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Caroloss Santa Claus.

Frov north to sonth speads Snuta Claus his
Chrismas-crow led «leigh ;

He doesa wondorful ammount of lalour in a
day;

\nd a0, although o pity, yot perhaps it isnot

uoer

That in his haste he clinnced to make some sad

mistak o« last year.

It happencd in a town that lies not distant
fiom our sight—

tho nnmo I w il not mention here, but if 1
would 1 maght -

Ho passed expoctant, loving friends by tens
and may be seores,

And left the jrenonts meant for thiem at other
poople’s doors.

Ihe gloves ho brought for Ella Green he gave
to Einiun Gray,

Who had a dozen pairs from Paris just re-
coived that day ;

the doll that mickly Lulu Lane had hoped for

half a year

gave, with seven finer ones, to small

Eatolla Greer.

Ihe drawing tools requeated by ambitious
Tominy West

lie sent to idle Philip Jay, who let thom rust
n rest;

I'he muit intended Hester's ncedlo-rough.
aned hands to hold

ile gave the banker's daughter—and the sew-
ing-girl caught cold.

None nvecded more than Mra. Brown a china
dinner set ;

And Baota biought it for hier, but it went to
Mrs. Hrett;

And Mrs. Brett, who boarded. crowded it
upon o shelf,

\Where no oue elas conld seo, and where sho
seldom looked herself,

Penaliar. Vane, the bachelor, society’s delight,

Had three fine ailk umbrellas, with haudles
gleaming tright ;

\nsl only one wasmennt for him, one fur the
Widow Moore,

And one for Jones, tho cnughing clork at
Irwin's tritming store.

Now you may think tho riddlo was not very
hard to real,

I hat thoss who had too much wonld soon dis-
cover who had need ;

But though indecd remarkable,’tis true which
here [ say :

Not one of them has dreamed of the wmistake
uatil to-duy.

It is too Inte to mend it ; dolls broken, gloves
out-worn,

A pretty muff moth-eaten, umbrellas lost and
torn;

But don't you think that all of us had better
watch this vear,

st Santa Claus should err again, and make
the blander liere ?

—TYouth's Companion,
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GLADYS' NEW YEAR.

GrApYS had hiad such a delightful Christ-
mas. Her cousing, Sadie uud Beasic Cook
aud Roy and Ralph Dunkirk, had spent a
whole woek at her house. And what fun
they had bad! Such a Christmas tree!
Such games! Sach rompmg and coasting and
aleighriding!  But 1t was all over. 1ho
cousing were gone, and hiere 1t was actunily
New Ycar’s Day, and ¢* 80 atupid 1" so Lladys
said fretfully.

Her futher was absent from town, and her
mnther had gono to *‘receive” with Mra,
Hastings.

“1 think it's mean to be left hero alone on
New Year's Day,” thought Gladys, complain-
ingly. But she was not alune.  Biddy, the

oo‘{nutred cook, was in the kitchen, and
Catie, the second girl, was dusting tho par-
lours. Besilles there was Auut Hattie, who
was Gladys' papa's aunt, whom he dearly
loved Just now Aunt Hattlie was buvily
sowing in tho bay window. She had come to
speud & month,

¢ Aont Hattie,” asked Gladgs. as from
loncliness she sought the geutlo old lady,
*tisn’t this a stupul day 2"

Aunt Hattie looked up and smiled.

[ don’t tind it so, my dear,” sho said
gently.

*I Qo,” emphatically, “1I think it is just
as stupid asit can bo. I don't know what
to do with mysell.”

“Dou’t you cver work for eny onme, my
dearY”

“11 Werk for any ono?” Gladys ox-
claimed in surprise. **What Go you mean,
Aunt Hattie?”

44 I moan, my dear girl, do you over do any

kmd's service to the mck and the poor and
the =vilerangs ™

* Mammy does; ahe gives my out.grown
clothee anay*"

“ 1wt what Jdo you do for the least of
thew '

Glulva' frce flurhed.

‘1 haven t doune ansthing,” ehe maid, **do
you thnk [ ought to*™

**Certamly, I do. Supposing yon bean
now, my dear**

“AViat can [ do, Aunt Hattie?”

Aunt Hatue land asde her work

CCame, Gladys,” mad sho cheerity, **lot
us tuke a walk, 1t will do us good this clear,
bright mormng, and perhaps you wili think
of sornething you can do before wo return.”
Su tiey put on thewr wraps and went ant.

©\Where are you going, Aust Hdtie?”
asked Glady s, as her aunt roon urued aside
fram the beautitul street wta aside one that
lelt 1ato a narrow alley, where some old
Liouses stood picked closcly togetter,

‘1 am going 1o sos an old acquaintince,”
was the replv, **she is tho daugiiter of au vid
neghbour of mne.”

st She don't live in & very nice place, does
she® I alboalidn’t thik you'd like to go and
sea herin such ¢ looking street.”

* But Ide,” Aunt Hattie saud quiikly, 1
Like to go very much, hecause my visits xeem
to do her good. This will be my third
visit.”

There was a long, varrow old house, thres
stories hugh, that Auaut Hattre and Gladys
were approaching.  Thoe frout Jdoor stoud
wido open, and to Gladys’ surprise Aunt
Huttie walked right in and started up the
stairs,

¢ Come, my dear,” sho 2aid,
climb three flights.””

After o weary climb they atopped at the
door of a room 1n the low third story.

A little gicl opened the door. A smile
broke aver her swost faco as she saw Aunt
Hattio.

“Oh, I'm so glad,” xhe exclaimed, *¢and
80'll mamua be.'

She invited them nolitely to come in, anl
gave them chuirs. Then she went into a
small inner room and Gladys heard heor talk
in a low voice to some one. Presently aho
came back and took Aunt Hattio into the
inner room, returning a moment later and
sitting down beside Gladys.

