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“Ts it n pretly doll 7” gaid he.

“ Na,” said the child, “ it is not that,” but hex
face showed that she would dearly love to have
that very thing.

“ Well,” snid Percy, “I cannot guess, bub tell
me, Nellie.” .

“ Well, T will tell you; first, I should like to
giwl: mamma enough money to buy flour and
coal—

“ Flour and coal!” exclaimed Percy, * Good-
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ness! what a strange thing to wish for! .

“Yes, but we cannot live without them,” said
Nellie.

“ Now,” said Percy, “I want you to have
something for yourself.”

“If I can have it, 1 shonld like a little doll.”

“A litlle one! would you not like a big
one? ”

“ Qh, yes; but you are too kind.”

“ Not at all ! Ishould like Lo make you real
happy.”

*You have made me real Lappy already ; you
are a good boy ! .

Perey felt o Jittle embarrassed at the little
girl’s praise. “ 1 don't think I am very good.”

“Yes you are, and I wish I could do some-
thing to make you happy ; but,”
quickly, “you must be perfectly
happy now,” as she spoke she
glanced around bis prelty room.

He knew she relerred to his
pleasant surroundings, and he
said ¢

“ Ycs, I think 1 ought to be! ”

His tone attracted her notice,
and she looked closely at him.
Then she thought of his cripp-
led condition, and her little heart
ached for him.  She did not know
how to comfort him, hut young
a8 she was, she had tmplicit faith
in God.

So she said

“ 1 wi:l ask thedear Infant'Jesus
to cure your limbs, sobt hat you
i walk.”

“Oh ! Nellie, will you ask
Him ™  The boy’s very heart
seemed Lo be in the question.

“Yes, I will; hut you must ask
Him too.”

“Me! Oh! 1 do not'kuow how
to talk to Jesns, Will you tell
me what to say 77

“Say: ‘Oh! Sweel Child Jesus,
through Thy Incarnation and
Birth, 1 beseech Thee to restore
strength to my limbs, so that |
can walk)”

He repeated the words over
and over, and as he did so he felu
his heaet fifted up to regions un-
known bofore.  The poor boy
trembled with a new-born hope.
He wondered why he had never
thought of asking God to care
bim, but poor boy it was not
alwgether his fanly; his parents
were worldly people, and did not
helong to any church, so that Nel,
lie's words were a revelation to
him.

Percy wished his mamma to

“I wish you ahappy Christmas, Percy, come
Iere and wish me the same.”

‘The boy’s face turned deathly white for a
momerd, then Nushed red, he looked at Nellig as
though he did not understand her, but her look
was not to be mistaken, Her hands were still
held toward him, and every feature of her face
scemed to say come.

Percy laid hig hands on the arms of his chair;
his feet touched the floor; he tried to raise him-
self up by the strength of his hand, but ~OQh
God!is it possible? the next instant he finds
himself standing on his feet. He almast loges
his senses for the very joy. But Nellie’s voice
recalls him,

“Oh! Percy, thank God! come here.”

In a moment Percy is by her side, his bands
c¢lasped in hers.

“0Oh, I knew the dear, sweet Jesus would not
refuse my prayer; how shall we ever thank
Him?”

They were on their knees the next moment,
and [ think the most pleasing homage the New
Born King received that day, went up {rom the
hearts of those two children. The two mothers
were also on their knees, and they both felt that

DANGEROUS FICTION.

ARENTS should generally understand that
the general output of novels embraces
many hooks of tendencies so immoral that
it 1s quite worth their while to supervise

current literature that may fall ivto the hands
of their children. Many young people go to
book stores and buy novels innocently, because
of the titles, which contain suggestions of the
most unwholesome character, while in others
may be found the bold advocacy of the most
vicious doctrines und theories. The time is ripe
for such public protest as will make the pub-
lishers of these books feel some sense of shame.
A deplorable feature of the business is that
some publishers who enjoi)' a high reputation for
the excellence of their litexature in the past
boldly aflix their imprint to the most degrading
stuff. We repeat that it will not do for parents
10 permit their children to pick and choose of
current fiction for themselves. A boy or girl,
on purchasing a novel, should be required tosub-
mit it Lo the inspection of his fauther or mother,
and the bookseller should be made to feel the
weight of paternal displeasure.if
the book be unfit for the young
to read. .

