74 GLORY BE TO THE MOST PRECIOUS ELOOD !

words, the crucifix bowed itself to her lips, and she
breathed her last, in peace and jov.

The bouk abounds in touching incidents of the exceed-
ding great rewards vouchsafed to the blessed ones among
the children of Saint Dominic who had extraordinary de-
votion to the sufferings of our Divine Redeemer.

K. E. C.

A LITTLE NEWSBOY'S CHRISTMAS.

BY UNCLE AUSTIN,
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NE dreary autumn evening, four or five years ago, the
cold rain fell steadily, and the winds whistled and
shricked through the almost deserted  strects of one
of the poorer quarters of the great city of Chicago. A
frail little bov was struggling throuw}: the storm, protect-
ing beneath a fold of his mqch mcket the stock of papers
\\'luch it was his daily business to disposc of.  His step
was slow and uncertain ; and through the gathering shad-
ows of night two great black cyes, full of anguish, shone
from a face pinched and pale with hunger and premature
SOTTOWS.

His proceeds for that day had been even less than
usual : only fiftcen cents had he been able to take o his
wretched and  drunken mother, who received him  with a
shower of blows, and turned him out supperless to com-
plete his sales.  Bad and cruel as was the storm of the
streets, it was vet mere tender in its caresses than  that of
the miscrable lodging he called his home.

Going atrandom, he hurried along as fastas he could.
his little heaut more despairing than cver before in his
voung life. He was only cight yvears old, and was very
inorant ~knowing, in fact, little clse than his own mi-
sery ; and he asked himself what had condemned him w
this wandering and desolate life, while other children had
warm roofs to protect them, loving hearts to care for them.
and never wanted for bread.




