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wun m h»d and. up gentlemn bat be (orjot it rifbt in 
give up our present#, we tl* middle, a#d ended with just telling 
bed not dreamed it would our plen, end why we did it Then we 
W# were »o hsppy over ell went In. Mother >terted end cried 
ofter ell, we were gled "Oh I" but father didn't say one word ; 

instead of eny other— he iust looked around at Arthur end me 
it seemed more like mother's way. That ana then put his arm about mother, 
was all we could do that day, so and. going nearer, they stood looking at 
ÀrAur declared the committee honor- the picture together. I cried—I could 
ably uiscbarged, and the meeting ad- not help it—and Arthur turned his back, 
journed fine die. Ever since he bad till mother called us, and took us in her 
oom henced reading Crow he had been .arms as she bad done that dreadful day 
tery proud of bis Latin, but even I knew in the spring, saying again, “My chil 
enough to know sins die was wrong, be dren, my children !"—only there was 

to meet the next day, a difference. Father was wiping his 
there wa-. so little time before Christ- glasses, but when he had finished he 
mas. I told Aithur, and he said we kissed us both, and said, “God bless you, 
could meet all the same, only that was my dears."
the proper way for cloaing the meeting. And that dey was one of the happiest 

The next morning we met again. 1 Arthur and I ever apent—we both said 
had been trying to think lor an hour, ao ; and at night mother and father said 
humming some napkins for mother, it had been a dear Chriatmas, thanks to 
what we shou! і get tor her present. I their children. And Arthur and 1 just 
was to think of mother’s and Arthur of squeezed each other's hands and looked 
father's. 1 could not decide between a at each other, we were ao glad — Set.
sealskin sacque and a piece of statuary -—- •••--------- --- — I
for і be parlor. I thought mother really Tom » 111 If .ml Prier Smllhm. 
ought to have the aarque—for she al
ways went out, no matter bow stormy It was a cold enowy morning, a lew 
or col I it was, if there was a poor per days before Chriatmas. when Tom Whit.- 
evu to visit or any one in trouble who (tatuiliarly called “Windy" by his boy 
needed ber. but 1 knew it roust cost a friends> awoke U> find himself shoel.-ss 

•very great aval. For that matter, I wa» and without a cent in bis pockets, 
a'rai J a pim e of statuary would, ion ; bui was a bootblack by pmfeesion, an 
1 knew mother wa. very fond of statuary, wandered almut from town to toyra try 
tor I bad beard bar say eu oil*#. Arthur mg to make enough to keep t*xiy and 
had »ty thought ola .at of book. le. .so»t together lie finally concluded tu 
fetb.r, »nd .aid I would hare to guy up «ellledown, wad chose one of the leading 

"* and the .tatuar y | cities of < ibto a# hie piaoe of abode. Hi. 
* would -о I rouf» ! Wit Inend wa» Peter Number., a new 

The two boy. w I
і gf «her, when not at work, and they were 
ever tweje to tiulit fur une am th-W

“I’d be an awful good boy the 
my life, if I could be forgiven for being 
a thief," replied Tom, brightening up.

“Well, we will fix our ooats, so if Santa 
Claus comes he can leave epmetbing for 

See, here is a piece of string, we 
can tie around the bottom of the 
sleeves," said Peter, fairly dancing with 
joy, as he arranged things to suit him 
self.

rest of filed. She overtook her mother, -my 
beautiful mamma,"

“ Mother's Children. "
our minds to 
both said we

our 4>lan that, 
^fo have this

as she often
at the door of the breakfast room, 

and they went in together, the little girl 
chattering now about Santa Claus. 
Breakfast was well along before the little 
girl ceased her happy obatter, and Mrs. 
Stanford took the opportunity to ask : 

•'What were you telling nurse so ear- 
wtly this morning, DorettaT" 
“Nothing, only"—she hesitated. Mrs.

called
her,a .'Haietifa* svoav.
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would be"~a *ad 
b*-r and lather. For 
Id be sad for us, too ;

least, that
was what most everyone said, as if it 
made a d;ff-reace; so we supposed it 
must. We were surprised, when we 
counted, to find how shot t a time it was 
since Dick bad left us—it did seetu »o 
very long. We always say Dick ha# gone 
away ; u sounds too cruel to say our 
dear old Dick is dead. Not that he was 
really old, for he was the youngest, and 
the pet of the family. Mother always 
called him “ her baby," and father “ bis 
boy." Arthur used tv sa y be didn' 
where we. came in, unless we were 
father's baby an.l mother's boy, which 
always made me laugh, it was so absurd.

