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horne,' said May.
'I'11 buy some with my,Christ-

mas dollars,' said Johnnie, who had
spoken before.

Mamma was quite willing, and
'she sent her maid to call the boy
to the door.

The children took their money
and went down stairs. The shiv-
ering boy, with the tears. almost
frozen on his cheeks, was glad.to
get into the nice warm hall. The
children bought all his papers, .and
cook gave him a plate of hot soup,
and mamma found out where lie
lived; and what a nice Christmas
basket she sent there!

' What's ail this ?'. said papa,
coming in just as they were gather-
ing up the papers.

'Why, it's Christmas Eve,' said
Johnnie.~

And we've bought his papers,'
said May, ' with our Christmas
money, so -hé ,could go home.?

on lier face.
H fier mother noticing this, said:

"Why-not let the: piece. go, and
give all your study to your les-
sons?' -

.' Wy, .mamma,' said Bessie,
' would you have me disappoint
Miss Grant -when she expects me
to try for the prize.?'

Her real reason was that she lov-
ed the adiîniration and envy of lier
schbolmates, for. Bessie was a vain
little girl. Bessie's mother under-
stood this, and only said : 'Very
well, I think I can stand the failure
if my little daughter eau.'

'But, mamma, I want to pass and
win the prize, too.'

So she sat down and tried to be-
gin to work in earnest, and this was
the picture ber mother saw :a little
later: A, little girl with a sorrow-
ful face, with slate and book before
lier.

'Bessie,' said her. mother, 'do you
.There -was a.special tenderness. thiuk you have. donc rigbf to ne-

in papa's kiss that night. He felt gfcct your study for piay? Have
that bis little ones' were beginning you nof asgood a chance as other
to. understand fe meaning of -the littlg aud better than some?
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Modest and True.
Willie was a child who really

loYed Jesus and tried to. do what
was right to please him. One day a
lady met him in the street as lie
was coming frémr school. H.e had
a copy book in his baud.

The lady said: ' Will you let me
look at your book, Willie?' .

'Yes, ma'am.'
'How very neat it is-not a blot'

fthe lady said, as she turned over
the leaves.

' O!' Willie meekly remarked, 'my
governess scratched out all the
blots.'

He did not wish-the lady to think
better of him than he deserved. t
would have been easier for him to
have remained silent, and then the
lady would have thought his boolk
never had any blots. :But then it
would hav.e been false; that would
have been a great blot on his heart.
-' Suiiday Hour.'

When some people say they are
willing ft do anything for Christ,
they mean anything that can be
done with out sacrifice or effort.'


