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“ho just might when it's the only thing
I want.”

*¢ Frank," said his mother, *¢ just come
hore and look at this littlo boy.’

Frank camo slowly over to the window
with a frown on his face, because you
soe he had not got over being cruss
about the reindeer. Vohen ho looked
out ho saw a little Loy about his own
ugo leaning up agninst a tree, cating
a large pieco of scale, hard bread; his
hands waco so blue with the cold ho could
hardly hold the bread, and his clothes
were 80 thin, and torn, that they could not
have kept out much of tho pisrcing wind
that was blowing, His feet must have
have been very cold, too, for ho was hold-
ing ono foot up to keep it out of tho
snow, and you could see his little bare
toes peeping out through the cracks in
his boot.

¢ Now,” said Mra. Brunton, ‘ what
do you think that littlo boy would like
his daddy to bring him 7"

“My!” said %‘mnk. “ain’t ho cold
looking? I guess he wants somo new
clothes more than anything else; but
heo is a dirty little boy anyway.”’

¢ No,” said his niother, ** he is a very
poor boy, but ho looks clean, Run down
stairs and tell Mary to ask him to come
intp the kitchen.” ~So Frank ranoff, and
very soon tho little fellow was seated by
the kitchen fire, more comfortable thar
he had been for a long time. At first *
was very shy indeed, and would hardly
speak ; but Mrs. Brunton spoke so kindly
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to him, while Frank peeped atinim from
behind bis mother's skirts with such wide-
open, sympathetic cres, ‘that he soon
began to tell thom who his father and
mother were, and how they came to be
8o poor. In the summer, a long timeo
ago it scemed to poor little Freddie Kelf,
his father, who was a bricklayer, had a
dreadful fiul from a high wall he was
building. and was hurt so badly that ho
had been lying in the hospital ever since.
And Liis mother had been sickly fora long
time, over sinco she had tho fever in the
spring, so she could not go out to work
much. ‘“‘And sometimes,” aaid poor
Little Freddie, bezinning to cry, ¢ wogots
awful hwm yry.”

¢YWhat1” cried Frank, “Don’t you
hay 2 chocolates an’ cookies, an' jumbles.
an’ things 1"’ But Freddioshook hishead
and looked as if he had never heard of
such things.

Well, Mrs. Brunton Lunted him up
some of Frank's warm clothes and gave
him & little basket of good things to
cat, and the next day she went to scv his
mother. When sho came homo she called
Frauk to her, and told him all about
Froddic’s poor, ccld, little house, and
asked him if ho did not want to do somo-
thing to mako other people happy instead,
of always oxpecting others to do things
for him. You know ¥Frank was really =

kind little Loy, only ho wan gotting sclfish
and tco fond of having iis own way ; 8o ho
began at once to tLink how nice it would
bo to give Frcddie a real good time.

Now tho first thing ho did was to go
and chooso somo of his toys to send, but
Mys. Brunton told him that, though she
know Freddie would bo very glad to goh[
them, they must romember that he was a |
very poor little boy and needed other
things moro; so she helped Fravk to
look over his clothes, and they soon
found a nice warm suit that would ,iuat fit
Freddie. By this time Frank hed quite
entered into tho spirit of the thing, and
wanted to give Freddie alinest everything
he had.

‘“ Now, mother,” he said, *‘these aro
all old things, there must be aver so0 much
money inmy bank, with all my Christines
boxes, can’t I buy something with that {"

“Why, yea.” said Mrs Bruntoen, *‘I
think it woula be very nice indeed for
you to do so, and I #m glad my little boy
ghould think of such a thing.” So they
opened the bank and counted out the
money, and then they had 1, long talx
ovor what to buy. What do you think
they desided to got ?

V/hen Frank remoembered how cold
the house Freddie lived in was, he said
he would like to buy some coal, so that
Freddie and his mother might lhave a
gcod big fire and be warm, and Mrs.
Brunton told him they would order a
tcn, and then they hought a great lot of
things for a good dinner, more, I think,
than Freddie and Mrs. Kelf could cat
in a weock, no matter how hungry
they might be. I don't think three
dollars ever bought 8o much hefore; in-
desd, I really think Mrs. Bruntoa must
have helped to buy the things, theugh
she let Flrank think ho was doing it all
himself.

Well, Freddie and his mother had a
lavely time, and whon they went up to
the hospital to see poor Mr, Kelf, he
was so glad to hear about the kind
little boy, and ho said as soon us ever he
was able to walk ho was going to thank
him himself.

As for Frank, he thought su much
nbout what Freddio would do and say
when he saw all the presenty, that he
forgot all alwut himself, and had the hap-

iest day he had had for a long time.
fndoed he found it 8o nice to do things
for other people that 1 don’t think he
will ever again bo the selfish little boy
he used to be.

Toroxto, Oxr,

L. E. Scuvrre.

The Three Explorers.

TaREE jolly schoolgirls,
Each made vp their mind

To turn threo tplorers,
Andsee wh... they could find.

So when school was over,
And dismissal time came round,
Thoy wandered down a country lane.
Shall I tell you what they found?

