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printed are also in great demand. ‘The Revd.
G. K. Baskerville writes : * It has been a pleas-
ant task, booksclling, the people sa eager and
dancing around you for joy that the books have
at last arrived @ they will die with joy they say.
Forty loads of ours have come altogelher.
Crowds fleck herc waiting to buy books, and
until more come up from the lake we must re-
fusc them.  Just fancy, Walker investigating one
of his hoxes to-day, found 100 Luganda St. Mat-
thews.  Ashe after all managed to get them oul
in time.  These we are not selling but lending
about. 8 pm. Jt is really pitcous to hear the
people ask for books, and we unable 1o supply
them.  One said “ 1 will bring y.u a cow wilh
calf for looks.” My hoy Marko, when I showed
lim St. Matthew in Luganda, said, “T do want
o buy one very much.” I would gladly have
given him once but that only 1co have come, and
we are not even selling these,  We shall give the
Katikiro une, but the others are being kepe for
lending purposes. We could scll several thous-
ands in a few days— | might say hours.  Won'l
you send them to us? Prayer Dooks too we
want.  So few are in the country that even I am
unable to do more than get the loan of one.”
I wish you could all have seen the intense joy
of the people to-day.  'Thanks nending, some
actually dancing and shouting for joy.  Never,
1 think, although with a racking headache and
swimming head have 1 enjoyed such a day of
pare joy before, and now 1 cannot go to hed
wntil I have trivd to send some of it on paper to

you."
Hauity Dopirtwenl.

CHRISTMAS GREETING-

Hark, the joyful Christmas greeting
Which the merry chureh bells ring,
As they tell the grand old story
And proclaim the heavenly king.
For, in David's royal city
Unto us a child is born,
And 1o usa Saviour given
On this happy Christmas moru.

Trustfully the sages sought him,
When they saw the star anse,
Beaming brightly. beckoning onwared,
Moving throughthe FHastern skies,
Tillabove a lowly stable
Soon it rested, shining clear :
Fatering, the wise nien found him
Ina manger rough -md drear.

Precious gifts of gold and spices
From the Orient they brought,
Low in adoration bending
To the King whose throne they sought
In o rohe of royal purple
Was he clothed as princes wear,
But in humblest garh, the Saviour
Came our earthiy lot o share,

As the wise men brought their treasures
Olfering them on bended knee,
No miy we our prayers and praises
Fver offer, Lord, to Thee.
et us, then, with glad hosannas
Sing s praise, with sweet accord, )
Who was born this day to save us. ]
Jusus, Saviour, Chuist the Lord.
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CHAPTER XITL—wWE KISSED AGAIN Wit
TLEARS,

[ Continiecd.]

All the day fong the oak door was locked, but
Mike bad a strong idea, that at night when he
was in bed, the door was open. Suppose he got

S.

up then, and cntering by that door, ran across
the passage to Ted's room 2 Then. when his
mother who was surcly in the room saw him,
and he cxplained to her then his message and
his want, she would believe him then ; fen she
she would not say no, she would et himsee his
brother.

There was silence m the sick room.  There
was the gloomy light of a shaded lamp. “The
furniture looked tall, dark and unfamiliar, as
furniture that we know best will somectimes look
at such times. The clock on the mantel picce,
the only thing to break that intense stillness,
ticked softly, but very distinctly, To all ap-
pearance it was ticking away the last moments
of the little child’s life.

The mother, tired out with grief and watch-
ing, was asleep on the sofa.  The hour was mid-
night.  T'hen the dying boy awoke, he awoke
and looked about him. In his confused, only
hall-conscious brain, there was one image, one
image which had pursued him all through the
weary days of his illness, the image of Mike, as |
he had sce him last, when he had lain with his
proud, resolved, little face and fast shut cycs,!
and refused, though he was awake all the time, |
to say good night to his brother.  Vainly from
side to side of his hot bed had Ted turned, hop- ‘
ing to chase this image from his Drain,  Sull it
ever remained there,  TLwas coming now.  He'!
gave a feeble ery and shut his eyes. "The next
moment he opened  them again with a faint, ;
swect smile. s Drother was angry, but Jesus
waus his friend.  Jesus loved him.

“ flis ds love beyond o brother's)
mured.

At this mstant the door was pushed softly
open, a curly head peeped in, and then a little
figure in its night dress stepped lightly across
the floor.

*Ped,” whispered Mike, in a low voice.

Ted looked up. There was the face that had
haunted him, but no longer proud, no longer
coldand angry and indifferent. The dark cycsl
were brimming with tears, thelips quivering with
emotion,

“ You've not got to dic, Ted. Never you
fear, the Good Daoctor, esus, fwill make you
well.”

Ted was tooweak and too ill 1o take in the
words, but the tone reached him ; the tone, the
old tone of love, penetrated through his confused
SCNSCS.

