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tbank you for ail the pains and trouble you took
They're selfish and groedy people; tbat's what tbey are!1

Mr. S. C.-Wait a minute, my dear. Here's ,n
want ta read to you. Thougb it isn't written or speliod
very weli, it's the sweetest, dearoat, bost lettor I
over got: (Reade.) "Dear aid Sauta.: You did got

out ta aur bouse, didn't yau? I wus &fraid you wouldn't;
meut poople tbink it's too far. I hope it wasn't too
much trouble; thank you ever so, much for the lovely

present you ieft me. It keops me warm at night, and
plays and singe ta me ail day. When my knee is worse,
it keepe me frein tbinking about the pain. I've aiways
wanted oue, but I nover s'posed I'd bave one for my
very awn. It'a the loveiiest Christmas I evor did bave.

tgI hope you and Mrs. Santa are weil. Good.by, Dear
Sauta. -Lots of lave from your littie friend, Mary
Servies."

IMns. S. C. -Wby, Santa, wbat, did you bring tbo chiid i
*Mr. S. C.-OnIy a forioru, starvod littie pussy cat

ýthat I found in the street.
Mrs. S. C. <wiping ber eyes)-Bess ber littie beart 1
Mr. S. C.-I've a great notion to take this louter

clown ta, Annie Smith, James Tueker, and John Brown,
and thon maybe thoy wili ho asbamed cf thoniselves.
They live net so, very far from iber, on the samne street,
-and perbaps tbey wiii do something for ber next Christ-
mas. If they wili try it, I amn sure there wiil ho a
happier Christmnas ail around.-Mina C. Denton, in
.-&hool Journal. ________

A Christmas Story.

LITTLE WOLY'S WOODEN 5Hoge.

Once upon a time, se, long ago that everybady bas
.forgottec when, in a. village in the north of Europe-the
namne cf whicb isom difficuit ta pronounce that no oee
-can remoinhor it-there lived a little boy who was seven
years aid, and whoae noms was Wolf. Ho bad lait
both father and mother, and was now in charge of an
-oId aunt, who was unkind and avaricious, and who
nover caressed bier nephew except on New Year's Day.
èShe always drew a sigb cf regret wben she gave hum a
bowl of soup.

But the littie fellow was se amiable that ho loved the
oId woman al] the sarne, although hoe was afraid cf bier,
~and ho trernblod whenover hoe looked at the great wart,
adorned with four gray haire, wbich was an the end cf

-ber noso.
As this aunt wae known ta, have a house of ber own,

and an oid woollen scacking full of gold, she was 'aahamed
ta send ber nephow ta a charity schoal, but she got a re*
duction on the. charge for tuition. The nmaater, vexed

-at having a pupil oc, poorly clad and who paid so little,

punished him frequently and uujustiy with the dunces
cap, and a- placard an, hie bacl, and even set against
him bis comnrades, who were ail sons of prominent citi-
zens, and who nmade of'the littie orlian a scape-goat.

Wolf waa very unhappy, and of ton hid bimself in a
corner to weep,

Christmas approached. The evening beforo the great
day, the master of thé schooi always took bis pupils to
midnight mass, and then taok theni back to, their homes.

Now as t1te winter had been very cold this year, and
for many days much snow had -falieu, the cbildren came
ta the rendezvous warmly clad in great coats, with fur
capes covering their oars, gloves and woollon mittens
and heavy shoos, whiio littie Wolf alone prosonted bum-
self sbivering, in bis every-day ciothes, and baving on-
bis foot cotton socks and heavy wooden shoes.

His naughty companions madle sport openly of bis
sad face and bis poor attire, but the orphan was so accu-
pied in blowing upon bis fingors and sufferod s0 much
witb the chiibiains on bis feet that hoe took no notico of
tbem. And -the cbiidron, marching two and two, the
master at tbe head, started for the parisb cburch. They-
foupid.this warm and ploasaut, rospiondont witb lightod
candios; and the pupils, taking advantago of the noise
of the organ and the èinging, bogan ta, talk in muffled
tones. They boasted of the Christmas Eve supper wbich
awaited theni at their homes. The mayor'.s son had
seen in the Icitchon a monstrous goose, which the truffles
spotted with black pointa liko a loopard. At thé homo
of the firat alderman, there was a littie fir troo in a box,
from the branches ôf wbich hung orangea, sweotmeate,
and jumping jacks.

The cook àt the broker's bad pinned the strings cf
ber cap behind lier boad, which alho nover did oxcept on
Christmas hoiidays, when she always made her famous
cake.

And the boys spoke also of what Santa Claus would
put in theirà stackings, that aIl wonld be sure, you know,
ta bang by the cbimney when thoy went ta bed; and in
the eyes of these little scampAi, as iively asznice, sparkled
in anticipation the joy in soeing wheu tbey awoke the
pink paper baga of sugar almonds, the lead soidiers
ranged in battalions in their box, the monageries ameli-
ing of the varnished wood, and the clowns dressod in
purpie and tinsol.

Little Wolf know woll froni exporience that bis &va-
riciaus aunt wouid send bum ta bed witbout any aupper;
but, artlessly, because hoe was sure that ho 'had boon as
good and as iudustrious aIl the yoar as hoe could bo, ho
boped tbat'the littie Christ-child would not forget him,
and ho intended wben ho wont ta bed ta put his pair of
wooden shoos on the hèarth close by the ashes.
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