We did |ind out what we were. It wa. 
that dreadful day when wA had no 
beck from the churchyard, and 
house waa, oh I bow still and lonely ! and 
in the libraiy, wh« r« w. were, Dick's 
little chair in the .-orner ma Le me feel as 
if the whole world had 
and I was In it alone, 
lookir g »o sad,
—•be who had 
all—and Arthur and I 
our anus about her S 
to her, and kneedУ us 

My children, my 
what 
throat, an 
he u

dren,’ while I l. 

і bad ha I

You see, we knew it 
• hratmas lor mofb 
that matter, 
but then we were young—at

іе, Tom, let us kneel down by the 
d pray. Don’t be afraid, but just 

believe that/(îod will listen to all we say.” 
The two little .forms knelt hr the bed
side, and as Sheriff Howard listened to 
their simple, but earnest prayer, the 
tears dropped from his eyes; he turned 
and left them with the resolve, that as 
far as it was in hia

“Com
Stanford smiled. “Only what ? my 
child.”

•Only how miserable I.was, the day 
ter Cnristmas, last year." 

that, d
everything we could to make you happy 
on Chriatmas day ; didn’t a little of the 
happiness last over?”

thing to 
almost crie

alter Ctirlitm 
“Why was

cause we had
ear ? We all did

power, every request 
they had aiked, should be grauted. 
Hurrying out of the gloomy building, he 
wended his way to Mr. Black’a—the man 

had complained against the boy 
found in him an attentive listei 

elated thei

guess you did too much," said 
tta, sagely, “I couldn’t think of any- 

want the next day, and I just 
•ied over it,!*-

lor word.

“ Something must be very wrong 
where when that is the state of 

aid Mrs. Stanford, half to her- 
like Alexander, dear,

r conversation, w rifïirs,’’ ■
If. “Y 
aren’t you 
“ Was he

the
ou were 
ou ?’’ 

the man 
who cried because he 
to conquer?"

“ Yes, wasn't he foolish ?"
“ I don’t know ; perhaps he was. But 
know almort how he felt, Mamma." 
The carriage was announced, and Mrs. 

Stanford hastened away. But her 
daughter's word* had left an impression 
on her mind which she did not soon

“Christmas gift, Windy!" called Peter, 
long before daylight.

Tom rubbed bis eyes and said in a 
•deepy voice, “ Taint Christmas yet, 
Peter ; go to sleep."

“I can't go to sleep, Windy: 1 think 
at be some candy in our

read me about 
no more worldshad

been emptied out 
Mother came in, Torn

d hadwith ber eyes full «И tears 
ben SO i r.re through ll

-there mu

“ Do you honestly think so?" asked 
Vdm. now fully aroused.
“Yes I do! We'll have to stay, in bed, 

though, till ,da;
. “ Lai's get ou 

dae'l wait/' «aidщ-цца-—

I

ddÎ
ml of. As she had sauf “something was 
wrong somewhere." And when she 
found something wrong. Mrs. Stanford 
never was satisfied until she had made 
an effort to right it.

I« is very doubtful if another thought 
of the morning's conversation

rod. The grand day 
the year was so near that it pushed 
everything else but of sight. And when 
''Ur 1st ом ilay dawned, bright and clear, 
it looked upon no bsppier chll і In all 
<'hrietendom than Dorvtte Stanford. 
All the morning it seemed as if she were 
growing happier every moment. Santa 
Claus bed I.rought her everything she 

and some things she 
not thought of ; but no 
them, they j>leased her

ng she was busy looking over and 
over again all the pretty things that bad 
come to her and arranging them in her 
room. After laneh her father played 
some of her new games with her. And 
overone of them—“ Tiddlety Winks 
they had so much fun that tee sound of 
their laughter brought Mrs. Stanford 
down stairs to join them. Later M 
Stanford made a slight change in 
usual order of events for Christmas day ; 
she asked Doretta to take a walk with her 

“ I am going to make a call," she said, 
nd I should like very much to have 

Doretta ran to put on 
pa, though in her heart she won- 
'hat her mother meant. A few 

brisk walking brought them 
і poorest street in 

the village. Poor as it was, it wsa clean, 
but only one of the four rooms was oc
cupied ; snd it was furnished in the 
plainest manner possible. When Mrs. 
Stanford knocked, an dlderly lady, as 
tiny and neat as her own little room, 
came to the door and.greeted them very 
cordially.

