
THE OW1L.

b>ESSIJZ'S CHRISTMAS PZ<ESEN'

(Writtcn for ~

F{ARITY bas its rewaird-
V yes; even in this world.

Thle selfishi iray inspire
îar, the rich purchia.-e respect,
but only tbe charitable corn-

nn% love. Do you doubt ie ?
W \elI, here is a story that wvill con-

*)Svince you.
lin Fawcett, a rich banker, lived in

the outskirts of a large western city with
his wife and twvo daughters, Bessie and
Julia. Bessie wvas a plain, almost a home-
ly, girl ; but she had large, dreamiy eyes
that bespoke a synipathetic nature, and a
heart fifled to the brirn with kindness and
affection. Many a lîttie, shivering- waif
srniled on bier as she passed, and mnany a
suffering wretch prayed for bier and fairly
loveci the ground on wvhich she walked.

Yes amngte poor of that great, big
nioisy city, Bessie liad miany loyers, and
more than one heart beat faster at bier
corning, and more than one care-worn
face brightened uI) wvhen she approacbed.
And wvell they migbt, for who wvas a better
friend to thern than Bessie ? l-, wvas bier
ioy to do good deeds, and it was the only
joy she asked. Slie cared nuthing for the
usual resorts of pleasure, wbere people go
to dance or see a play, and pay false coin-
îlnïiiýents to each other. Bessie wvas not
that kînid of a girl.

Ho'v different wvas briglit, dasbing, heart-
less Julia ! She wvas pretty--.yes ; even
beautiful. Brighit, flashing eyes, dark,
wavy liair, an exquisite formi, and graceful,
spriîihtly miovernents rnade of Julia Faw-
cett what the world is l)leased to caîl a
beauty. And now 1 amn at a loss to go on,
for how can I tel! you that this beautiful
caskcet enclosed a smnall round stone in-
stead of a becart, and that this beautifuil
girl was cold, se.lfisli and uncharitable ?
But if you have a littie patienceý the story
wiîll tell you ail.

ht was Christmnas eve. The air 'vas
clear and crisp, and a jolly troop of bright
littie snow flakes were playir.g tag arnong
the Ieafless branches of the taîl trees that
grcev in front of banker ]-awcett's inansion
on Princeton Avenue. Now and then, a
littie wanderer would steal away fromi its
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companions, float over the gate, and tai)
at the window beside wvhich I3essie Fawv-
çett sat, as though arixious for hier to corne
forth frorn the cosey parlor and join irn
their sport. But Bessie paid no heed to
thern. She wvas busy ivith pencil and
paper, figuring away as industriously as
bier fatber's accountant had ever done.
On the table, in front of lier, was a roll of
crisp, new bank bis, her Christmnas pre-
sent fron bier father. For rnonths, Bessie
had been counting on the joy this ac-
custom-ed present 'vould bring to the many
poor farniies she could help) along with it.
For upwaids of an hour, she worked on
vwithout ever raising her head. She was
rnaking a Iist of the things she wouid buy
and the addresses of the poor persons to
whorn she-,would have them sent. Sudden-
ly, bowever, her work wvas interrupted by
Julia, who tripped lightly into the roorn,
singing the quaint old ditty :

IlNow Christmas is corne,
Let us beat up the drurn,

And cal] ail the neighbors together;
And when they appear
Let us make such a cheer,

As will keep out the wind and the wea-
ther."

"Weil, well," she broke off suddenly,
what are you at now, old maid Moll. But
I need'nt ask ; I ought to know it is some
wvork for your preclous paupers. What
an idea you must have of life, Bess? Why
don't you spruce up, go into society and
break sorne fellow's beart. I know lots
of uglier girls than you wbo do it."

"Nonsense"» Bessie replied, Il1 don't
think of such frivolous things. Besides, I
hardly think it becoming to a young lady."

ccOh, ho! what an idea you have of
the young lady uf 1 the period.' 1 assure
you, it is quite ' the thing. But I see
you are not pleased. W'ell, to be pleasant,
let us taik about the 1)oor-house. By the
wvay, howv is jack Denharn's mother? 1
believe you have been taking care of ber
since jack went aiva;y, anti old man Den-
bain died and left ber in poverty. Wonder
how~ Jack wili like it when hie cornes back
and fro3out that bis estimable papa, died
a pauper, and that he mnust live one? "


