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be sure that Antonio never went hungry 
after that. Long afterward he would nay: 

“ That was a fairy Christmas.”
: night after Dorothy

book, lias a tendency 
under and have brig 
We are soon going 

birthday of that wonde 
thousands upon thousa; 
blood brethren will be suffering from the 
cruel war, because of cold and hu 
and Insufficient clothing, especial 
Belgium. What then can we all
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out our hands to these 
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bodies, a little light Into their dark 
souls, and to bring the 
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not be back before the day 
mas. What a dull Christ 
little children all alone in a 
house with only the servants! T 
so lonely that nurse let them play 
drawing-room Instead of the nursery.

They arranged all the chairs in 
and pretended the line was a snow- 
train. Willie was conductor and

day
cold

sunshine ofHow We Should Spend 
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o others will result

ved-up 
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was passengers. Just as they were In the 
midst of it they heard music in the street, 
and, running to the window, they saw a 
little boy outside beating a tambourine. 

" Why,” said Dorothy, ” his feet are
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The glad song, “ Glory
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for
" Now to the Lord sing praises, 

All you within this place, 
And with true love and broth 

Each other now embrace; 
This holy tide of Christ 

All others doth deface.
O tidings of comfort and joy!

For Jesus Christ, our Saviour. 
Was bom on Christmas day."
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with ever- 
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high for them 
to reach, so they took papa's cane and 
pushed it up. The little boy smiled, but 
they could not hear what he said, so they 
ran to the big front door, opened it, and 
told him to come in.
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It was about two weeks before Christ 
mas. Mildred Wilson and her sister Olive 
were silt" 
busy, mal
They appeared to be as happy as any 
girls could wish to be, chattering to 
other and contriving their gifts.
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since she gave us such a 
tlon; and you 
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occasion."

" Oh, no," said Olive, " we don’t want to 
go to grandma’s, because there w ill be no 
one except cousins, aunts and uncles there 
and I don’t call it fun when they are the 
only company."

" Then what do you wish to do?" asked 
Mldlred

" Well, I think It would be nice to stay 
home and have a party and ask all our 
girl friends to come,” suggested Olive.

This did not exactly suit Mildred, 
worked away at her present, not 
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a puzzled expression on her face, which 
one could scarcely understand, but in a 
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little frightened at first 
the carpet felt warm to his poor, 
feet. He said that he had come from 
Italy and that It was warmer there than 
It is here, and that he was very poo 
poor that he had no shoes. He said 
he had to

toi
was made clear.

silence by saying, 
disappointed if we 

said we could take 
ds with us if we

wlHe was a Christmas box, we will at least want to 
write them a long letter either Just before 
or on the holiday.

Christmas for over nineteen hundred 
years has been gradually becoming the 

atest festival of this world; the day 
rejoicing, the day for loosenin 

strings, the day for being supremely 
happy by making others happy 
by far the easiest way of bel 
ourselves.

We say wrongly sometimes that Christ 
that we shall bring Him gifts on 

birthday. Nowhere In His Book docs 
sks us to bestow what 

we may have, good gifts or inconsider­
able tokens, upon others. For ' 
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In true Christian spirit we glv 

" Inasmuch as ye give It i 
one of the least of these, ye give it 
me." No holiday centred In se'flshness 
could survive with undlmmed light for 
twenty centuries. We should try to 

ke others happy whose nests are less 
downy than our own.

The pleasure of seeing a poor child’s 
light up with Joy and gratitude on 

iving unexpectedly even an orange, a 
f candy, a tin whistle or a picture
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little Chris Thompson, the cripple, and 
his mother to go with us, also the two 
little Clark girls, who are orphans? I am 
sure we would all enjoy ourselves and we 
would be helping to make others happy."

Olive finally consented to this, but she 
did not seem fully contented. They hast­
ened to tell their mother and father what 
they had decided to do. The parents 
were greatly pleased with the plan and
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make it nice for you," said the children. 
So they played games and Antonio sang 
to them. Just then the folding doors 
rolled back and there was the dining­
room with the table all set, and Thomas, 
the black waiter, smiling as though It 
was a big dinner party instead of J 
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