
and Francie set to work with a will, and soon
had a nice cup of tea and bit of toast realy for

Rath, and her own and Benny’s supper on the

table, \

~ The noxt morning who should come in but

| Dr. : Barlow diimnself; :'He had:seerMrs, Foster,

and did not think she was dangeronsly: injured,
though it might be some weeks before she could
be'around again. As she had seemed vory
anxious about the children, and wanted to send
them & little'money which she had with ‘her,
tge kind ‘pastor had.promissd . to g6 and see
them. . ..., .~ o A o L
His,visit was a great comfort to the children.
Ruth felt strengthened by it to bear her weary
pain, and Francie was nerved up for any amount
of housework and nurging. <~ * -

The money, too, -supplied their immediate
wants ; 80, on.the whole,: the. little household
got on better than one might have expected,

“ Sing the new carol for us, Benny,” said
Ruth that evening ; and the little boy sang it
through in a clear, sweet voice, which surprised
his sisters. - e

“They tried that tune the last day I was at
school,” said Francie; “please sing it again,
Benny, so I ean sing with.you.” =

]1319nny did so, Francie Kegping with him very
woll. _ e TR

“ I wanted to ging it-for 'mother, and s'prise
her !” said Ben, sorrowfully.

“ Mayhe you can,” Ruth said, raising herself
a little, ‘‘I've thought of something. You
and Francie learn it together; and. then you
ask Dr. Barlow if you may not go Christmas
Eve, after the service, you know, and sing it
under the window for mothar.”

Benny clapped his hands in delight; but
Francie asked, “ How could we leave you all
alone, Ruth 7" . S

“Qh, I should get on very well for that little
time ; anyway, you learn the carol.”

Poor Francie! She-could scarcely keep back
her tears when the Christmas Eve service waa
mentioned. She must not think of leaving
Ruth so long ; and if she cotld, she had been
absent 50 much from the Sunday-school as well
as the day-school, that she had no hope of being
remembered on tho tree. .. .. .

But there were no more fretful complaints,
for some words which her pastor had- spoken
about showing her love to the dear Lord at this
Christmas time, by.doing her best for Ruth and
Benny, had sunk deep into Francie's heart.

And then Ruth. Fg-ancie felt ashamed of her
own naughtiness whenever she thought how
patient Ruth was, with so much more to bear.

She said something like this to Benny. . She
had talked with Benny a good deal since the
accident, and had begun to find out that he was
a very sensible, nice little brother.

“1 wish we could give Ruth a little bit of
Christmas,” Francie said; and Benny fell to
thinking, R _

An hour or two after he came to the door
and beckoned Francie out.

“See!" he whispered ; ** I picked up all these

retty gréens around the church door. Mrs.
K[orse gaid I might have them, and 'I've found
these sticks to make & cross, and if you will tie
on the greens, you know, like the ladies do,
we’'ll hang it up by Ruth’s bed for ‘Christmas.
Shall we? And then; we will take some to
mother.” T R

Francie was so pleased with this plan that he
pulled her by the sleeve and - whispered wgaiu;
this time with a very red face: - And Francie,
I want to give her my dear, pretty white stone;
wouldn't you?- = o

“Why yes, if you like,” was ‘the doubtful
answer; but Francie made haste to add, very
heartily: “8She’ll be sure to like it from you,
Benny." . . R Lo e

The children soon had-the carol quite per-
fectly, and they sang over a favorite one which
they had learned the year before; for Benny
gaid : “Maybe they'll let us sing twol”

Very timidly the littleboy sought Dr. Barlow
to make known his request, adding; ‘‘ We want
to, if Francie can get.some, one to look after
Ruth, you know, sir.”, . . .,
The clergyman listened, &nd askéd two or



