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ir-trees that stand in front of he
home.

I should so like to give thos
squirrels a Christmas!' said Bessi
as she watched the nimble little fe
lows frisking about.

'Supposing you do?' answere
inmma.

'Why, how?' asked Bessie..
kGét Wili to give you some ear

of corn.. Then put on your cloaJ
and hat, and hang them on that lit
tle tree over there.'

Bessie clapped her hands withtde
light.

'Won't that be splendid?' she ex
claimed, joyously. 'It'll be a real
ly and truly Christmas-tree fo
sqùirrels, won't it, mamma?'

So Bessie did as mamma suggest
ed, and hung the bright yellow ear
all over the little tree.. Then sh
went into the housè and watched
again.

First came Papa and Mamma
Grayie, and all their children. Thei
came grandpa and grandma, and al
the cousins till the tree was cover
ed with squirrels everywhere.

They stuffed their tiny mouths
full of corn, ahd then ran swiftl
away, only toô - eturn in a f ew min
utesr for more. :

Iessie watched them till, the sun
(Went down, and the next morning
not one single yellow kernel was to
be seen. The white corn-cobs swun
to and fro in the frosty air, and on-
]y one pretty gray squirrel sat pert-
ly on the bough, staring at Bessie
with his bright, beady eyes.

I guess he wants to thank me,'
said Bessie, and she opened the win-
dow and called politely, 'You're- en-
tirely welcome!'

But I'm very much afraid Mr.
Squirrel never heard her, for he
scampered away in a twinkling.

Barby.
(Persis Gardiner in 'Youth's Com-

panion.')

'Oh dear!' sighed Barby, fidgeting
about while she waited after school,
'it's 'most Christmas!'

Barby lived in a big stone house
called the Orphan Asyluin, with a
hundred other little girls. They
wore blue dresses and white aprons,
and if .you had.seen them coming
out of the school-room you would'
have said they were all·just exact-
ly alike. But they were not. They
were all different from each other,
and funny little Barby Svas differ-
ent from all the rest.

Barby w-as waiting for Miss

S Brown, the teacher. She and Mis
Brown were the best of friends..

:e 'Well, what is the matter now?
asked Miss Brown, smiling down a

1- the little cloudy face.
·'It's 'most Christmas,' began Bar

d by.
'And that is nice, isn't it?' saii

Miss Brown.
s 'No, ma'am!' said Barby, shakint
k her head like a pendulum. 'No

here. .I want to keep Christmas lik
other folks.

'So you shall,' said Miss Brown
kindly. 'The church ladies are go

- ing to give the children a dinner and
- a Christmas tree.'

'But 'that isn't keeping it like
other folks,' persisted Barby. 'The3
give presents. I'm tired of getting
and getting presents all the time

e and not giving any. Oh, dear
And I wanted to give something tc
Annie that's lame, but 1-aint-
got-no-money !

'You mean you haven't any-
.Miss Brown began, -but she stopped.

- She saw two round tears on Bai'by's
red cheeks, and two more in her
eyes; and how could a little girl be
expected to speak properly with

- such a:big lump in her-throat?
So Miss rownonigstroked Bar-

by's stiff, short hair, "and told lier
that to-morrow after school she
would show her how to make a pre-
sent all herself without spending a,
cent.

'And bring with you any other
little girls who wish to learn how to
make presents,' said Miss Brown.

The next day a whole flock of blue
dresses and white aprons gathered
around the teacher. Each littl*e
girl had brought lier own treasures
to be made over into a present. One
had a tattered doll,which was turn-
ed into a nice new one, and another
cut a ton pictnre-book and pasted
the pictures on stiff brown paper,
making a :pretty serap-book. Bar-
by had nothing but a great tangle
of ribbons and bits of cloth,but Miss
Brown said they would make a love-
ly rag-baby.

She showed Barby how to cut out
the baby herself, and how to stufi
it with cotton. It was aliost as
good as the dolls in the toy-shop,
and a great d eal softer and nicer to
hug.

Barby provided dolly with a full
set of baby-clothes and 'growu-up'
dresses beside, for what good is a
doll-if it cannot be any age that you
please?

Last of all, Barby took pen aiid ink
and drew a face on- dolly's white

s cloth head. Such black eyes anid
such curly black bangs. were never

ý1 seen before, and her mouth was so
t smiling that she made everyone else

srhile too.
'Mebby she isn't pretty,' said

Barby, 'but, any w'ay, she's cheer-
1 fnl. I'm going to name her after

me and'you-Im going to call lier
Y Cheerful Miss Brown Barby.'

Some of the gils gave their pre-
e sents to, the ba ies in the nursery,

and some to the little patients in
the sick-room. Barby carried- her
dolly straight to lame Annie's lit-
tle bed, and laid it in ber wee, thin
arms.

And to tell the truth, Annie liked
it a great deal better than the beau-
tiful great doll which the church
ladies had juit sent her.- Cheerful
Miss Brown Barby became la great
favorite in the sick-room. When
nurse was too busy to carry lier
from one little invalid to another,
this patient dolly could be thrown
from cot to cot all around the rooma
without any risk of breaking l.er
nose. All the sick children hugged
her and juiped her to their hearts'
content, and they laughed and for-
got their troubles just at the sight
of her oueer, smiling face.

And Barby was very happy.
'Told you so, Miss Brown!' she

cried, nodding her head triumphant-
iy. 'It's nicer to give presents than
to get 'em. Oh, a lot nicer!

• Wanted.

Wanted! young feet to follow
Wbere Jesus leads the way,

Into the fields where harvest
Is ripening day by day;

Now, while the breath of morn-
ing

Séents all the dewy air;
Now, in the fresh sweet dawning,

Oh, follow Jesus there!

Wanted! young hands to labor;
The fields are broad and wide,

The hiarvest waits the reaper
Around on every side;

Noue are too poor or lowly,
None are too weak or simall,

For in His service holy
The Mý1aster needs them all.

Wanted! young cars to listen;
Wanted! young eyes to sece;

Wanted! young hearts to answer
With throb of sympathy.

When on the wild waves' sighing
The strange, sad tale is borne.

Of lands in darkness lying,
Forsaken and forlorn.
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