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lad Warren always was
most loving, little rascal
- saw, going around with
_eyes and face so
(as Mark said)
back in spite of

‘using every pet name

! I wish tliere were
80 I could call them

guess his heart was

‘his head fairly
th plans for Christ-
1as presents for everone he loved.
He didn’t have much money and the
little he did have he earned and saved

till every penny was precious as gold, |

_ ‘as he figured out just what he could

‘buy for each one,

: Tft took a lot of courage, too, to go
out in the hot sun and pick black-
berries when Chester Bell was going
t'shing and taking his lunch along,
and wanted him to go too ‘“just aw-
fully;” and to run indoors cheerfully:
and pare potatoes the moment mamma
called, and to go errands when he had
to stop work on “the dandiest snow
house you ever saw;’ but he did it
and all through the twelve long mpnths
he polished papa’s shoes, wiped dishes,
cleaned vegetables, dressed the twins
and did everything he could possibly
think of to have more to slip into his
bank, which he always opened _two
days before Christmas.

This year he was unusually gleeful
and went around with his eyes shining
like stars and a smile so broad that
one  of his friends nick-named him
“The-laugh-a-lot boy;” and the reason
for all his joy was that he had five
dollars and thirty-seven cents, and
“some besides,” for, as he confided to
mamma when they were having their
good-night cuddling time:

“You see when 1 keep ’count of how
much I put in my bank, sometimes 1
call a dime five cents so I'll be s’prised
when T‘open it.” -

So the dear little chap had zvery
penny counted out for each one, ;md
fiis Tist al made out, and the ‘“s’prise”
pennies were to buy a present for
somebody-who wouldn’t have “a single
bit for Christmas.”

Well, here it was the twenty-third of
December and the bank was opened,
and the *‘s’prise” counted up to eighty-
five cents, and Warren had stood on
his head and nearly broken his mam-
ma's ribs with a bear hug in his de-
light, when a knock at the back door
sent him scurrying to open it.
stood a big boy, as tall as papa, but
with a boyish face, so cold and pinched
and hungry-looking it would have
made your heart ache. When he asked
for something to eat, Warren would
have given him a good deal more than
half of his own dinner rather than
have him go away.

Now you can guess pretty well what
sort of a mamma Warren had, a face
so like a sweet, wild rose, that War-
ren’s big brother always called her
“You-pretty mamma-you,” and then
laughed to see the dimples come in
her cheeks: one of those mammas that
can cure a pounded finger by the way
she says “Oh!" and drive away a head-
ache or a heartache by just snuggling
vou close in her arms.  Well, this
same sweet mamma was just the least
hit afrard of tramps, and this great, tall
Doy, with hic vough looks and a <ort of

There

was to be “for mamma,” and suddenly
asked: :

“What are you going to give your
mamma?”’ U e

That was too much for the Big Boy
tramp, and his eyes filled with tears.
Then Warren patted his hand and
questioned in a voice full of sympathy:
“Haven't you any mamma? Has she
gone to heaven?”

And the Big Boy just put his head
on the table and cried and cried as if
his heart would break.. When he could
speak he told Warren all about it—
the dear mother at home who was so
sad because she didn’t know where her
boy was, and how he had run away
from home six years ago, and been a

_bad, bad boy, and had done things that

would break her heart if she knew,
and how he would give anything in
the world, if he had it, to see her again,
until Warren’s eyes were full, too,
feeling so sorry for the poor mamma
and her poor boy.

But soon a bright idea popped into

his curly head and he smiled up at
him an eager:

“Why don’t you go home and give
her yourself for a Christinas present?
I'm most sure she’d like that heaps
better'n anything elsel”

“I can’t. I haven't any money nor

any decent clothes, and no one will
give me any chance to earn any, and
besides, I'm too bad to go home.”
To all of which Warren insisted,
Mammas always love their boys no
matter how bad they are, and she'd
iust love you hard'n ever before, if
vou'd go back, even if you don’t look
very nice.”
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And then the beautilullest thought
came to him as he asked with a little
tecimble

“Bie Boy., how much does 1t cost to

oo vour mamma?’

m s voree:

“Tive dollars and ninety cents.” was
“Leoanswer moas 111»]'(‘i('\\ A tone us il
cvvere fiive thousand mstead.

hen what do vou think?  That
Wiarren lhv\} bpoed to the sttt
room and put both arms around mam
mia's neck and held her tehn winle

he told her the pitiful story of the Big
Boy and his mother, and how he want-
ed to give him his precious Christmas
money to go back home, “and if ‘he
goes right away quick don’t you think
he could get there in time for her
Christmas present, mamma?”’

