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Dec. 16, 1888,

“ A little girl ! Oh! (Does n't know how ittastes |
murmurred Ned, under his breath, My goodness !
What a fine chance! She shall know ; she shall
koow."")

He gave his vest pocket such a vigoron,
the little girl started. y s 8 $hamp that

‘ See here | "’ said he, pfitting his hand under her
chin and holding her face up so that he conld look
into it. ‘‘ That's dreadful. You must never tell that
to anybody. I'm going to give you a turkey. and you
maust take it home to your mother and have her cook
it for Christmas dinner, Oh, it 's all right, I'm Santa
Claus. People don’t generally know it, but I am :
and it 's my business to see that everybody has turkey:
for Christmas. Bless my heart! Come in here, and
just say to your mother that Santa Claus sent it.
Never tasted turkey !

“ Ob, sir, how good you are!
mother."”

‘* Haven't you, though? That's bad. Tell your
father, then.”

‘I haven't any father either ; only little Jamie."

“Only little Jamie, eh ? That's bad, that's very
bad. Who takes care of you, then ? " asked Ned.

We take care of ourselves. Jamie isn't well, but
he crochets beautifully. I crochet, too; and we get
along.”

Ned Joyce was, now more than ever, sure that his
extra five dollars had come to him by way of speoial
Providence. Here was just the chance to use it. And
he did use it.

He bought a turkey, and a bunoh of celery, and a
pint of cranberries.

“ That's for your dinner,” he said.
you get it cooked ? " ;

The little giel told him of a kind neighbour that
would gladly attend to that; and then he went to>
store near by and bought her a warm hood, a pair of
mittens, and a pair of rubbers, and still he had a
dollar left out of the providential five.

‘““Now, let's go get something for Jamie,” he said.
“But stop! How do we know what he wants. Do
you know ? " )

“It'll be a book, I'm sure.”

“Oh, ho! & book, eh? But what book? We
mustn't get the wrong book. That wouldn't do. See
here! Take these bundles. That's it. Now there's
a dollar for Jamie's book. Find out just what he
wants, and get it for bim, and say Santa Claus sent
it. Good night! Merry Christmas! "

And giving the spot over his vest pocket a sounding
clap, Ned went off at a trot, laughing and chuckling
harder than ever.

Such spirits as he was in after that! Every time
he came to a slide on the sidewalk, he would ‘‘take it,"
in ‘* spread eagle ' style, with a jolly laugh, and then
invite the boys to have a orack at him as he ran ofl.
And every time a snowball struck him, he would
laugh louder than ever.

Well, just fancy him getting home to the little
orown house. What a romping time! Roby was six
—Essie was four They climbed up on him at once,
and he tumbled them and rolled them about as if they
had been made of India rubber, ‘and motherly little
Betty all the while putting on the supper and smiling
demurely at them as if they were so many frolicesome
kittens.

All through supper, and all through the going to
bed, 1t was just the same merry time. It is a wonder
Roby and Essie did not giggle all night. But they
did not. They just said their prayers, put their
heads on their pillows, and the house was still.

Papa Ned and Betty sat in front of the cozy grate
fire, smiling lovingly at each other until it was guite
certain that the little ones were sound asleep. Then
Papa Ned could not keep still any longer, and he told
Betty all about his good fortune—how he had received
the extra five dollars, and how he had spent it on the
poor little girl.

Of course, Betty approved. It seemed §0 her that
be had done the only thing he could do, and it certainly
did look as if he had received the extra five dollars
on purpose to make the little girl and Jamie know
what a Christmas really could be like.

“ And to think,” said be slapping his vest pocket
gratefully, *‘that I-could do so much, and still have
my twenty—my twenty—my ——"

He felt in the vest pocket he had so often nh?ed.
and repeated ‘‘ my twenty ' several times over. Then
a serious look fell on his jolly face, and he felt in the
other pocket, saying *‘ my twenty " more slowly.
Then a scared look took the place of the serious one,
and he fels in both pockets a$ once.

Then he sprang to his feet and felt in his trousers
pockets ; then in his coat po ; then in every oue
of his pockets ; then he on his knees on the floor
and began to search.

Betty asked for no explanation. She put the lu:s
on the floor, and searched too. After a while N
Joyce looked up and groaned :

But I haven't any

** But how will

DOMINION

**Oh, dear!

*“ Maybe she will.

was

look so.

finding rest there.