“You sent me such a fine Christmas 
dinner, ma'am,” she said. “ It will last 

three or four days. But its no use 
me to be thanking you ; you’re all 

the time doing something for me."
“How are your eyes, Mrs. Taylor?" 
"About the same, ma'am. They don't 

hurt me quite so» much 1 think: but 1 
can't see to read at *11. And I believe 
the doctor thinks I never shall read any

ylight.
ul easy and feel around. I 

Tutu, climbing out olslastly to
mot'aerf the! >e v. \л get lb

Peter heard 
“ What's lb*

“‘I 1‘fiter, you ought to we what's

a prolonged whistle, 
matter, Windy?” he

СГ«Уа!ІDfiretta's mig the! U»
I nice

We

pert of lb* Hay ti 
dy apples 

a Dial beaut 
btui not to eat them, but lie forgot ll* 
until they wem both eaten, 1 remet 
tier so plauivy bow lie sang in eburcb 
the night before—Ч*М juil like an 
angel ; even Aunt Hue spoke -of it, and 
•he never praises anyone.

V <-u had !•- a 
spring, and, ss 
Chriatmas/would 
mother
went into the play-room one day after 
leeftons and held a meeting to decide 
what “mothei's children" 
mske this Christmas brig 
is so funny ! He said we 
legally, and the proper way to do was to 
resolve ourselves into a committee of the 
whole. I didn t know -what that was, 
but was willing if it wotjffd not be too 
much trouble ; and it proved no trouble 
at all, for you only bad to say you were 
so, and there you-were. I told Artbhr 
be must have made some mistakes, for 
this was just like when 1 used to pre 
tend I w-is tjueen Elizabeth in one of 
mother's wrappers, with my’hair rolled 
up, and a napkin ring on it for a crown, 
giving a (penny) ring to the Esrl of 
Leicester, which was Arthur in my cape 
and grandfather's sword; but -Arthur 
said there was no pretense about it, and 
it was iust like a girl for me to think so. 
1 don't know what I should be like if it 
isn't a girl, Arthur seems to forget 
there's anything besides lioys. Well, 
after we had become a committee ol the 
whole, Arthur appointed me vie# preei 
dent and secretary, au I i

to be treasurer vert muv 
•ay anything, fur I saw 
it, too і still, I didn't

V «
nothin'," said Peter,

you ..ist ought to feel,"

over, and taking 
he found bo

, w* аг* уоицріо have a.iolly 
good Christina»," said tie,

I be hoys walked to the window and 
looked out into the yard below. Sudden 
ly,.as if some fairy had waved b 
a ray of light buret through 
вма ГЬо boys g 
piled upon chairs 
from an overcoat down 
stockings. They jumped up i 
in their joy, forgetting for the 
their surroundings.

•Ay, Peter Smithers, you are a 
trump," said Tom, as be commenced try • 
ing on his new clothes.

“O Windy, I didn’t give you 
things ; don't you remember you 
prayed for them ?” said Peter, reproach-
““That's 

fused.
God has

Howard,^

have a surprise for

от hi# bed, which wee 
than • closet te an old I dubiously.
». and arvaye-1 hltnse l in “Well 1 

fats only eu t of rlutbes H* held a
j piece of an old laokmg glam I* front I *'
і Of him, that h# might ace Ul u

MM
htm І і h*

who»* lied T uupa
ll holdget m

wwald.be horrid

not, lus I of the coat sleeves, 
them fairly stuffed.

• < I -WindyI ben I had such an had wiehw»l for“Whet's the use. Wi 
; to be

I,ad 
ha. і

indy While, of you 
anything." be eolUoqu seif, 

ooped down to tm the remaining 
of hie worn out shoe# to his feet 

g a merry whistle, he turned and 
ter coming toward him.

Windy, what makes 
Peter

more then the 
wished for. All the

trying 

portion
“Arthur, I cried, “a picture of Dick ! 
“Ih* very thing," he said. "Elsie,

, ■ .і
„“A large one, m a frame."

es, end we'U go and see Mr. I orne 
about it." Mr. Lome was an artist 
friend of ours, and would tell us, we 

who would do it the best and

t i. IlgN
n gone -now ever since 

1 said. the dark 
lanced around them, 

were new clothes— 
to shoe* and 

and down 
moment

we knew this 
be very sad lor dear 

and father; so Arthur and I «7»
SO sorry ?"
a piece ol bread to warm you 

dubious
warmth of the article; 
devoured* it.