Mamma thought maybe he could,

_and after a long talk with Big Boy it

was finally settled, and Warren’s store
of pennies and nickels and dimes was
changed into a ticket which took him
back to the old home and the mother-
love waiting for him all those years.

That night, after his, “Now I lay
me,” and mamma’s last kiss, Warren
said, bravely choking back a little
sob: .
“Anyhow, mamma, I think this will
be the bestest Christmas I ever had
‘cause I’'m pretty sure it’s what Jesus
would have done,” and mamma said,
“T think so too, darling,” and tucked
him in, with the lovelight in her- eyes
brighter than ever.

And now just hold your breath while

PREPARING FOR CHRISTMAS.

|

[ tell you how the mail

last
brought a little box which held a shin-

very

ing twenty-dollar gold piece and a
note from Big Boy’s mother thanking
the little boy for helping Big Boy to
give his mother the dearest Christmas
present she ever had in all her life.

When Warren found out he could
buy his presents after all he gave the
biggest Hurrah you ever heard irom
any seven-year-old boy and the last
thing he said that night was a sleepy
whisper which only the sand-man
heard—*“This is the very bestest Christ-
tnas I ever had.”
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_For the treatment of all torms of SPEECH
DEFECTS.  We treat the cause, not simply  the
habit, and thercfore produce natural speech.

Write tor particulars.
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A Rich Boy.

“Oh, my!” said Ben; “I wish I was
rich and could have things like some
of the boys that go to- our school.”

“I say, Ben,” said his father, turning
around quickly. “How much will you
take for your legs?”

“For my legs?"’ said Ben in surprise.

‘“Yes! What doiyou use them for?”

“Why, I run and jump and play ball,
and, oh, everything.”

“That’s so,” said the father. “You
wouldn’t take $10,000 for them, would

you?”
“No sir.”
“And your arms—I _ guess you

wouldn’t take $10.0°C for them, would
you?”

“No, sir.”

“Nor your good health?”

“No, sir.”

“Your hearing and your sense of
taste are better than $5,000 apiece, at
the very least; don’t you think so?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Your eyes now. How would you
like to have $50,000 and be blind the
rest of your life?”

“I wouldn’t like it at all.”

“Think a moment, Ben; $50,000 is a
lot of money. Are you very sure you
wouldn’t sell them for that much?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then, they are worth that much, at
least. ‘“‘Let’s see now,” his father
went on, figuring on a sheet of paper—
“legs ten thousand, arms ten, voice ten,
hearing five, taste five, good health
ten, and eyes filty—that makes a hun-
dred. You are worth $100,000, at the
very lowest figures, my boy. Now run
and play, jump, throw your ball, laugh
and hear your playmates laugh, too;
look with those fifty-thousand-dollar
eyes at the beautiful things about you,
and come home with your usual appe-
tite for dinner, and think now and
then how rich you really are.”

Tt was a lesson that Ben never for-
got, and since that day every time he
cees a cripple or a blind man he thinks
how many things he has to be thank-
ful for. And it has helped to make him
contented.

QOR———

Don’t be rude to your inferiors in
social position.
Don’t overdress, or underdress.

Don’t jeer at anybody’s religious
belief.

Learn to attend to your own busi-
ness—a very important point.

Don’t try to be anything else but a
gentleman or gentlewoman, and that
means one who has cohsideration for
the whole world, and/ whose life is
governed by the Golden Rule: “Do
unto others as you would be done
by.”—Selected.

A REFORMED
~ HUSBAND

ASTONISHING EFFECTS.

*“Idonotknowhow
toexpress my grati-
tude to the Samaria
prescription whizh
you sent me some
weeks ago. It has
produced astonish-
ing effects on my
husband. My pen
cannot express the
feeling of gratitude
I have. %Ve owe —

7~

to you my husband's life, who was a

wreck ip health and in business. To-
day he is a perfect man, which he had
not been for the last three years on
account of the drink habit. Enclosed
lind money order for another treat-
mefit for a friend’s husband, whose
case 1s quite similar to my own hus-

band’s case.”—Madamé ~A. Ville-
neauve.

FREE SAMPLE and pamphlet giving full
e By | _Pparticulars, testimonials
; rice sent in plain sealed envelope. Corree:
f)om ence sacredly confidential. Enclose stam

or reply. Address The Samaria Remedy co.p
40 Jordan street, Toronto, Canada. :

Samaria Remedy is tasteloss ard can be used with-
ont the patient’s knowledge,
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