A Havey New Yean ! How funny it is
to see tho yeaws pop up at stated intorvals,
Liko the clown iu the cireus, they seem
t» say, ‘‘Hore we are again.” When,
wo are young they are unsullied pages
that we expect to keep clean and white

Ox the other thand, there is a fault
young peoplo aro prono tolfall into, It
i an S ldon't-eare” kind of attitude
towards everyono and overything. ‘This
i3 pure conceit and self-conycrousness, for
you do cave for the good opimon wud

throughout the year.  As we grow older, regard of others, 1t 18 ouly beeauso you
ah. wo know ourselves better! know care so much that you aflfect this nir of
where weo stand or where we may fall. ; spurious courage.  How the tears and
But the good recolves do “*no harm even , bitter feelings and wishes of an instant
when we know that they will not be kept and early death will come, when some
wore than a month,  Fvery good thought  action open to suspreion brings censure
for others, every pure desire of our ewn , or ndicule from that great, awful oye—

In a ditch there Iny a frog,
With skin a yellow white ;

But not vne of them would touch it
For fear that it might bite.

In a thick and thorny hedge !
A bird’s nest thoy could see ; |
At least 'twas Eva snid so, |

Tho bravest of the three.
i

They scratched their hands and to o their,

dress,

They struggled might and mar, ;
But yat they could not reach the nest,

Their toil was all in vain,

i

“Turch! T'vo got it,” called out Kate,

Witha gy laugh and hoot,
“I've got it, but it’s nut anest,

Only & man's old boot !”

{there over a time in lifo when we aro

hearts is an upward step, though we farl |
in all we attempt. Defeat does not al-
ways lie in failure.  Discomragement and
disappointments and trinls are the frie-
vions that give to the blade its keenness, |
its power. A Happy New Year to you

all, to all.
K> '
Just 0 fow words for dear little -
< goventeen.” T think it was so nico and -

sensiblo of you to say that you liked mv
column, oven though you could not
always follow it. Perhaps I am given to
talking over people’s heads. That is a
serious fault of oxpression, a drawback .
when one wiskes to help others. The
Great Teacher brought His thoughts
inte words and parables suited to the
simple fisher folks. You, with your
seventeen years, have something that will
fill your life and the lives of others with
sunshino and content, something that
most people live a lifetime without find.
ing. It 18 tho cupacity of liking hat
one cannot undorstand.  Thiu is the gft
thav will make you tolerant of the faults |
and foibles of mankmd; that will show
you how to cover tho sinner with the’
great mantle of charity ; that will make;
you considerate in your opmions of the

the public.
*_a

 Iris so hard to discrinanate, for winlo,
"t ol way we must care for the world’s
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opinien, in another way we must defy it.

weaknesses of humanity ; that wil' enable o1 can't tell you when you must keop a

cou to sce good in all things; and last,
the magic talisman that will make youu,
lovable and loved. ;
* > !
Tue little child sobs over s brokoen.
toy ; a Jonely woman weaves her heart. |
thoughts and soul-lenging iuto the bright;
colors of a patchwork quilt or an ugly
picco of useless ombrowdery ; a dirty
tramp Iavishes lns affections on  the
wretched looking cur that follc ws him. 1
am far from these three—.uperior, I
think, but blind, blind. T amall right
in my pursuits, and ther little world is
all in all to them, oven though T cannat
understand it. How sclfishitz1l1s! How
paltry this groping. mnddening rush after
ono thing to the oxclusion of everyone
and everything else!

*_*
*

I roruor that I was trying to talk
to a young girl of soventeen:® Dat is

so mirunderstood and neglected as at
this age when the unconsciousness of tho,
chiid strugeles with new-born thoughts|
and celings? - At no other time is there
such a craving for sympathy, so great a
need of a friond. Well is it if these
sweet buds have a mother who can over-
look what is not quite proper in tho
world's spying, and have strict ideas of

jeontamng two spools of thread.

tho fitness of things.

golden silence in thought and action, or
when you ean snap your tingers in ita great
face. Thisisoneof the secrots the Sphinx
holds fast nud well. 1t is only by getting
near to the Trath that you will gun any of
this inner sight.

Hexe I am away again, whon I enly
had in my mind the desire to say some-
thine of use in your everydny hifo. Young
girls dream too much as it iy, but who
can blame them when thoe dreams are so
filled with love nu(l rosy-tinted pictures.

*

*

I waNT to tell you to never bo ashamoed
to bo seen carrying a parcel, even n good
sized one.  What queer ginsses wo wear ¢
Sometimes they make the same thing look
so smll, at other times so great. All
through the oleven months of the year,
so-called nice, fashionable, smart people,
would think that they had broken overy
law of ctiquetto and socinl form if they
nad been seen in the street with a parcel
But in
December the carnival  breaks  loose.
Great unwieldy-shaped parcels stick from
under fur-lmed cloaks. Muffy wre dis-
torted out of shape by queer looking,
brown paper-covered parcels.  So, you
sce, the parcel doci not make the lady,

*

*
Oxce, having a gardon, I carvied a
good-sized basket filled with flowers and