“ 1 tell you, Peter, I am reckless, and 
l ain not goin' to tramp about in the 
cold with bare feet any longer."
^ “ What can you do? ’ anxiously asked

Windy glanced around to see if., any 
one was near, then whispered something 
in Peter's ear that caused the boy to turn 

I'll do anything you 
I like you,” replied

•Л you look
asked. “Come

up 
mg."

•ead with rather a 
is face as to the 

but be eagerly

quickest. .
Father Consented to the plan .for 

mother s saie, and mother did, thinking 
it would cheer up lather, and botn pro
mised to be as secret as possible. Of 
course we did not tell either what

should tart out this cold 
indy look the hr 

look
must behave “1

the
uldpresent was, for we decided we wou 

have to give the picture to both togethc 
We had such a time deciding how to 
give it. I said, give the picture to 
mother and the frame to father—the 
picture to mother because she always 
called Dick her baby. But Arthur said 
father always called him hit boy, bo why 
not give the picture to father ? And 
finally we settled it that 
was to give it, all framed, to both.

_>lr. Lorne found out for us just the 
rijrlit person to make the picture, and 
helped Ais chooee the frame. We hail a 
sweet photograph of Dlok in his choris 
ter's rot»e, to have oopied ; and we 
ordered a broad, old oak frame, with a 
bar of music from Mendelssohn's “Songs 

Words" burned across thé top. 
і hard.to keep the secret,-only 

prise wôuld be gone if 
I wouldn't, anyway,

with me."
herso,” said Tom, looking con- 

“l shall alwa 
been belt

derëd w_ 
moments' 
to a small house on the

tys say my prayers ; 
er to me than I de-

Christmss, boys," called Mr. 
, as he came to their cell. “I 

you. Mr. Blake, from 
you took the shoes, has with- 
the complaint against you, and we 

are going to try and get you positions 
where you oan earn an honest living."

The boys gave Mr.. Howard ' a hearty 
embrace, and declared they would never 
■teal again.

Mr. Blake reoeived them kindly, and 
when he bade tbe Sheriff good bye he 
thanked him for having shown him the 
way to aave two precious souls—Harri 
cite Carpenter Cut la ton.

pale. “01 course 
want me to, cause

“ Don't fret abothe beet way )ut me,’ said Windy, 
as he picked up hjs box and started 
out to perform his day's work.

True to his word, Peter was at the 
eeting, at the appointed hour, 

came up the street rather bur 
y, and seeing I'eter, said : “ Hello ! 

you are here, I see. Now I want you to 
keep your eyes open. You see yonder's 
a shoe store; 1 am going to make a 
break at that box of shoes, and if I- 
don't have something to keep my 
feet warm, my name isn't Tom White."

Winds, don't do It,” said Peter 
trembling with fear.

" Don't be a baby," said Tom, putting 
on a bold front “ You keep a lookout 
and tell me if jovf see any one coming."

Walking noiselessly over to the store 
Tom sneaked sidy up to a box, grabbed 
a pair of shoes, and running over to 
Peter, cried in an exultant voice "Come 
on, pard ; run for your life."

І*Ье boys ran, but in the excitement 
Tom nulled down the shoes that we 
attached toastring hanging above 
box, and the noise attracted the alien 
lion of the proprietor. IJ pon going to 
the door he caught sight of the boys run 
ntng away, and immediately he notified 
tbe police. Much to their surprise as 
they eat in the dark entry way of a 
building to reel, a big burly policeman 
jerked them by the collar and said, “ I 
arrest you scamps for theft."

“Please, sir, he didn't steal," said
>m. pointing to Peter, who was crying.
“No, sir, I didn't steal ; but I’m not 

goin’ to leave, you, Windy," Peter said, 
drying hie eyes.

“No danger of your leaving Windy ; 
you will both sleep in jail to night," an
swered the policeman, as he took them 
to the cold, dreary building lor criminals.

“ Wjndy, I'd sooner be out in the cold, 
than behind the bare," replied Peter, his 
eyes filling up again.

“Get into your room, boys," growled never 
the turnkey as he shoved them into the the 
cell and locked the door. abo

“See what a dandy bed well have, 
pard," eaid Tom, throwing himself upon 
the little iron cot.

Tired and worn out with their hard
ships, the boys soon fell asleep.

The night before Christmas, Sheriff 
Howard concluded he would call upon 
the boys, and cheer them up with a few 
kind words. Drawing near their cell 
heard them earoestlv 
paused a moment 
what they were saying.

"Windy, do you hear the sleigh-bells 
jingle? This is Cbristmas Eve, and I'll 
bet every boy in town is going to hang 
up his stockin'." said Peter wistfully.