There i3 a law against selling
liguor to minors, and there should
be a law against selling novels of
the kind to which we reler to

. children.  And such a law will
sure!y be enacted if these anthors
and publisheis are not curbed very
soun.  ‘These books make a mock-
ery of marriage and a jest of the
must holy relations between the
sexes. They instil o doctrine as
absolutely fatal 1o the welfare of
gociety as it is disss 1ous to the
youthful mind.

Scarcely a day passes that the
New York papers do not contain
tidings of young boys arrested for
stealing considerable money from
parents or employers, with which
to “go Wesgt” in search of sang-
uinary adventure. In every in-
stance the youungsters confess Lo
having vheir imaginations lired by
sensational story papers. A still
sadder aspect of the sume evil is
the number of young girls who are
led to New York and to ruin by
similar influences. The “flagh”
literature of the day leads them
to think that they will neet
wealth and admiration in the city.
The carcers of such misguided
girls in nine cases out Jof Len Jead
to degradation and death, Keep
these unwholesome papers ot of
your hands and make use of pure,
enterlaining literature.

¢
AM I DOUING MY WORI,

It niny be sweeping rooms or
washing dishes ; it may be corry-
ing a hod or a sceplre, it may be

see his new friend, so be called
Ler and introduced them.

* Mamma, this is Nellie Lind-
er, she lias told me something
beautiful.  Oh! mamma, if i wo qid only come
Lrue.”

“IWhy, my love, what is it

Oh, 1L seems 80, Vory slrange, yet Nellie
thinks it will happen. She g gning Lo ask the
dear Infant Jesus to cure my limbs; and she
says He hears and answers children’s prayers.”

Mrs. Gray started  thongh she had received
ablow. She looked at the litile girl, who stood
with her little hauds clasped before her, her
her cheeks flushed and her eyes shining like
stars.  Mus. Gray fell as though she would give
all she possessed to stand as pure and free Irom
sin In God’s sight as that little child.

So Christmas moring came, clear and cold.
Percy was up early and taken to his window,
where he conll wateh the children go to church
opposite.  He very slowly dropped into an
easy sleep, from which he, was awakened
hy his mother's voice, and another voice
which  he did not know. His door
opened and_his mother entered; close by
her side was Nellie. The child seemed terribly
moved, but she tried to control hersell, and
paused about the middle of the room and held
out her hands towards him, saying :
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God was very near them that blessed [ hristmas
morning, . .

Twelve years have passed and il is Christmas
once more. Good Father Dean is still pastor
where we first met him, His years are begin-
ning to lean rather heavily apon him; so much
so that he is to have an assistant; his curate is
to be with him for Christmas. The Grays still
live opposite and are good faithful members of
his congregation.

Nellie Linden is one of the brightest orna-
ments of the town, loved (or her goodness and
her beauty. Her futher hasbeen fortunate, and
the family are quite comfortable. They are all
busy getlivg rendy for Mass, 'They expect (o
hear the new priesl. so they start in good time.
After they have said some prayers, they begin
to look toward the sacristy ; they were anxious
tosee their future pastor, because Father Dean
has toll them that the priest who is coming is
to succeed him. ‘FThe candles are lighted, the
orgun swells out the glad strains, Glorie in Ex
celsis Deo, and the altarboys appear at the
sacristy door ; all eyes are turned in that direc-
tion, and there is the young priest. It is Father
Percy Gray.—Mrs.J. A. E.

. tending a haby or writing a book
+ —the question is just as appli-

cable. ** Am 1 doing my work
 not criticising somebody else, not
longing for . betier chance, not waiting for
gomething to 1 up; but doing my_ work as
well as T know Bow lo do it ?”

If one can an*er in the aflirmative, he has
answered one of {he greatest questions that he is
ever called upon to fice. To bein one's place
and doing one's Work is 0-\'“’0"?0?' salisfying ;
to he out of one’s proper place will be agony, be-
eange it will take r'ne «wiy from God. If a man
who is meant to be a physician 18 migerable as
a lawyer; if a usefni and prosperous farmer is
sometinies spoiled to make an unhappy and
second rate professional man, what will be the
agony of living for an eternity out of one’s ele-
ment, or in other wrds, away from one’s God?
T'o be something may be the high ambition of
every humble child of Gad, and he may be sure
that at last he will certainly reach the very sum-
mit of his ambition.

————er O P e

Said a teacher to one] of his girl pupils: “If
your father gave you a basket,containing forty
plums to divide between yourself and your;litt)
brother, alter you had taken your share what
would be left 2 “ My little brother.”




