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g?eetings. 1t was down among the
dingy streets where the poor lived, and
where there was no making ready for
Christmas.

Hungry women looked in at the
shabby shops, longing te buy meat and
bread, but empty pockets forbade.
Tipsy men drank up their wages in the
bar-rooms; and in many cold dark
chambers little children huddled under
the thin blankets, trying to forget their
misery in sleep.

., No nice dinners filled the air with
savory smells, no gay ftrees dropped
toys and bonbons into eager hands, no
little stockings hung in rows beside the
chimney-picce ready to be filled, no
happy sounds of music, gay voices, and
~ dancing feet were heard; and there
were no signs of Christmas anywhere.

““Don’t they have any in this place?”’
asked Effie, shivering, as she held fast
the spirit’s hand, following where he
led her.

““We come to bring it. Let me show
you our best workers.”” And the spirit
pointed to some sweet-faced men and
women who came stealing into the poor
houses, working such beautiful miracles
that Effie could only stand and wateh.

Some slipped money into the empty
pockets, and sent the happy mothers to
buy all the comforts they needed;
others led the drunken men out of
temptation, and took them home to find
safer pleasures there. Kires were
klnd_led on cold hearths, tables spread
as if by magic, and warm clothes
Wrapped round shivering limbs. -Flow-
ers suddenly bloomed in the chambers
of the sick; old people found them-
selves remembered; sad hearts were
consoled by a tender word, and wicked
gnes softened by the story of Him who
orgave all sin. o

But the sweetest work was for the

(V"Ellldren; and Effie held her breath to
ﬁlalvtCh these human fairies hang up and
2 ht.he’httle.stockings without which
tic ild’s Christmas is not perfect, put-
ng in things that once she would have
wo}lght very humble presents, but
eiomh now seemed beautiful and pre-
us because these poor babies had
Mothing,

¢ N
“That is so beautiful! T wish T could
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make merry Christmases as these good
people do, and be loved and thanked
as they are,”’ said Effie, softly, as she
watched the busy men and women do
their work and steal away without
thinking of apy reward but their own
satisfaction.

«You can if you will. I have shown
you the way. Try it, and see how happy
your own holiday will be hereafter.”’

As he spoke, the spirit seemed to put
his arms about her, and vanished with
a kiss.

¢“Oh, stay and show me more 1”7 eried
Effie, trying to hold him fast.

¢Darling, wake up, and tell me why
you are smiling in your sleep,”” said a
Voice in her ear; and opening her eyes,
there was mamma bending over her,
and morning sunshine streaming into
the room.

< Are they all gone? Did you neay
the bells? Wasn’t it splendid?’’ she
asked, rubbing her eyes, and looking
about her for the pretty child who was
so real and sweet. ,

«¥ou have been dreaming at a great
rate —talking in your sleep, laughing,
and clapping your hands as if you were
cheering some one. Tell me what was
so splendid,”’ said mamma, smoothing
the tumbled hair and lifting up the
sleepy head.

Then, while she was being dressed,
Effie told her dream, and Nursey
thought it very wonderful ; but mamma
smiled to see how curiously things the
c¢hild had thought, read, heard, and
geen through the day were mixed up m
her sleep. '

¢Phe spirit said I could work lovely
miracles if I tried; but I don’t know -
how to begin, for I have no magic
candle to make feasts appear, and light
up groves of Christmas trees, as he
did,”” said Effie, sorrowfully.

«“Yes, you have. We will do it! we
will do it!”” And clapping her hands,
mamma suddenly began to dance all
over the room as if she had lost her

wits.

“ITow? how? You must tell me,
mamma,’’ cried Effie, daneing after
her, and ready to believe anything pos-
sible when she rem'embered the adven-

- tures of the past night.
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