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d her

GOD'S GIFT. wining away her tears. ‘Icould nothelp lady whu was driving by etop;\)e &
tlo girl'"

g dwas Ohristmas morning. The sun | it ra. Rogors did not pay me * last  horsesand called, * Little girl * ht
brightly into a bare little room, and month's washing, and I haven't a .ot in l It was Mra. Rogers.

Bned the children. the house.” | “Aren't you Mrs. Bryan's children?”

Jorry Christmas!” “Merry Christ-| * But, mother, we never had to go with- | she asked.
« Merry Christmas!” called tbree'uut even one little gift befure, anl we Yes'm,” anawered Both, with a lnmp
voices, can't bear it, wo can't!” in her throat
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CHRISTMAS PRESENTS FOR GRANDMA
[
&adro was & scramble after the stuckings Potbaps Gud wants to see huw Ltave "Then you and your,trcther and sister

hg at the foot of the bed, and then a ) his children can Lo, I he Lad wante us| gu right arvunl o oy, house § I will be
#n bush of amazed disappointment,,to bave Christmas gifts, he would have | there beforo you.”
fich little sock hung limp and ompty. sent thew. Its all right little .ues,”| Tho]children .Leyed, an! Mrs Rogers
hy, mother | ” exclaimed Beth, open- , answered the mother. ‘edpthom inty the beauntiful warm dining
door into tho little kitchen where| That morningd the threo sad children | room.

was, a0d hoiding out her empty | went wut fur a_ walk, huping to catch ‘I forgut to pay yuur mother what 1
. glimpses,of the pretty Christmas trecs of | uwed her, and I am afraid sho bas nceded
know, dear,” answered the mother jmore favoured Jittle ones. Suddenly a,it, Hasshe?”

et
N