Mr. Job Skeens.

oan imagine.

Job Skeens.

trouble.

business,
“ Well !

looking dismal.

Ned, dolefully.

suggested Mr. Skeens.

said Ned, more cheerful
He put on his hat and coat, and hurried out. He|the leaves of the book, Mr. Skeens, looking closely at

gone an hoar, and came back looking very dismal.
You would not have believed jolly Ned Joyce could

CHURCHMAN.

“No,"” said her father.

Bat, Papa, maybe she'll be waiting
for you on the corner where you left her.”

She looked like a good girl,”

ly.

IL.

“ Sickoess in the family ? eh ? "
It seemed to Ned that Mr. Skeens asked this ques-
tion with an air of pleased expectation, and, really, he
felt like atriking him for is.
hlmself, and answered shortly :

* No, sir, thank you! we all are well.”
With that he would have left Mr, Skeens ; but that
disagreeable fellow would not be left, and he so pest-
ered Ned with his questions, that at last the poor
fellow wold him the whole story. :
with many a grimace, and, when Ned was through,
he exoclaimed in his chuckling way :
“ Why don't you draw some money out of the bank ?
You'll never see your tweuty dollars
“ I have no money in the bank,” ssid Ned, sadly.
* Then you can’t have any Christmas presents, eh?"

were all selected, too, eh ? '

“ They were, sir,”” said Ned, indigoantly ; * bat I

M1

The little brown house Ned Joyee lived in, had been
& country cottage onoe ; but that was long ago. The
city of Brooklyn had grown up all around it, and
tt}ere 1t stood, now, nestling so snugly in among the
b}g bnck.houses. that tired city people always felt
like turning in at the gate, asif they were sure of

The Joyoces could have filled every nook and corner
of the little house, which was only two stories high,
but as they coald not afford to do that, they oocupied
ouly the lower floor,’ and rented the upper story to a

Now Job Skeens was as unlike Ned Joyoe as you
There was, indeed, just such a differ-
ence besween them as there was between the parts of
the house they lived in. The lower story was broad
and low and cheery looking ; so was Ned Joyce. The
upper story, having a gable roof, was narrow and
gave you an uncomfortable feeling of being full of
sharp corners to bump against,—for all the world like

He was very tall and very lean. His neck was 8o
long that it kept his head lifted high up above his
coat collar ; his wrists were long and his hands were
bony, and his laugh was thin, d
very different from jolly Ned’s.

The Joyoces had very little to do with Mr. Skeens.
They had once asked him to take aupget with them,
and afterward spend the evening, but his

and awkward ways so puzzled and disturbed them,
that the experiment was never tried again.

Of course, then, you can believe Le was not the
man Ned Joyce would choose for a comforter in his
And, in fact, he would not even have spoken
to him about 1t, had it not so happened that he met
him at the gate next morning, as both were going to

ry, and sarcastio—

You don't look happy this morning, Mr.
Joyce,” said Mr. S8keens, in his vinegary voice, seem-
ing positively pleased to see his usunally jolly neighbor

“I don't feel happy, either, Mr. S8keens," answered

However, he restrained

Mr. Skeens listened

in,"”

“ Not unless I find my money,” Ned replied.
% Oh, you'll never find it ! " said Mr. Skeens, adding
with his most unpleasant laugh : *‘ And your presents

don't see anything in that to laugh at.”

“ Ot course not—he-he—of course not, And you'll
have to countéermand the turkey, too.”
Skeens seemed positively to glow with

 Good morning, sir,” said Ned warm
laogh at any man’'s misfortunes.”
Bat Mr. Skeens laughed many times more that day,
in his sareastic style, as he sat in the dingy csllsr, not
far from Fualton street where he kept a second band
book store. But finally something ha
made him chuckle with even greater d s
Late in the afternoon a listle girl came in and asked
himitbohadsoo&o!the * Arabian Nights."
“Yes,” he replied ; but he did not move to get it
for her.
“May I see it ? " she asked timidly.
“ Third shelf, fifth book,” he said,

She reached up, toolth?.book‘ho ::zn. and opened it.
“ I didn’t say it bad,"” said Mr. Skeens.
“ 1 want ona’with pictures,” she said.
“ Fourth book further on, same shelf.
seventy five cents,” said the bookseller grimly, glancing

