o "younger child .
".‘,l;'?]ent ‘was a nice:warm | pair. of gloves.
“..“Of ‘course they ‘were cheap ones, but
they were much better than: her old

o 'sald May

'W’s surpr1se_, Bes1des the doll
a ““for poor sick :-Manne, there Was a
- -little ked Sake: for each’ “of: the

. -ones, _and commg “from’ her. httle
g boy

Chrlstmas Eve.

‘ 'l‘hree happy chlldren Were looh-

B ing out of the window. - Within the .

. room it was warm and bright, but

“[outs1de the streets were filled ‘with

- SNOW, nght was drawing - near,
and the people that walked rapidly

mlthrough ‘the ‘streets drew.up their

“coats' and Wraps, for it. wag very
cold‘ ' Baby was. fretful, and mam-_
“‘ma- brought him to the | Wmdow
too. - :
: ¢ Sée, mamma, that little boy sell
. ing his papers,’ said 1 "\Iay, ¢ hOW cold
- he looks. .
¢ And The’s crymg,’ S‘lld K1tt1e
¢ And 1t’s Chnstmas Dve,’ 'sa1d
mamia. I
_ “0h mamma'
and ‘buy- his papers. 80 he can: 0'0
~home; said May S
© 4TI buy some Wlth my Ghr1st-
= mas dollars,” said J ohnme, Who had
spohen before. !
, Mamma was’ qulte W1111ng, -and
she sent her maid to call the boy
. to the door. ,
~ The ch1ldren ‘took the1r money
and went down stairs. The shiv-
ering boy, with the B&ars almost
frozen on.-his cheehs, was glad.to
get into the nice warm hall. The
children bought all his papers, aud

-

cook gave ‘him a plate of hot soup,

‘ and mamma found out where he
l1ved and what a nice Chnstmas
: bashet she sent there !

‘What’s ail’ this ?: sazd papa, )

B com1n0' in just as they were crather-
ing up the papers. . :

. {Why, it’s, Ohrlstmas Dve, sa1d
. Johnnje.’ LT

¢And we’ ve bouvht h1s papers,

i ‘with our Christmas
- money, s0 he could go home. - -

-~ There ‘was a_special tenderness.
~in papa’s kiss that night. He felt
'that his little ones-were bemnnmg

< to. understind ‘the meaning" of the

I Chnstmas fest1val —‘ Bncrht JeW--
, A not mahe the best of your chances >

: _els

Mamma’s pres:

L they were: h1crhly pnzed—-
’ '"“The Sunbeamv'u e

: Ah dearest Jesus, Holy C.nld :
Malxe thee a bed, ‘soft; undeﬁled
W1th1n ‘my heart, that it may be
A qu1et chamber Lept for thee,

—Luther

' thgence the Road to Success.

By Mlldred L. Betteys
e Oh dear. me,” said’ Bessle, run-

'an' 1nto her mother’s room and

throwmw down her" bOOl\. and slate
‘Dverythmfr is Just horrrd mamma
I can not get my problems rmht—
and examination comes next Weeh
and I~have not studled for 1t at all

and you know we are ‘offered a’

prize | for: the best.. spohen piece at-

“the exerc1ses, and T haven’t oot myt

plece picked out yet.”” °
" ‘A sorry state of affzurs,’ thought

-her mother, ‘but - she ‘said, “How

does it come, Bess1e, that you hawe
left all this_ W01L t1ll the last

: R aweelc"” SR
Let me 0'0 down '

Bessxe did not answer, but sat

down with a troubled expressmn
~on her face. "~ )

. Her: mother notlcmtr th1s, sald -
“ Why not let the. _piece. go, - and :
" give all’ your study to~ your les- '

sons?

“Why, ) a1d Bessm,

mamma,

¢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 admiration and envy of her

schoolmates, 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 dauchter can. -

‘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 her mother saw a little

- later: A little girl with a sorrow-

- ful face, with slate and book before
‘Bessie,’ said her mother, ‘do” you
think - you have: done right to ne-
glect your study for play? Haye
-you not as.good a chaxice as other
little girls; and better than some"
Fou are not happy because you do:

f'v"But mamma, T do not thmk I

| _amas’ lucky -ag“some of the othier -

glrls L11y Bell hves 1n a. great
- stone house, and is'a oreat deal bet-
" ter: off than T am?: e

oMy httle girl; When you are older o N
1 and see more:of the’ world’s msery, S

you W111 be’ content with' your own-
* home’and chances, Was ‘her moth-
r’s reply -

“Bessie tool\ courafre, and after
try1n0* agam ‘and -again, she.con~
quered the lesson Whlch had seemed
so hard.

. That afternoon she came runnmtr

into. the’ house, excla1m1nrr ¢ \Iam
ma, Mr. Bell: was drunl\ this after
noon,, and scared Clara and me, ¢ and
when we Went by his house Llly
vas crylnw Oh, it ‘was anul’ .
. “And so0. you’ have seen some of
the m1se1y of the World < sald her
‘mother. i
St Yes, mamma, and I won’t éver.
complam any more,’ sald Bessie:
‘And she traly -did tr y to conquer
both her lessons’ and love of play.
“But she did not win the prize. - A,
poor girl who .be‘ran in time and

M

.

worked hard for it, won it. “And s0 - :

Bess1e satv that the falthful are al-
ways rewarded, and she has taken
foz. her' motto :

’

Modest and True. |

" W1ll1e was a chlld Who ‘really
loved Jesus. and. tried to do*what -

‘was rwht to piease him. One day a

lady met h1m in “the street as he
. Was coming’ from’ school, He had
a copy Dook in his hand BT

The lady said: ¢ Will you let ‘me

look at your book, W1111e P e

¢ Yes, ma’am.

, ¢Diligence . is the
road.to-‘;succ'ess.—’—"Union Sign'al..’_ -

\

~

Co
)

“How very neat it 1s—not a ')lot '

the lady said, as she turnod over
the leaves. . e : .
o W1ll1e meeltly remarked, ‘my
. governess scratched out all ‘the
blots
' He did not wish-the lady to th1nl\
better of him than he deser ved. Tt
would have been easier for him to-
have remained silent, and then the
lady would have. thought his book
never had any blots. -But then it
would" have been false; ; that would
‘have been a great blot on h1s heari
—f Sunday Hour’

- W-hen '_some people say they are’

willing to-do anything for Christ, -

they. mean anythmo that' cdn ‘e -

done v.uthout sacnﬁce or effort !



