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<M. THE BIKDS' CHRISTMAS CAROL

brightest day of her life, out of its glad content,

into cverhusting peace.

She was glad timt she had gone as she had

fonio. on the wings of song, when all the worhl

was Itrinuniiig over witli joy ;
ghid of every grate-

ful siniU\ of every joyous burst of laughter, of

evorv lovJDii, tlioiiglit and word and deed the

dear last day liad brought.

Sadness reigned, it is true, in tlie little house

behind the garden ; and one day poor Sarali

Maud, with a courage born (»f despair, threw on

her hood and shawl, walked straigiit to a certain

lumsc a mile away, up the marble steps into

<>()od Dr. IJartoKs ottice, falling at his feet as she

cried, " Oh, sir. it was me an' our children that

went to Miss Carol's last dinner-party, an' if

we made her worse we can't never be hap|)y

again I
" Then the kind old gentleman took her

rough haiul in his and told her to dry her tears,

for neither she nor any of her flock had hastened

Carol's fliglit: indeed, he said that had it not
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