Tom studied a few minutes, then 
jumping up, said, “I'll tell you what let's 
do ; let's hang up our socks."

“Why, Windy, we haven't any socks," 
exclaimed Peter.

“I declare, Peter, you always come in
і the home stretch," laughed .Tom.

“Sure enough, we haven’t any socks.
Guess we'd better stay right where we 
are for the rest of the winter," and he 
buried his face in his hands.

Peter crossed over to him, and said :
“Don’t cry, Windy ; I've thought of 
something else. Do you suppose God 

poor boys in jail ? Maybe if 
kneel down and say our prayers,

Santa ("Ians would come ana leave 
something for us.”

“ I am too bad to pray, Peter,"
Tom. “He might listen to you.’ ’

“No, Windy, you must pray too. If you 
are sorry you stole the shoes, and ask for 
forgiveness, I know God will answer your 
prayer."

place of m 
Windy 

riedl

forI

hi». rwa ігягс
h, but I didn't 1 told , and then 
Arthur waul#.I

«lui there I c;b 
me to do, but Arthur told uni 

When bu

, deni aed tr
wouldn't, 

I wouldat»1 I would
The Day After.lUloias Eve the picture came; we 

ugglel it ups Un re into my closet, end 
ng my і»eei dree# over it so bo one 

Id see It Arthur and I were so 
end did feel so mysterious When 
upstairs to get my "hat and cloak 

to church, he actually caught roe 
arms and kissed me, though he 

hardly ever does We all went to 
t'burob together. It looked beautiful, 
with Its ropes of green winding round 
the big white pillars, and the wreaths on 
the gallery railing, ami oser the chancel, 
in letter# of holly, the “Peace on earth, 
good will toward men " We bad gotten 
used to no^ seeing Dick amongst the 
choristers, but somehow to night all the 
old feeling came back when Г beard the 
faint “A men" to the prayer away ofi in 
the robing room ; and then the sweet, 
distant music growing clearer and louder, 
until up in front of the chancel the 

, led on and urged on by thé

"On-ward—Cb 
March—lug—

if 1 could not stand it ; as if I 
Dick there at the head of the 

his voice as it always 
out high and sweet above the

would
me there was enough for a girl

“ That's too bad I" exclaimed Doretta, 
impulsively. “Do you like reading very 
much, Mrs. Taylor?"

“Very much, dearie. I don’t know 
toe my eyes 
other hadn’t 

oome to read to me some-

BY IISI.SN H. ULAkK.disappointed I wa». though ! 
say if f would rrquest his» rssig ! happy, 
he would give up bis office, but j I went 

'l want to do any thing j

be
he did b“ Whby don't people 

the day after Christmas ? 
i. aged ten, asked of 1

nursery to dress 
ally early break- 

fast it waa only two days before that 
day of all the rear to children—0.

ever write stories 

of her nurseof course I didn 
like that. Thru We Uiked OVSI plane, 
and every time I had an idea, something 
very nice, Arthur^ would bsve one, loo, 
and cell me to orîier an t say the presi 
dent bad the floor,-pinch un-ant he was 
to tell his ides first. 1 did get so dis 
couragetl !

We decider!, besides, bei 
and not

Unlord, aged ten, 
he came into the

us
what 1 should have < 
have been so bad, if 
so kindly 
times."

Doretta left ber chair and went over 
to Mrs. Taylor’s side.

“Won't you let me come and read to 
you sometimes T I oan read pretty well 
if it isn’t too hard. I can read the Bible 
very well, msmma says. Do you like 
the Bible?”

dearie. And I’d

the child for an unuau

td children—Christ- 
thethe as. Mrs. Stanford 

etensibly to E 
though, 1 think, if 
known, she had already had moi 
one interview with him about Dore 
presents. However, Mrs. Stanford was 
going to the city again this morning to 
see Santa Claus for a final talk abo 
Christmas ; and Doretta had asked as 
particular favor that she might get up 
and have breakfast with her mother, 
even though she had to leave her warm 
bed an hour earlier than usual. Nurse 
had come in expecting to find Doretta 
sound asleep and she was a little sur
prised to be greeted with a question 
that sounded very wide awake indeed. 

“Why don't people ever write Stories 
the day alter Christmas ?"

know, dearie; don't they do

was going to 
see Santa Clau
the truth hkd beenng very good,. 

