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HOW THE CHILDREN KEPT

CHRISTMAS.
@AMMA TODD was down in the kitchen

busily engaged in making cookies for

Chiristmas, and the four little Toddies, ns

they called themselves, were very bnsy
watehing her, smacking their lips in anticipation
over the plum-pudding, and longing for the
time to come, when, like little Jack Horner,
they could “ put in their thumb and pull out a
plum " from the big fruit-cake.

Ethel, as she was the oldest. was promoted to
" the dignity of being mamma’s arsistant, and
just now, half eclipsed by a big gingham apron,
with her sleeves rolled up above her dimpled
elbows, she was the very picture of a Iittle
housekeeper.

The egg-beater flew
swiftly under the nim-
" ble fingers till the
white foam grew firm
and smooth.

“There, those epgs
are beaten enough,
aren't they, mamma ?’
she asked, turning the
dish up-side down to
the great alarm of the
other little Toddies,
who always expected
to sce the egps all on
the floor, holding their
breaths until the dish
was restored toits nor-
mal condition. .

“ Yes dear, that will
do, nicely, answered
mamma,” “ now you
may pick over these
currants for me.”

“ Oh ; mamma, isn’t
there something that I
can do ?” asked Harry,
watching Ethel with
envious eyes.

“ Me too!” chimed
in May, eagerly.

“Bertie  wants to
help. Let Bertie help,”
cried the little four-
year-old pet of the
house.

Mamma laughed.

“Too many cooks
spoil the broth,” you
know she answered.

“ But since you are
so anxious to help I
will try to find some-
thing for you to doin
a minute.

“ Now ‘open your
nouth and shub your
cyes, and 1'll give you
something to mnke
you wise,’” and she
popped a plump rausin
into each of the wide
open mouths. .

“That tastes like
Christnas, mamma. 1
think everything tastes
so much better at
Christmas than at any
other  time,” said
Harry.”

“ 1 wish Christmas
came two or three
timesa year"” said May.
“We always have such
lovely times. T don’t
know which Ilike best,
hanging up our stock- :
ings or the Christmas tree, they are both such
fun.”

“ I wonder if everybody has ns nice 2 time as
we do," said Ethel, thonghtinlly. * L am alraid
there are a great many little children who don’t
know anything about Chrisimas happiness,”
mamma answered.  “T know onc family of
children that dow’t expect to have any Christmas
presents, or even enough to cat ol very plun
food.”

“ Why, mamma, who are they 277 asked Ethel
in surpnse. . .

You have all seen the little girl about May’s
age, who comes around with a basket every duy,
begging for something to eat. Yesterday, when
she came to the door she looked so cold that T
told her to come in and sit down by the fire n
little while, and get warm. T saw that her eyes
were red and swollen, as if she had been crying,
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and after a while she told me that her mother
was sick, and she was »fraid she was going to
die. I gave her something to take home with
ber, and in the afternomm I went around to see
Ler.”

“ Where does she live ?” asked Harry.

“ She lives in a little tumble-down house by
the bridge,” answered mamma. I found her
mother, who is very sick, lying on a bed made
of old cloths, near the fire, and the little children
huddled around her, trying to warm themselves
by the fecble blaze of o few sticks which
simouldered in the fire-place. She has been sick
for n long time now. she told me, and had to selt
all her furniture, picece by piece, and at last
when it was all gone, Maggie bad to take a
basket and go out to beg for enough to keep
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WHAT 1 GOT ON CHRISTMAS,

* Because we have a beautilul Christmas tree
and so many goodies,” May said, with a loving
glance at the row of pies on the table.

“ Cause Santa Claus comes,” put in Bertie
eagerly.

“ Yes, I think your great pleasure has been in
receiving presents,” answered mamma. * Now
I have been wondering il you wouldn’t enjoy a
Christmas equally well if you found your
pleasore in giving instead.”

* Why, mamma, what do you miean ? ” asked
Harry in bewilderment, ¢ Nyot get any presents
at all 77

I thought perhaps you would enjoy giving
these poor little ehildren presents more than re-
ceiving them yourselves.” Papa and 1 talked
it over last night, and he told me just what
presents he meant o
get each of you, and
snid that if you would
rather have the money
instead, and spend 1t
on this poor family, he
would be very glad to
give it to you.”

Four bright little
faces lengthened slow-
Iy out, and nobody
gaid anything fora few
moments. They were
all  generous, warn-
hearted childeen, bug
it seemed like o very
hard thing to give up
their presents to make
some children, only
one of whom they had
ever scen, happy in-
stead,

“ Wouldn't we have
U Lree or any pressnts
or anything,” asked
Harry, sadly.

“ Don’ look so heart-
broken about it, dear,”
snid mamma, cheerily,
smilingat hislong face,
You ¢an do just ag you
hke abontit, you know.
You can have your
picsents and tree, just
as you usually do, if
you want to.”

“ Which would you
do if you were i our
places, mamma ?’ agk-
ed May.

“ I dow’t want toad-
vise you, dear,” an-
swered mamma. 1 want
to leave it entirely to
yourselves. Now, Har-
ry, hiere is something
youcan do, if you want
to help, and she put &
chopping-bowl  belore
hin.

Haury worked in si-
lence for a while, then
he looked up with @
hrighter tace.

Well, mamma,“ T will
give up my presents
il therest will,” hesaid,
bravely. T shouldn’t
enjoy them half as
much, any way, since
you told ns about those
poor children, It would
just spoil  cverything
tor me to remember
them.”

“Iwill giveup mine
t00,” said May, with
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them from starving, T don’t think those litile 1 sudden resolution.

children are looking forward to Christmas :lsl

cagerly as you are.”

“ How dieadful it must be to he so poor,”
exclaimed May, her bright face saddened atb the
though of suflering.

“ Mamma, didv’t you do something to make
them more comtortable 27

“ 1 did all that I could,” answerced mamma,
Wud I think the poor woman is more comlortable
now. I thought of & plan ag T came hame.
though, which may give the children & happy
Christmas for the lirst time perhaps in their
lives.

“ Children, why do you ecunjoy Christmas so
much 77

“ Becatse we get so many presents,” answer-
ed Harry, wondering why mamma asked them
such a strange question.”

“ And so will [,” added Ethel.

“ See here, Bertie ” she went on, eakebing her
little sister up in her arms, wouldnt you be
willing to have Sana Clans go to see a poor
little girl who hasn’t got any Christinas, instead
of coming to see yon 77

“Nol! no! Me want Santa Claus to come and
Ly ¢ tocking,” snswered Bertie, shaking her
Bed wilfully.

“ Oh, mamma, she is tao little to understand,
said Kthoel,

“ What shall we do with ber? Don’t you want
Lo he a generons litile vint, Bertie, darling ?

But Bertie kept on shaking her gokden head.

“ Me want Santa Claus,” was all Ethel could
induce her to say.

“ Well, we will have to get along without her
share then.” gaid Ethel. ¢ Now, mamma, won't




