=% LITTLE FOLKSwe<s

The

They were going to stay awake
and see who filied those long stock-
ings fhey had borrowed from big
brother Tom, and .then somehow
they saw atree grow upin the misl-
dle of the nursery floor and the
snowy little field beneath it in-
stead of the nursery rug, and such
rumbers of thingsin it and around.
Every thing they had ever told
each other they wanted was there
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Night Before Christmas.

and eandles and apples and
Oh! Wasit! Could it be Santy
himself over them! They could
just see him through the branches
of the wonderful tree and he was
filling those long stockings with
such knobby things.

Then wee Mary turned over
and Ted sat up and would you be-
lieve it? It was grey dawn and
mother was saying ¢ Put on your
slippers dears!’ And there was

no tree, but Mary and Ted are sure
it was there ‘Cause, Daldy we saw
it and besides here are the knobby
parcels we saw him put in our
stockings—and — look at mine,
mother ! and mine, Oh! ’

Then there was such fun in the

“big bed where mother tucked them
.in to open the parcels, and the

things in them were far better
than the wish ones for these were
real !

~ Mildred’s Gift.
(By Mary C. Callan, in the ‘Youths
Companion’.)

The ¢ Busy Becs’ came swarm-
ing out through the parsonage gate.
¢ How lovely that we have enough
ready to fill it in time!’ cried one
little bee. She was not thinking
of a'hive, but of a barrel. For
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VIOLET.

these ‘Busy Bees’ were, after
all, only little girls who met to-
gether every week to learn to do
useful things. For along time they
had been making warm garments,
under the guidance of the min-
ister’s wife, The fruit of their
labors, with whatever gleanings
they could spare from their own
wardrobes, was to be packed in a
barrel the next time they met, and
sent as a Christmas remembrance

to a charitable society in the city.

Mildred ran into the house and
up to the play-room. : :

¢ And there is not a single doll
going- in that barrel’ she mur-
mured. Then her {ace grew grave
with a great resolve. ‘ One of you
must go, my dears’ she said, as
shie looked at her largest and
loveliest, Violet. ‘It seems as if
I couldn’t let you go,’ she mur-
mured.

A minute later she was sitting in,
her little chair with Violet on her
lap, singing a lullaby.

¢ Now my precious Violet,” she
said, * I have decided to trust you to
be my messenger, to carry Christ-

mas happiness to some little girl
who has no one to love.’

~And that is how Violet went to
thecity in the Christmas barrel,

Even into the wards of the chil-
dren’s hospital the Christmas feel-
ing had crept. Little faces, sad-
dened by suffering, brightened as
the spicy green trimmings were
hung about the walls, in prepara-
tion for the day. Butin a quiet

- corner the house physician looked

down gravely at a still little figure
0. one of the cots.

‘There is no reason why she
should not have a satisfactory re-
covery,” he said. ¢ This operation
has proved very successful. ~She