Ives that day,going off by ourse 
we must begin by having a g 
prise. We must give both fa 
mother a lov

rand sur

ehr present witbbut their 
suspecting it The only trouble was how 
to get it. We Mth had our banks where 

been saving up for Christmas, but 
ve all we had in them to mother 

instead of giving to Bridget 
our “poors/' which1 we 

ould not be pleased at 
said the com

K ut -J1 Beet of anything,
^ like to hear you read і 

„n will let you come."
Before they

what chapter Mrs. Taylor liked best. 
And the next morning, the first thing 
after breakfast, she went and read it over 
with her mother. Later in the day she 
fulfilled her promise and went and read 

Mrs. Taylor, so correctly and with 
so much expression that she said after
ward, the familiar chapter had never 
sounded sweeter than when геїні by this 
child.

t if your mamma
ЧП iey

or
left Doretta found oat

and father, ins 
and Jane, and 
always did,they w 

1, we knew. So 
teq of tbe wh>

Ге
brtii—tl an
us— to -wai

sol—dl em

ail, we knew. So Arthur said me com 
xnitteq of the whole would retire and 
draw up a plan to present-to the presi 
dent, but as the schoolroom was the

in, we only pretended to rétire, 
all of a sudden I had a splendid idea.

ade sure he 1

rniut see 
boys, and hear

others, on

it to

about 
“I don’t 

it?"
“Wh

ace we would be interrupted
“With—the crows—ofJeaus,"

and then dropping again,
“lio—Ing—on—before."
g.up, I saw the old look of pain 

coming ovèr the dear mother’s face, and 
1 was ashamed to think how, on this 
night of all nights, I was forgetting to 
help. I shut my eyes, for I knew the 
words as well as Dick had known them, 
amd I just thought down the teem, and, 
•lipping my hand into mother’s « 
stood up, I sang too.

I forgot Dick was 
the choir, jui 
lure, oaly be

: It was only a small act of kindness, but 
it made more than one person happy. 
Mrs. Taylor enjoyed the .reading ; but 
far mort- Mrs. Stanford enjoyed 
thought that her little daughter was, of 
her own accord, showing a thoughtful 
attention to one who needed it. And 
most of all, Doretta enjoyed having been 
of use to some one, having given a little

"Mamma," she said on going to bed 
that night, “1 really think to-day has 
been happier than yesterday. And to
day is tbe day after Christmas, too, and 

thought it would bo miserable just 
was last year. What do you thin 
the diff.

‘/I'll tell you, darling. l»aet year you 
were thinking mat shout yourself; while 
today you've beee thinking 
•bout making Mn. Taylor

haven’t had time te 
ell. Yoe've been pleas 

of yonraelf.”
can do >hal every day in the 

I ? ee that 1 can be happy

іу no! of course they don’t. You 
er in all your life saw a story 'bout 
day after Christmas; they’re all just 
ut Christmas itself, and that’s happy 

bout having stories about it 
But the day after is just miser 
there isn’t even a story to read

watched Arthur till |1 made sure he had 
no idea to call me to order for, and then 
I told him. It was this : First, we would 
go to father, make him promise on his 
honor he would not foil, and then ask 
him, instead of giving us a I'bristmas 
present, to give each of us the money, 
so we could'get something for mother ; 

ext, go to mother and do the same 
Ter. With sllthat money we could 

get ІюіЬ a beautiful present. We knew 
what father would probably give us—we 
always did. Mother was the one who sur 
prised us ; we used to tell father what 
we waoteu. Arthur was going to a»k for 
a bicycle, and I had made up my mind 
for a willow rocking cuair—a little one 
with light blue ribbon bows, to beve all. 
for myself in my own room. I dwi hate

enough wit

able, and 
about if"

“Then that's just the best time to sit 
down and read Christmas stories 
don't hive 
read them."

"But who wan 
thing that's all
won't соте again for a whole year? 11 
you felt as 1 did the day after last Christ 
mas, you'd just wish that somebody'll 
write a great long story, that didn't say 
a word about Christmae, and would lake 
you all day to read. And then maybe 
you'd forget whet e happy time you'd 
had the day before end what a miserable 
Хіте you were having now."

"Just hear the chlfifl " exclaimed 
Nurse. “I'll tell you what I think,
DoretU, that any little girl a» ha» such a 
beautiful home as you'te got, and sued a 
kind mother and father don't deeerve 
them at all, If she’s ever ui
the day after Chriatmas, or any ____
day."

“1 wasn't unhappy, 1 wa» iust misera
ble, 'cause the day before I'd had every 
thing I wanted all day long. And then 
that morning 1 woke tip and thought 
there waa nothing more to wish for, and 
I couldn’t think of anything I wanted for 
next Christmas."

