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he hopped on it and began to sing
so sweetly that Will afterwards told
his mother that he thought the
angels must have taught lnm He
sang a beautiful story, too, all about
the secrets of the forest, what made
the flowers so sweet, the water so
clear and the moss so soft and
green. Then he sang that the snow
was a warm, soft blanket tucked
over the little lowers in the winter
to keep them from the cold, cruel
winds. Just as he got so far in his
story, the clock began to strike, and
he stopped. Will heard it this time
and counted aloud—*One, two,
three, four, five, six, seven, eight,
nine, ten, eleven, twelve.”

The little maiden jumped up and
ran to the table crying, ‘“ Now we
can have «omething to eat and
dink.”

Will gave part of his biead to the
tabhit and squirrel, then crumbled
the vect up for the hird=.  He hand
ed hic mug to the little maiden. who
pressed it to her rosy lips and Jdvant
the milk to the last diop.

She gave back the mug o Will,

l.'?u:ghmg mertily and saying + Yo
visitors have had enough, but there

Iittle hov. ™
“answered \Will;
“1 have my (healnuls." And im
mediately began to eat them. How
good they did taste! Will wished
he had ten times as many. He was
not sorry, however, that he had
given away the rest of his dinner.
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The little maiden was  sitting
again on the stool, but the squirrel
and rabbit were playing quietly
about the room. The birds were
still busy over thew crumbs When

Will had caten his last chestout, his

golden hatted guest called  out 1o
hin,
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Ju ot e s wahiopping he
hind  the ta pin trec:, \Wille
mother come home  with o heavy
backet on her arm When she en
tered the hut, she found a bright

fire burning, but Will with his head
on his stool fast asleep. His mother
bent down and kissed him. The
little boy put his arms around her
neck and cried, ‘‘ Sing some more,"”’
Then he sat up, rubbed his eyes and
looked around the room. ¢‘They
are all gone, mother,” he said,*‘ the
pretty little girl, the birds, the
squirrel and rabbit.”

“You have been dreaming, my
little man,” said his mother.*‘Come,
help me put the tea, sugaf and
meal away. Then I shall bdke you
a little cake for your suppef.”

Will did as his mother bade him,
and afterwards, while she was mix-
ing and baking his cake, he told her
of his wonderful morning. She
smiled and said he must have
dreamt it all, but Will shook his
curly  head, declaring he knew it
was true that he had given away his
bread and ol hecanee he
hangry.

His maother laughed aloud then,
and <aid, Tt is nothing unusual for
vou to be hungry, Will; but be
patient now, dear, and you will soon
have a nice hHle cnke to eat besides
a large howl full of porridge and
milk.”

Will was sorry that his mother
thought he bad only dreamt the
wonderful things he told her, for he
felt sure that it had all {'eally hap-
pened, and for many days kept
telling her the stories the birds
sang.

At last it was Christmas Eve.
Will thought he would try Santa
Claus again, so he hung up a stock-
ing by (he fire-place for the old
fellow (o . The next morning
Will w akeuned Lis mother very carly
v l)’lllL, out
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