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With which the dark temptaticn came
Iu some unguarded hour.”

But our children cannot look upon the
failing- of nthers in any such light. They
are unjastly prejudiced by indiscreet words
against mauy persong, who in  the main are
well worthy of their respect. Aud these
prejudizes stay with them. until they arrive
in. 'll: stand point fur beyoud the present out.

onk.

So let ns all bar out of our homes and our
hearts all distorted bits of uukind tales ¢ f
any our friends and neighbors. Let us im-
press upon the young hearts the need of
charity toward those who have been overtak-
en in a fauls, and the striking out of over
two thirds . f the detrimental itens in the
story con weted with it.  Don't evercarry a
bit of unk nd, uncharitable, indiscreet piece
of news of anybody anywhere, R-press in-
stead of circulate things that reflect discredit
on our friends.

S. T. P.

KATIE'S CHRISTMAS STORY.

““Now for a story !’ cried .a chorus "of
voices, as the door closed after the nurse.
who had gone down stairs for balf an hour,
leaving the children to their-own devices.

“‘Tell us a Christmas story, Katie.”

“I’li tell y m a story about last Christmas
eve then’ said Katie taking baby Rose on. her
lap and gently kuitting the while, *‘It'was
a dreaiful cold night, the snow wee begin-
ning to fall,and the east wind seemed to chill
one’s very bones.”

“Stunding L.y a crossing in one of the Lon-
don thoroughfares was a little boy, who
seemed not to heed the weather, thoagh his
poor little feet had no shoes or atnckings, and
his elhows and knees wers poking through
the few rags he wore. His faca was all wan
aud pinched, and the great hlue eyes had
such drk hollow rings round them, for
‘Broomstirks,” as he was cal'ed, had only
eaten one little erust that day, and every-
body had been too busy gett ng Christmas
gifts to remember the little cross-
ing sweeper. So although it.was yuite late
in the afternoon, he-hadn’t a penny to get a
Christmas dinner for himself and poor blind
Lizzie at heme.

“Ax last he wandered up the street, trail-
ing his breom a‘ter him, till he came to a
provision dealer’s window. There he stood,
flattening his nore agiinst the glass, unable
to turn his longing eyes from the tempting
dirplay. Fe w-s 8o taken up by thesight of
all the good things that he did not notice the
merry uroup incide, who were busily choos-
ing cakes and sausages, etc.: but one of the
children, bending over to find' some special

dainty, caught sight of the huagry Iooklng
little face peering through the window, an

| all her sympathy went out to the lonely

ragged street boy-.

¢’ Oh. mother,’ she said, *‘look at that
poor little boy outsie ; he seems to want o
ban 8o badly, May I give him one?’

¢+ Winnie’s morher was a kind woman, who
had saved enouxh from the weekly wages for
ter cluldren to chooss some good things for
Chrismas. She lugked up quickly, and saw
at a glance, more cleprly than her little
daughter conld, the w nt and negleet pic-
tured in the sad little face,

« *Yes, Winnie,’ she said. ‘vive him a bun
by all means, if you will; brt I thiuk he
needs s mething more than that.’

Broomsticks fult a hand laid upon his
shoulder, and starting up, met a pair of
kindly-eyes looking down into his, and &
ventle voice asked him a few questions,
which soon drew out tho whole sad story,—
how his mother had died a year before, leav-
ing him with only his blind sister Lizzie,
who srayed at hume all day 1n their little
garret while he went out to earn a living, if
possible, at his crossing.  Aud thea came
the last bit—how he had planned to get a
real vice Crhistmas dinner to surprire her,
hecause she was sick and ailing :and, just as
if to spite him for such a bold resolve, he .
hadn’t earned a peuny thet dey.

« sCome and show me where you live,’
raid the woman kindly, ‘and perhaps we'll
get a dinner for you and Lizzie, after all.’

“Delighted at such h-peful words, Broom-
sticks led the way till they reached the nar-
row street where he lived. Up the ricketty
stairs they went.

¢« Bre Liz, I've brought a kind lady and
her little girl to'sce yer.' spid Broomsticks,
as he wiped the dust off two sheky chails,
and placed them for his visitors.  Lizzie
curtsied, and Winnie took her by the hand,
while Mrs. Hyde tslked to her, and listened
to all the praises of Broomsticks, which
seemed theonly subject *Lizcared to speak of,

‘When they said good.bye, Winnie’s bag
of cakes was left in Lizzie’s delighted hands,
and Mrs. Hyde had given half a crown from
her Christmas fund to buy the things they
most needed. .And that was not by
any means their last meeting, for
when Ch-istmas was over, a situation
was fou -d f v Br omstick« in the same work-
shop in which Mr. Hyde was employed,
which brought him regular wages, insteed of
the chance pennies he used to get, and it
will be & long time before he and Lizzie are
in want of a copper to buy bread again.”

Silence fell over the little group in the
nursery for some minutes after Katie’s story
was snded.