“Youll kiss me aviw and say good night,
brother,” whispered the little hoy. !

Nearer and nearer came the sunny lace of
Mike, nearer and nearer, untit thelr lips met,
and two tears from the repentant hrother lay on
the sick brothers cheek

When half an hour later, Mrs. O’Donnel
awoke and approached the bedside, two little
curly eeads were pressed together on the pillow. ,
The little brothers were asleep. Ted was nestl-)
ing close to Mike, a smile on his lips; and Mike,
his arnn thrown protectingly over the sick boy,!
had @ mixture of penitenee, peiace, and even a
little triumph, on his bright face.

“ Must they both go ? must both be taken ?”
said the poor mother, who saw only danger in
the little picture before her,

“ Nay,” said Uncle Fdward, who was also
looking on, * who knows but that God will be
better to us than our fears, and there may be
life vet for both the boys.  Mike has got back
his peace of mind. Sce what a satisfied face.
And for the little one, the fever has left him, he
s sleeping sweetly.”

he mur-
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Uncle lidward was right. There was life,

earthly life, vet before both the boys, and God, |sGieng:Lriff after all ?

as he cver is to those who trust him, was better

to these anxious parents than their fears, for-

Mike never took the fever, and Ted did not dic.
For many days the little child’s life hung to

‘the balance, for many days despair and hope

were alternately felt about him, but at Jast all
anxiety passed away and he began slowly to
mend. During these days of uncertainty, how-
ever, Mike had no doubts, he rather wondered
at his father’s and mother's fears.  Had he not

lasked the Good Doctor, Jesus, to cure his

brother ?

% Ask in faith, nothing doubting.”

Mike had done so, and the answer had come
speedily and surely, for Ted did not die.

There was not now in the whole of Kerry a
happier boy than Mike O'Donnel. Forgiven
by God and reconciled to his brother, his heart
felt light as a feather. So glad and thankful
was he, that even his lessons now were a pleas-
ure to him, nor though Ted was far too weak to
join him, had Mike any longer to play alone.
Tootsie was his constant companion, she sat on
his shoulder and toddled by his side, and wus
his plaything and playmate in one, far dearer
than his pigeons, his rabbits, his garden, or
anything, or any one, Ted always excepted. He
discovered, too, that her real name was Eileen,
which for the dead Eileen's sake, gave her a still
stronger claim on his alfections.

But his best hour was in the evening, when
he knelt by Ted’s side, and together the little
brothers, repeated their evening prayer. Into
his, Mike had inserted a fresh clause, which he
repeated night after night with great fervency.

“ Please God, keep me from tellin’ another
lie, and may I love my Teddie more and more,
for Jesus's sake, Amen.”

“ Rays,” said Uncle Edward one evening
when Ted was downstairs again, and nearly as
well as ever, © Boys, I have given you no birth-
day present, after all.” At these words Mike,
who was lying Hlat on the Hoor for Tootsie to
crawl over, sprang to his feet, and running up to
Ted whispered vigorously in his ear.

“ All right,” said Ted nodding.

“ Uncle Fdward, please,” said Mike, * may
Ted and me have whatever we like ?”

I don’t know that,” replied Uncle Edward.
laughing.  “ You might make too great demand
on my purse.”

* Oh ! we doesn’t want anything out of your
purse.”

“Still it is safest not to promise. Perhaps
you will expect me o make over Tootsie tu
you 2"

Mike raised a shout. “ Why, Uncle Fd-
ward, you /v clever—that's just what we does
want ; Ted and me, we want Tootsie for our
birthday present, to be our little sister for ever'n
ever,  Don’t we, darlin’ > And he caught up
the child and danced round the room with her.

* De Buder Mike,” said the small thing,
stroking his cheek approvinly.  Uncle Edward
looked from the baby girl to the boy, them
somehow his eves grew dim, the smile fadedl
from his lips, and he walked without speaking to
the window.

“ We will take much care of the little one,’
said his sister, touching his arm. ¢ Don't you
think she will be happier here than in Malta ?”

“ Yes, Mary, you are right ; God forgive me
if I have been very nearly selfish again. You
are right, she wili be happier here.”

So it was settied that for the next three years
Tootsie was to be Mike's and Ted's litde sister
and playmate, for during that time Uncle Fd-
ward expected to be abroad with his regiment.

“But I havea week longer here yet,” he
said, * and [ don’t want to go away with that
boy's cheeks so pale. Mike,” turning to the
clder nephew, * what do you say to our visiting
( Not on the mailcar, Ted
1s not stron genough for that, but suppose I hire
a carriage from Killarney ? and suppose I in-
vite not only you and Ted, but father and moth-
er and Tootsie and Nurse Nora ? and suppose