“ It basn't any

And Mr,

ed which

pointing to the

Price,

‘I must have given it to the little girl.” at her over his spectacles. 2
N . i » asked| * Ob, yes,” said the girl, opening the book. I
Bett:-l.ld you don't know where she lives ? r yet e o hetaer.”

queer looks

jy;“1 couldn’s

heard them ; and in an instant he was out of his chair,
staring hard at his little customer.  For her appear-
ance, and her mention of ‘*‘ Jamie' recalled Ned
Joyce's story of that morning ; and now, as she turned

helr. saw that she held in one hand a twenty-dollar
bill.

“ The very same girl, I'll wager! " he exclaimed
under his breath ; and stepping forward, he peered
down into her face and demanded :

‘ Didn't you get that twenty dollars last night from’

a little fat man ? "
“ Why—ye—yes, sir,” she faltered in a terrible
fright. ‘' I—I was going to watch for him to-night.”

““Oh, to be sure! very likely—quite probable.
What's your name ? "' he asked.

** Molly Findley, sir. I was going to—indeed, I was.
Here is the dollar bill ; he gave me this one, and told
me to buy the bock. He dropped the other, and I
didn't see it at firss. Do you know him ? "

“Koow him ? Indeed I do. Here, give me that
money,” he demanded. *‘ Or no," he added, as Molly
beld hesitating, yet alarmed, * tell me where
you live. I'll see him and let him know where he
oan find his money.” Mr. Skeens laid his long fingers
on Molly's shoulder. * You seem like an honest
ohild,” he said, ‘' bus I think, after all, I'd better shut
up shop and go along with you to see if your story is
trne."

It was after he had been home with Mollie, and
hltd returned to his cellar, that he gave way to his
glee.

* What lack ! " he piped, in his thin voice, ** for me

to find his _twenty dollars. I'll see that he doesn't
goet 'em before Ohristmas. He wouldn't laugh at
another man's misfortunes. O no! But I would. I
must have a look at him to-night. How nice and
dismal he did look! "
Aud, true enongh, when he went home that night
with Ned Joyce's twenty-dollar bill in his pockes, he
knooked at the door, and then poked his head in to
say, with a smile:

* Countermanded thas turkey, yet ? "

(To be cont nued.)
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A CHRISTMAS FESTIVAL.

R -

BY JAY BEE,

As Christmas draws near, superintendents and
teachers in various Sunday schools begin asking
the question, “ What shall we do this year to
please the children ?” It is to answer such ques-
tions that a short account of what has been done
in this way is here presented. BSurely the highest;
urest pleasure that man or child can know is to
})eel that he has made some one else happy; and
to this end we should allow the children, where
they are able, to give instead of receiving, so that
they may early learn what this pleasure mes
and form the habit of finding in it their highest joy.
Year before last, a circular, as follows, was
given, about December 10, to every member of the
Fifth Avenue Bunday school, in New York :
Last year, when it was proposed that every
member of the Bunday school should bring some
little gift for a poor child or a sick person, the
question was asked on every side: “ What shall I
bring ?” It is to answer this question that the
following list of suitable articles has been )
from which the children can select those which
please them best.
Books.—Any children’s books in good order are
much prized, and rim books and W
are partioularly useful for lending to sick .
Rolls for hanging on the wall, with hgmm and
texts in large print. Old Christmas and New Year
cards. Back numbers of 8t. Nicholas or Harper's
Young People. ;
Clothing,—Being intended for Christmas pres-
ents, any articles in this line should be fresh and
new. Small woollen shoulder shawis are nice,
either for.old women or little girls. Knitted car-
digans, mufflers, or hoods are always warm and
always needed. Wristlets, stockings, and mittens
are never out of place. Handkerchiefs. Shoes, of
any size, can be used, as there are many little foet
without any, even in this bitter winter weather '
Lace boots are better for poor children than thoge
that button, being cheaper and stronger. A good
strong umbrella. :
Provisions.—Coffee (of which all Germans are so

fond) done up in one pougd , a8 that is
all is ever ;ivutooumonoﬁm;

and if it is done up in small quantities, it saves the

These words were said to herself, but Mr. Skeens ¢
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