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T111RlE LITTLE KINGS.

\Ve tirce kings of Orient are,
Hearing gift, %Ne tratersC afar,"

sang thrce snall boys, as they maî.îrclhe ailong
to ti Sunday-school festival. TIey hIad on
long coats and big bats, and they pushed their
bands deep down in the huge coat pocke: 1-.st
jack F-rost should nip thbeir fingers. ThiC:r
naines wcre Bob and Willhe 1 )russur, and Dud-
ley White.

" \C three iings of Orient are," they sang
again, as they came away froin the festival, but
iiow thcii hands wvere no longer il, their pockiets,
which were stuffed to overtlowing with gifts,
candies. and nuts.

Let's play we were the kiings," said Bol).
"hat's jut h bit ne can't do," auswered

Dudkiy , " us theyre c piesents on
Epiphian , and we're carrying presents away."

Let's bring 'eni, like as they did," cried
Villie.

How ? " asked Dudley.
"\hy, we could take all tle candies and

things to sone poor child vio hasn t any, and
that vould be sonething likie t hei."

'Y'es, and we could go down to West street
there are lots of poor children there, and then
w e should be travelling from the East, just like
the three kings. And we are sonething like
tree kings, for we are 'inheritors of the
kingdomn of beaven,' youi lnow,* said Dudley.

" But wliere's the star ? " asked Bob.
There it is," cried \Villie, pointing towards

West street, where, in the sky, shone a bright
spot. It vas not a star, lowever, but a golden
cross on the top of a tall spire, and the setting
suil made it shine.

The little boys looked at it with reverence.
Na be God made it shine lhke that to lead

uiS to the paur cil!d,'" whIbispered W\'illie.
But we must ask mother if we can go," said

Bob). So they all ran home.
Manima was mîuch pleased witi the idea,

and offered to go with thei. Slie said, tdo,
that it would lie giving gifts to the Lord jesus,
smlce He lad said, " inasmch as ye have donc
it unto the least of these, my brethren, ye have
done it unto Ie."

''ne star-cross was still shining wien they
started. It was not a long, walk. Soon they
stood in front of the church that bore the cross-
crowne(d spire, but no poor child was tiere.

"Sec," cried Bob, " here's a little street
that's very poor ; let's go down it."

There was a smile on nnmima's face, for sue
knew the street well. " Suppose you try the
first loue," said she.

They tip-toed up the steps, and timidly
knocked at the door. A slii girl opened it.

" We're three kings," began Willie, and then
retired, abasied, behind the others.

Manima hadn't corne up the steps ; sonie-

b ody mnus' say somîethiing, so l3ob spolke u).
" Nlerry Christiilas!" lie said, and then re.
iembered that it was the sixth of Januarv.

"I Thank you," answered the gir!. " \'on't
you coine in ? "

Tlat seemecd to be the riglt thinîg to do, so
they vent in. 'l'le rooni into lwhich they vent
vas alread\ almost dark, because of the nar.

row street. Beside the one window sat a boy
about as old as our hoN s, hat much tiiniier, and
vith no rosiness in his cheeks. le had a piece

of lir in his bands, and lie was trini nîing it with
bits of colored paper.

le smilied w hen the boys came in. I >id
011 corne to sec tue ?'' le asked.

Yes," said Bob ; " I guess yoti are the one
the star pointed to."

The poor boy opened lis eyes vide, for lie
did not uidstand wlat Bob meant, but he
was pleased to liae callets, and set hîinself to
entertiiniiig tien.

I'm nacing a Christmas tree," lie said.
Sis found this green on. the church steps, and

In' pinning on these hits of paper, and playing
as how they was candles and presents and
candy. ,Don't I wish they' was them ! but thev
look pretty anyway. My back's so bad I
couldn t go to the Sunday school tree ; but Sis
went, and she told nie b w it was. Slhe brought
nie back a preseit too ; it's iarbles. I guess
they Oridn't utinderstand about my brack, but I'i
gomng to give theni to the boys next spring, and
then perhaps they'll lbe nilling to stand still,
and answer ny questions "

L'ob) siuirmîîed uneasily, and felt in inîs pocket.
How about the lttle painit ho\ that had couie
to imiî off the tree ? le had aniother at home.
What fun the poor boy could have with the
paint ! He iad ieant to keep this against the
time when lie should have tised up the otier
paints, but now he pulled it out and laid it on
the poor boy's lai). \Villie started, turned red,
then, diving into his owni pocket, broughlt ont a
picture book. This was too munch for Dudley,
and soon a iouthorgan laybeside !ook and box.

\Vhy, ' cried the boy, and lis eycs slone,
you ain't giving ali those things to mie ?

Yes, we are," cried Dudley " we're bring.
ing gifts, saime as the tlhree kings, because we're
so thankful tiat the Saviour is born."

IWe've got sonething more " cried Willie,
in glee, and the big pockets poured forth
candies, nuts, and oranges. \Vlen soie of
these were arranged on the branch of fir, it was
quite lilke a Christmas tree. The slii sister
had brouglht lier father and iother to see the
wonderful sight. Maiia had cone in, too,
and she suuggested the singing of a carol. I
don't inow who vas happiest.

\" e'll comie again," cried the little boys, as
they turned toward home. " We didn't know
wlat happy tinies threc kings could have."-
Mary M. Burgess.


