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heart. of the street boy, and he told his story. Good-Night. even in a slight degree to attain to that. In order
‘“Well, yer see, us, Santy Claus hez been kinder for- i to do this you must cultivate unselfishn for i
ttin’ me since motherdied 'bout two years a?, end I thot The tales are told, the songs are sung, it is the keynobe of all true nobilit M ess, 1
'd send him my picter took by Baroni; he'd mebby think I wuz The evening romp is over, twio Ui i : y. More than |
worth a present or two.” And up the nursery steps t.h:g climb, WO ow‘ {;‘“‘3 ago that Wwise old philosopher,
Madam Barnauld turned and looked out of the window, With little buzzing tongues that chime Plato, said, e love of self is in reality the source
one hand still resteddon Nebl:)isl'!’ls! “‘i‘;".}”ﬁ{;, celc)i“:l; tul;]:t h:;lguilyl- Like m among the clover. to all men of all offenses,” and we canno & Doseini
::li'rl?t s °1‘1°§r°3&e§’ hand w-smiseﬁ to her eyes. Was 1t Their Busy brains and happy hearts soon to fight with this giant. A well-known lady
only the gleam of the cold diamond on her finger, ordid a tear Are full of crowding fancies, novelist, In one of her books, remarks : * If a man
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