“ 'Doretta,' " called hor mother from 
the next room, “Pm going down to 
breakfast now, are you reedy ?"

“Yea, mamma, in just a minuta,” and est our# of the age. Try і 
Doretta slipped hastily into her drees Prove it for yourself and be 
end waited impatiently for it to be fast- Its greet merits ! 11

to 1 
sbl

d n

gone ; 1 saw him in 
іе looked in the pic 
inging, singing with 

if I could hear his 
ter and clearer than all the 

others, and I sang, and forgot every- 
ng forgot the church, and everybody 

about me, everything except Dick'!
"Ulo— ry-land—»nU—bon—or," 

up swelled the music, and it seemed as 
if angel» were waving the “ F<
Earth, Good Will Toward Men." Then, 
with another “Д men," the music s 
ped and service began,,and brought 
back from I did not kffow where. 1 still 
ha-1 bold of mother's hand, and she was 
looking at me in a strange sort of 
and there were tears in her eyes,

smiled, and, besides, the tired, pain
ed look in her face was gone.

в ; you 
day to

te to read about some 
gone and done with

time on і hristmas

st as h he
Ha

seemed as
tly conversing., 
that he might hear

кті
I as it

voice swee

tin

7.01
to give up my chair,
•elfish to feel that, 
always told me selfish people were uo 
happy, sq I determiner! I would not 1* 
eeltl*h and unhappy, and I pre 
that If I had goli#* the hair ft 
hate Been uncomfortable, and broken 
do#n with me the first time I »at in It, 
Arthur thought my plan » good one. 
though be did went a bteyrle very much ; 
still, be wauled more to help mother 

- and father. U made me feel belter to 
have him own up ab-nil the bicycle, be 
cause I bed fell the same way about my 
chair, and I told him what a dtaapi»ouit 
ment that would have turned out if 1 
bed asked for it, aed advised him to 
pvefowd he'd beve.token a "bander” off 
the bicycle the second time he mounted 
it, eo he couldn't ride for 
Pthou^t it would help hie » met 
denL But he only fold me 1 we» 
just like a girl again, which I am 
getting used to now, awl don’t mind

a httle'“hap 
think

but I
way ; an pier that you 

of yourself at
■tsrr
any time 1 want la

With
problem, “ 
kissed her

“S which happy 
How to be

solution of the 
happy," Doretta 

mother and went to bed.
Yes, we can all be happy any time we 

want to, so long as there are thoee 
whom we can render kindly service.

Туї "happy,

Chsmtmas Morning.
When we came down stairs Christmas 

morning, Arthur and I took father and 
mother to the door of father's study, 
where we had put Diok's picture, so 
th st It would be the first thing you 
sew as you went into the room. Arthur 
had a Jittie speech, which he had 
written out and learned, to make before 
we went In; It was really very good, 
just like the big speeches in the news 
pnpnrs, and oommeooed, “indies and

—'Thousands of bottleSS are annually a 
теє», where it 

None but an article of sterling 
could stand this let

Emulsion 
time V Is bet known

sobbed

it І ТЄ

A

■

I
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■
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DR. KlHOTELS.

CARLTON HOUSE,
HALIFAX, Я. B.

Th» above boas» is centrally situated, «or- 
nsr Amyls ass Рате* St*.

Lighted by Юе<*г1сіТу 
Well served table, end nlee 6qm 

Mrs. M. I. MARC
Telephone 7Я6.

w
LIN

VSr sM formCENTRAL HOUSE,
78 Granville Ht,

HALIFAX, N. 8.
Swellings, U 

Neuralgia, 
Headache

Conducted on strictly Temperance principle# 

Misa A, M. PAY80N.

FOR MELLIOTT'S HOTEL,
2S to 32 Germain Nt„

SAINT;rOHN, *. В 
Modern Improveme 

$1 per day. Tea, Bed 4i Breakfast Tie
B. W. ELLIOTT, Proprietor.

EMOLUEMT l

И. РЛХТОІ

HOTEL OTTAWA,
North Side King Square,

SAINT JOHN, N. B. The Newest
E. СОЯМ AN, Proprietor.

PROFESSIONAL CARDS.
L. O, 

JUST IMUKD

"SiteSB
ludgmeat have «

alnal.la »„«(»«l 

'••gl nnera. er»,.
superb eéd » art!

eues. Pi ET I
■ 11* ПНІ

C. W. ВItADLEY.
Dbntist,

MONCTON, W.B.
MBee Oor. Main Л Hot»fen! HU.

