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Onîe day in Christmas week, when al
the ehops were full of pretty things, .Jack
and hie niarnma found tiiernelves ini the
gay etreet, with crowds of people hur. y-
ing to. and fro, ail carrying parcels of
every imaginable ishape.

The air was criep and tingling, the
sleigh-bells meade a merry din, and every-
body looked cheerf ul and smiling, as if
they knew that Christmnas was only five
day off.

.Alrnest everybody, for as Jack stopped
to look in at, a ehop window, lie eaw ,omne
one who did net look cheerf ul. .It was a
poor womaxî. very thinly and niieerably
clad, and holding a little boy by the hand.

The boy was uifle, because he worO
pticoats (oh, such potr, ragged peticoats!)
ut howas taller than Jack. Ilo wa 5

looking longing at the toys in the w:ndew.
"O mother !" ho cried, see that little

horse ! Oh, I wish 1 had a littie horse ! "
"My dear," said the poor woman, sigh-

ing, "if I caiî give you an apple to eat
with your bread on Christma3 Day, you
must be thankful, for I can do no more.
Poor pe'>ple cani't have pretty thinge like
these."

"Corne, Jack V" said Mrs. Russell,
drawing Ii on hastily. "IWhat are yen
stopping fer, child î"

'*Mamma, " asked Jack, trudging along
stoutly, but looking grave and perplexed,
"why can't poor people have nice thîngs?>

",Wiy î Oh," sa-d Mrs. Russell, who
had net noticed the poor woman and hier
boy, *'because tliey have ne money te buv
theni. Pretty things coet meoney, you
know."

Jack thouglht tlîis over a little in hie
own way ; thon, "But, maimv," hie said,
why don'b they buy soine money at, the
miîey-shop V,

Mrs. Russell oniy Iaughed at, this. and
patted Jack-'e head and callod 1dim a "littie
geose" and then they went into a large
shop, and bouglît a beautiful wax duil for
Sissy.

But Jack's nîind wae stili at wvork, and
while they were waiting for the flaxon-
haired beuty te bý, irapped in white

tissue paper and put in a box, lie pureued
his inquiries.

aWire do y ou get your money, maam-
nie, dear V"

"&Why, your doar papa givee me my
money, Jacky, boy. Didn't yen Bee hua
give me ail those nico criep bille thia
morning"

moAoyd where doos doar papa get his

"O child, how you do aek questions!1
He getas it at the bank. "

"'Thon is the bank the menoy-ehop,
mammajl"

Mre. Ruseoll laughed absent.mindocily,
for, in truth, hier thoughts were on other
thinge, and se was only haif listening te
the child, which was a pity. 1 Yes, dear, "
she said. It is the oniy rnoney-shop I
know of. Now you must net; ask me any
monre questions, Jack. You dietract me."

But Jack had ne more questions to aek.
The next day, as the cashier at the

National Bank wae bueily adding up a11
endiess celumn of figures, hie was etartled
by hearing a voice which apparenlty caie
from, nowhere,

No face appeared at; the little window
in the gilded grating, and yot a sweet,
sitvery voice wae cerbainly saying, with
groat dietinctnoss, if you pleaso, 1 ehould
lîke te buy some money."

liEe lookod througli the windew and saw
a emeil boy carrying a bunidie almeet as
big as hirnef.

'4What can Ido for ynu,my littie man 1"
askod the cashior, kindly.

'Il should like te buy sorne money,
please,". repeated Jaîck, very pol itely.

-Oh, indeed !" said the casijier, withi a
twinklo in his eyos. And how much
nloni.y would you liko sir î"

.'About a fousand dollars, I fink," seid
Jack, promptly. (It dees semnetinmes hap-
pen that big boys cannet prostourice "tli"
distinctly, but they are none the lese big
for that.)

"A thousand dollars !" repeated the
cashier. 'Thate a good deal of nioney,
young gentleman V"

III know it," said Jack. &I wan ta a


