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FOUNDED ON FACT.

Jogephine and Elizabeth Seymour had
been saving up thelr pennies for a long
time; and when their mother said they
might open their bank, they were very glad
—partly because they wondered bow much
‘there was in it, and partly because there
were so many nice ways to spend pen-
nies, and they were tired of saving.

It was the week before Christmas; and
tho contents of the bank were to be spent
for seme poor little children that Santa
Clause couldn't find, That was their mo-
ther's idea, and Josephine and Tlizabeth
were delighted with it; and for weeks past,
the thought of these children had helped-
them to deny themselves candy when the
temptation was strongest. :

Their eyes were very bright now as the
money rolled out in Josephine’s lap; ever so
many pennies with now -and then a nickel
among them. A dollar and sixty cents they
countad; .and if you have ever saved money
_yourself, you will understand how wuch
that seemed to the two little girls.

‘Now, what shall we buy for the poor
chiidren, mamma?’ they asked, cagerly.

‘In the first blace,’ said their mother, ‘we
must find the children. I donm’t know of
any that I am sure will have no Christmas;
but I will go out this afternoon and see if
I can’t find some.’

‘Can we go too? eried the little girls

Mrs. Seymour hesitated a moment. ‘I am
afraid not, she said; ‘for, you see, I can't
be sure just where I may have to go, nor
how far I may have to walk. Bat I wil
tell you all about it when I come home, and
you shall go with me to-morrow to buy the
presents.”

With that Josephine and Elizabeth had to
be satisfied, and. all the afternoon, while
their mother was out, they talked and won-
dered about what kind of poor little children
she would find, and how many presents their
dollar and sxxty cents would buy.

‘When Mrs‘ Seymour came home it had
grown dark ‘and the streets were lighted;
and she had been gone so.long, and looked
0. tired that it was really Just as well that
she had not taken the little girls with. her,

‘When she had laid aside her wraps, and
all three were seated cosily around the fire-
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place, she told them where she had been,
and what she had found.

‘First, said she, ‘I went to see the poor
family we sent the flour to the other day,
you know—where the father went away and
left them, and the baby died. But the news-
papers told everybody about them; so they
have had plenty of help; and the children
are asked to a Christmag tree, Then I re-
membered an Irish family that a nelghbor
of mine told me about, She said the fa~
ther drank, and they were very poor; and,
sometimes, in winter, the children had no
shoes; but the mother would never ask for
anything, and was too proud to let anyone
know how poor they were, I was rather
afraid to go there, dreading that, teing &
stranger, I might say something to hurt the
mother’s feelings, So I first whispered a
prayer that God would help me to know
how to speak to her. For when people are
very poor, and in trouble, you have to be
more careful and gentle with them than
with those who are rich ard happy.’

Here the little girls looked very serious,
and Josephine rnodded her head as if she
understood.

‘The name of the woman,’ continued Mrs.
Seymour, ‘was - Mrs, Timothy Fitzgerald,
and I found that she lived in a little, one-
story, frame house, way okt on Siraight
gtreet. She kept me waiting some time
after I had knocked, before she opened the
door, and she had evidently just tied on a
clean apron, and combed her hair, too; for
she bad stuck the comb in her back hair ang
forgotten to take it out.

‘“Is this Mrs. Fitzgerald?” I asked, as
politely as I could. '
¢ Yes, ma’am; will you walk in?” Then,

as I accepted the invitation: ‘“l'ake a sgeat,
ma’am; it’'s a cold day, ma’am,”

“There was a cradle in the room, with a
baby in it, and a little girl near, who looked
at me sbyly at first, peeping at me from be-
hind her mother's skirts; but by-and-bye
she grew less timid, and came near enough
to siroke my furs, calling them “Kitty,”
and stick her dingy litile hands into my
muff; for neither they nor the room were
very clean,

‘Mrs. Fitzgerald and I had qnite a visit
before I dared say anything about Christ-
mas; and we found that her sister used to
wash for my mother when she was a little
girl; so, of course, that made us feel like
old friends. And then we began to talk
about the hard times, and how many chil-
dren she had; and I said I thought perhaps
they wouldn't feel like doing much for
Christmas this year. And (poor thing!)
she tried to tell me what fine presents their
father always bought them; but, finally she
agreed with me that it might be better if,
this year, he spent his money for shoes and
things they really needed. And I told hes
about my little girls saving their pennies,
and how glad they would be to spend them
for. ber children; and then she choked up
a little, and the tears came to her eyes, and
she said: -

“God Dblegs their
ma'ami”

. ‘And when I thought of my two little
girls, with their happy home and-kind fa<
ther to do everything for them, and then
of those poor, neglected little things, half-
clad and balf-fed; why, I had to wipe my -
eyes, too. Then I asked her to write on a’

dear little hearts,