)eMe address “ King." Telephone No. SIS

tr INO A HARSH,
IX. Barrietere,8olirUore.Notariée,fn. 

HALIFAX, N. 8.
sewiB n. KiBw.aa. wn.iuA* u bam#,ll.a

Money ! n vested OU Keel Estate iWmrtty.
»-• 'lleotlime utede^u ell parte of ( aaada

ont. McDonald, 

BARRISTER, Ao.,
Рншопм Htrsbt,

ST.JOHN, N. B.

І її valuable Ш :
M Mse. Юе. post pa

OLIVER O
443-463 Wm 

ti M. DITMON * 
W7 Broadway, N,

1891-)W P JJONNELL, D. D. 8„

DENTAL ROOMS:

22 GERMAIN STREET,
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

“ Chrietmae c

BAPTIS1
r\R. W. П. 'STEEVES,.

DENTIST,
Is ready to m

« WELLINGTON ROW,

8Г. JOHN, N. B.
READ

Hoy's Own Aunt 
Girl’s Own Amu 
Sunday at Hom< 
Leisure HourI AS. C. MOODY, M. D.,

V Physician, Surgeon A Accoucheur, 
HBoe arid Residence, corner Gemah and 

Grey Street#. WINDSOR, N. 8.
Awake (cl. 

Pastime tor Uttl 
Doe Tales, Cat Ti 
History or 01-IT
History of New 1 
Mortes about Jei 
Story of the Blbl 
The Bible ana it 
Napoleon Bonnp 
Great African Ti

BUSINESS CARDS.

LAMP GOODS. Great Arctic TTs 
Zle-Zex " North 
Little One's Ann 
Red Mountain*c 
Zlg Zeg In Aasti

Chandeliers; Bracket, Library, Student, 
Table and Hand Lamp»; Burners,Chimneys 
Wicks, Shades, Globes, Lanterns, Oil and 
Spirit Stoves, Де. Ш0 Toy Hook! 

for little chlldrei 
Де , from toe. np 

Calsndark, It 
Shakespeare 
Devotional (1 
Boudoir (blot 
Dally l-ortioi 
Pans, Iltumli 

Smaller styles

FOR BALE BY-----
J. B. CAMERON, 64 Prince Wm. St,

THOMAS L. HAY,
USMBRAL DIALS* IN

HIDES, SKINS, and WOOL.
Hay, Oati, Creeked Corn and Oats, Middlings 

and Bran. Beet of stock al way eon hand.

Scott, Де.—va7lc»

100 Handsome 
Cards, tor $1 casl 
alt good else and 

Golden Texts a 
now ready. Ord 

Annuals are •«

. Nay market Пцмеге.
Idock Street.

SAINT J-OTTIsT, 2SI\ 23.

OH I PM AN’S PATENT Nor».—Ae we 
friends kindly c 
this advertlsemeU 0*1 or

BestFamilvFlours made inCanads
sanddlxeot to00*1,10 **1 U tor 7°°'lf woeS»

C. & E.J. A. OHIPMAN Д (XX, 
Head Central Wharf. 

Havitax. N. I
FI

J. McC. SNOW,
— GENERAL —

Fire, Life and Accident
INSURANCE AGENCY.

Mai* 8t***t,
monoton, N. в.

Would invite 1 
complete stock o

ladies’ ;
In all the faahlo 
London and NeeJan I

Marble, Freestone,
And Granite Works.

ІШШ4Щ uwiimtce.

11 King SI
CHEMI

TRURO, N. 8. KENTVILLE.N.S.

AH work done first-clnne. WEL
W"S,Grocery stork

Woodill’sGe
and have sntoeet 
•da. The sample

W. Robsbt Mat

JAMES S. MAY & SON,
MERCHANT TAILORS, IH, WHOLER 

■ORTXONED. :
ployed, when req 
for many years.

GEORGE 
Fellow of IhMm

Domville Building, Prinon Wm. Btrnst

8T vTOSTST, 2<T. 33.

Almost a r 
tual Canada.CURRIE & HOWARD.

Manufacturers of
FURNITURB/

FOB THE TRADE.

C
A ЕірїN

жмнкнят, я. a. A
4^DAll Ohronlo Dyspeptics are 

nervous and moat of them 
sleepless.

A
“The belt d 

wry matter ti"DYSPEPTIOURE” 
Quiets the nerves and causes 
sleep, by acting directly on 
that Cheat Nerve Centre—the 
Stomach.

OPIUiS

Сила, K. Вяиет. Pharmacist, Sti John, N. В.
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