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The Presbyterian Review.

“[ won't 1ell mamma what I've got, till after-
ward,” she said, *‘because she may feel badly

P—

Daisy's Christmas Shopping.

Une afternoon shortly before Christmas, a littie girl
named Daisy Edmonds sat before an open bureau drawer
m her own little room, counting over the Christmas
presents which she had bought or made for other people.
She had taken good care to lock the door so that her
trothers, Carl and Harry, should not surprise her by
entering suddenly and getting a peep at the pretty things
she had been carefully hiding for days. Very tenderly
she lifted out one package after another, unfolding the
soft wrappings and gazing with admiring eyes upon each
object in turn.

There were the dainty work-bag for mamma, the
smooth ivory paper-cutter for papa to cut the pages of
his new magazine with, two lovely games for Harry and
Car}, and a box of candy for each of them beside. Then
there were the braided lamp-mat which she had worked
herself for grandma, the perfumed handkerchief-case for
Aunt Annie, picture-books for her two baby ccusins,
and two smart neckties apiece for the cook and waitress.
Sne also had a littlc remembrance for each of her play-
mates, and for her teachers both in the day school and
Sunday school.

\Vhile turning over the leaves of the booklet she had
chosen for her Sunday school teacher, Daisy suddenly
stopped short and caught her breath. It came to her
tike a flash that she had forgotten to get presents for her
minister and his wife, both of whom she loved dearly.

¢ Oh, how could 1 forget my dear kind Mr. and Mrs.
Bradford ! ** she exclaimed, her sunny face clouding
over for an instant. Then hurriedly locking up her
trcasures, she hid the key behind a vase on the mantel
and took out her purse to see how much money she had
left. Alas! her little hoard of Christmas money had
melted away eatirely, all but two cents.

Immediately she started to go and ask her mother to
to give her more money, but at the head of the stairs she
paused. She was a thoughtful little girl, and remem-
bered that she had already asked twice for more money
for her Christmas shoppiag; and the last time, she
remembered that her papa had looked rather grave, and
mamna had explained to her afterward that his busi-
ness was troubling him and that it made him feel sorry
not to give his children as liberal a sum as usual to
spend ia holiday gilts.

* I must make the two cents do, some way," she
said firmly. * I can’t ask for more money, and hurt
papa’s feclings.”” So she skipped down-stairs, put on
her far jacket and tam-o’-shanter, and started off once
more for Miss Crinkle's attractive shop where she had
made nearly all her purchases. It was a small town in
which Daisy lived, aud a few moments' walk brought
herto Main Street.  She walked about some time among
the fascinating things at Miss Crinkle's, trying to find
some little thing that cost only one cent. Finally she
saw some handsome penholders in a case. They were
black, and ornamented with gold, with gold pens in them,

*Qh, a pen would be just the thing for Mr. Brad-
ford to write his sermons with ! she said to herself.
Bu? when she found that they were a dollar and a half
her heart sank. A happy thought came, however,
immediately after.

** How much would a steel pen cost; just the pen,
without the penholder ?** she asked bravely.

*¢ Oh, stecl pens are ten cents a dozen, or a cent
apiece “replied the clerk.

** Very well, 1 will take one,” said Daisy.

\Vhile she was picking out a nice bnght one, shke
*allenly remembered that the long pins with Mack
- rads, such as her mamma wore to fasten un her hat,
ala cost but one cent.  She had bought some *here for
"1 only a <hort time before. It would be a very s<uit-
alle present for Mrs. Bradford, she thought: so she
«tked for one, and when both her small purchases were
:-\'!t.l up in lssue-paper she ran home with a lyght

iCuatl.

‘%7 that 1 couldn't get something nicer for them.
>l Anyway, they are very useful presents, and beside
7], mamma said that any gift no matter how small,
i"lj was valuable if only real heart love went with it,"”
42) and so Daisy dismissed the subject from her

thoughts.

Mr. and Mrs. Bradford were just getting up from
the breakfast table on Christmas when Daisy Edmonds
appeared in the doorway. looking like a little picture,
with a bunch of holly berries in her hand.

“I've come to wish you a merry Christmas,” she
said, **and to bring you cach a very little gift. I hopc
you will find them useful, if they aren’t much of a
present ; but a great deal of love goes with them, and
mamma says it's the love that makes the present
valuable. Perhaps you will write one of your sermons
with this, Mr. Bradford, some time,” and she looked
shyly into his face as she handed him the bright, new

en.

‘“Why, Daisy, a brand new pen!” th: minister
exclaimed, ** Why, that's exactly what I was needing.
how could you guess!’ ang the little girl was suddenly
taken up into his strong arms. *¢ I shall write my very
best sermons with it, yes indeed, dear child ; and let me
tell you that the text of one of them shall be your own
sweet self,” and as he bent to kiss her, Daisy thought
she saw tears shining in his eyes, which seemed to her
a very fuony thing to happen.

¢ And I shall tie a ribben on my Christmas hat-pin
so that it will not get mixed with the others in my pin-
cushion,” said dear, kind Mrs. Bradford, and 1 shall be
very choice of it and only wear it with my very best
btonnet! "

So they petted and praised and thanked her and
made her feel so happy.

When she got home and told her papa and mamma
the whole story, to her surprise they both hugged and
hissed and praised her, too; and for just a moment she

o

B thought she saw tears
R <hining in their cyesalso.
™ But asthey weresmiling

g all the time, and laugh-
} ing and looking at each
other iu a happy way,
Daisy felt sure that they
must be what she called * happiness tears,” and was
rladder than ever that she had managed to make the
two cents do, without troubling dear papa and mamma
about it in any way,
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Cambric Tea.

My marima saya that vambrie tea,

Ix good for little irle like mr

~ha makes it very white and thin
Instead of prttidg onmbne- 10,

12 really 18 » A'hicious drink,
Anlidoesnt taste as you would thuk.



