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alongr the street's? Tiiese are secrets tliat Jacques did flot reveal,
but w.hat lie dlid say, and freely, is that after several nionths of
wvanciering throughi the st reets of the city, wh'en he rolled hirnself

Up iîî bis tori and ra-dcviig n thle nligrh1t Of th e 24t Of
Decemiber, i8-, be 'vas sure lie liad profitcd nothing despite al
bis trouble and pains. iTe wvas niistak-eni how~ever ; it wvas im-
possible for this chiilci to bave thus paraded tiioughy ail tuncon-
sciously, his niisery iii the streets, %vitlîout excitinir pity and
clrawving the ýattention of the generous-hearted members of tbe
Society of St. Vincent dle Paul ; and s0. on Christmnas Eve Jacques
had scmrcely forgrotten bis wvoes iii a profouild sleep when one of
those brave oldl citizens that are the pride of our country, slowly
made bis wvay up the rickety stairs w'bich ledi to Jacques' garret,
carrving, on bis shouider a large bundie whiclî lie deposed on the
loor near the beci of the littie sleeper. What "'as in this mys-
terious bundie ? W'as the gooci old mani playing Sania Claus a:îr,
briningii) Jacqîues a trumipet, a ~aki-h-oa magic klntern or
sonie other of the mîarvellous prodlucis of moncrland wibmake
of Chîristmas Eve the eve of ev'es for chljdren ? No, lie liad been
wvise iii bis choice andi broughit wlîat w~ould be at once pleasing
and uiseful-at conîplete suit of cloiies of wvarni and durable
niaterial. It wvas just sucli an outfit as would protect aigainst ilie
attacks of the bitter Canadlian w~inter. And sucli a pair of boots
No cold could pierce theîiî.

Suddenlv in tlîe midcdle of the îîiglit Jacques awoke and sat
boit upriglît iii bed. . . . Is it a clrearn ;> .. .. lie thinks lie hecars
sweet strains sucli as lie liad iîever hieard before. Then suddenly
lie rernenibers tlic sound *it is the miusie of the cirines borne to
bimn by the Northi vind. Agaiîî anotiier souliîd strikes his car,
this tinie the claniorous voices of tlîe scliool-clîilcircn rejoicing- iii
the birtlî of the Infant of Bethilehiem. Tliey seeni to say :Arise,
J acques ! . .. tliose marrrn clothes are yours !. .. h is Christmas
Eve ! Seu the miyriadis of liglîts sliiing tîroug-lî your wizdo'v like
stars P. Sec thîe tlirongs that bur-ry over the glisteningy snowv

Conie wvith us ! .. The clîirnes are carolling forth tlîeir
invitation to everyone to cor-ne to Afidnighit Mass ! Corne ! Conic
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