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grcctings. It -xas down amnIg the

dingy streets where tlic poor livcd, and

where there was no0 iaking ready for

Christmas.
llungry womien looked in at the

shabby shops, longing to buy meat and

bread, but empty pockets forbade.

Tipsy men drank up their wages in the

bar-rooms; and in mnany eold dark

chambers little ehildren huddled under

the thin blankets, trying, to forget their

misery in sleep.

1No nice dinners fillcd the air with

savory smells, no0 gay trees dropped

toys and bonbons into eager lands, no0

little stockings hung in rows beside the

ehimney-pieee rcady to bc filled, no

happy sounids of musie, gay voices, and

dancing feet were heard; and there

wcre 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 swcet-faced men and

Women xvho came stealinig into the poor
houses, working suchi beautiful miracles

that Effie could only stand and wateh.

Some slipped money into the empty

Pockets, and sent the 'happy mnotiiers to
buy ail the comforts they necded;
Ofthers ]ed the drunken men out of

temlptation, and took them home to find
safer pleasures there. Fires were

kindled on eold hearths, tables spread

as if by magie, and warm elothes
WIýrapped round shîvcring limbs. -Flow-

ers suddcnly bloomcd in the chambers

Of the siek; old people found them-

selves rcmcmbered; sad liearts were

cQonsoled by a tender word, and wickcd

Onles softened by the story of Him wlio
fOrgave ail sin.

But the sweetest work xvas for the
Children; and Effie hcld lier breath to

Weateh these human fainies hang up and

rill the littie stoekings witbout which
a chiîd's Christmas is not perfect, put-

tilg in things that once slue would have
tb.ought very humble presents, but
Whieh nlow seemed beautiful and pre-

clous because these poor babies had

I 1lothirig.
''That is so beantifiul ! 1 wish T coulé

mnake uïcrry Chlristnmases asý these good

people do,*andl be loved and thanked

as they are,'' said Effie, softly, as she

watelhed the busy men and woimen do

their work and steal away without

thiliking of axiy' reward but thcir own

satisfaction.
"You eau if you w111 . 1 have shown

you the way. Try it, and see how happy

your own holiday wvill be hereafter. "

As hie spoke, the spirit seemed to put

bis arms about hier», and vanishcd with

a kiss.
" Oh, stay and show me more!1" cried

Eff je, 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 bier eyes,

there was mamma bcnding over her,

and Inorfing sunshil' streamiflg into

the room.
"Are they ail gone? Did you neai

the belis? Wasn't it splendid?'' shi,

asked, rubbing her eyes, and looking

about hier for the pretty child who was

so real and sweet.
"You have been dreaming at a great

rate,-talkiflg in your sleep, laughing,

and clapping your hands as if you were

cheering somie one. Tell me what was

so splendid,'" said mamma, smoothing

the tumbled hair and lifting up the

slccpy liead.
Then, whilc she was being dressed,

Effie told her dream, and Nùrsey

thought it vcry wondcrful; but mamma

smiled to sec how curiouslY things the

child had thought, rcad, heard, and

seeni through the day were mixed up in

lier sleep.
"The spirit said I could work ]ovely

miracles if I tried; but I don't know

how to begin, for I have i'o magie

candle to make fcasts appear, and light

Up groves of Christmas trees, as hie

did,'' said Effie, sorrowfully.
''eYes, you have. We wili. do it ! we

xviii do it!" And clapping bier hands,

mnainnia suddenly began to dance al

over the room as if she had lost her

wits.

* 'Iowhow? You mnust tel mie,

*inammia," cricd Effie, dancing after

Iler, andà ready to believe anything Pos-

sible when she m.cmembered the advefl

-'turcs of the past night.