*“ls your mammn sick!” questioned the
latter.

* Oh, yes, mamma’s been sick for a good
wihi:e”: but she's getting Lettar, aud I'm so
g ad.

*So am I,”. said Gladye, her sympathy
flow:nz out toward the little girl, with tears
in her bluo eves,

“1 wag afraid once that mamma wounld
die,” sho said in a low voice, “‘and I prayed
and prayed to God to leave her hers with
me, her own little girl who loves her sa
And now she is bstter and I'll take such
goc;(]l"c«l\re of her that pretty soon she'll be
well.

** I hopo 80, ton,” said Gladys warmly, and
there were tears 1n her voice as well as 1n
** But how can you take care of

e must

¢ Oh, I can take cars of her. Mamma says
I'm a born nurse.”

“Well, you arv a dear, good little girl,
anyway,” said Gladys, brushing away the
tears that foli down lier checks. Then sud-
denly changing the subject, ahe asked :

“\Vhat did you get for Ckristmas?™ The
little face clouded for a moment.

1 duln’t got an{tuing," sho replied. *¢I
prayed for a doil; [ want d ono 50 much, but
I guess God thonght 1 woukin't have time to
play with dolls with Jdear mamma sick, and
it's all right,  Susie Turrer got one. Susio
lives on the first floor, and sho’s going to lot
me hold hers sumetimes.  Ian't Sasie good? "

“Very good,” answared Gladys, but her
voice sounided strange,

After tho call was over and Aunt Hattie
and Glndys wero out in tho strect, the latter
2aid ¢

““Let’s go righz hoino, Aunt Hattle, I have
go much to do.”

““So much to do?” Aunnt Hattio said with
a smile.

“Oh, yes,” and Gladys smiled too. )
didn’t know there was so mach to do.”

*Thank God that yon have found out,
dear Gladys !

You can iufer that the hours flew by for
the rest of the day. How Lisy and lappy
Gladys wna! lHow many places she
scarched.  What a goodly pile o} things she
wa3 heaping up for tho **least of these ™!

At six o'clock her mother rcturnel and
raised Ler hands in amazement ai finding
Glaiys sowing away busily beside Aunt
Hattie.

**Oh, 'm mending this dvess— ant Hattie
showed mo how. And, obh, mawma dear,
you don’t care, do you? if I give away tho
lovely new doll 1 got at Christmas? Thero's

tho dearest little girl over there where Aunt
Hattie and [ went, and alie did nut have any
Chiistnns.”

Belore the hnpr_v Now Year's Day cloned »
great basket [ull of thinia went out of
Gady s’ home to the “*least of theao *

That uw bt whew Gonciys knelt to say her
evening pr.yer, hot heart wasin hervouce.

“Oh | thauk thee, dear Lord,” sho said
*for tns hnppy Now Year's Day, and help
me to remember avery day of my lifo that
Frve got two bands to wark for thee—
Lutheran Eva gelist,

———— PP

DELL'S8 CHRISTMAS GIFTS.

ONe afternoon, about mix weeks boforo
Christinag, Dedt Robins, aged eght, after
long and pationt work at hor mumina'd
desk, finsshed a pooce of writiug which sho
viewed wauh great satisfaction. Horo it in:

a fu Thinga I WanT for Crismus.

a Trysickel

DuTles

Dolls kerrigo

LoTs of Kandy

GulD BracloT

Muxick Box

Plustl roching CHair

Meny Books

a nusleDo

nol' any T'HunBel

WasH Tulls

Guas fan

a nu laDy Jano

Tin Horne hiko Boys Have

sHorler KaT7Tykisem

Yours Truly,
ADoline SHolmire RoBBins.

She took this down to the dining-room
and got Pauline to fasten it with tins to
tho wall. She wondered a littlo why the
git! laughed 8o much while dving it, but
then Paulino was always giggling.

*Thore, now,"” sid Dell, with a sigh of
satisfaction, ** they'll all sce that when they
come to dinnor."”

They all dild aee it, and there was a
genernl roar of laughter. The boye teased
Dell unmercifully.

**Is the plush rocking-chair for you or
yourdoll " inquired Harry. ** Might make
a diff rence in the price. you know.”

“V’hat is ‘a nuslede,” anyway?” do
manded Rob, and was immensely surprised,
or pretended to be, when he discovered it
meant a new sled.

** Botter ask for a spelling-book,” he said.

¢ Lady Jane, I presume, belongs to the
doll fanily,* said Morris; * but why a *un’
one? What's the matter with tho old Lady
Jane 1”

** Why, don't you remember,” demanded
Dell, indignant at such furgetfulness, **that
Iast sumnner, at the farm, Lady Jane fcll
in the creck and the moully cow stopped
on heri"”

Tho tears came to Pell’s eyes as sho thus
recalled thoe ead fate of her favourite, and
out of respect to hor feelings tho others
tried to suf)due thoir laughter.

“Why did you put ‘not any thimble't”
asked her wamma.

“Because I'm always afraid somebody
will give me one.”

“*What is your objoction to a thimblo $”
her papa inquired.

“Why, as long ag I have no thimble 1
can't learn to sow, and I don't wish to
learn.”

““I'hen your list is not perfectly corrrct,”
aaid Morris; *“ you've got snmetgl'ng down
that you do not desire. But. tell me, aro
you really und truly longing for a Sharter
Cateclusm 1

¢ No,"” replicd the candid child, *“that's
another thing I don’t want, but papa
wishes me to study it, and I thought it
would please him to have me ask ‘or it,
and make him fcel moro like giving mo
other things."”

Papa shook his head gravely, but his
eyes twinkled.

They got a great deal of amusement out
of Dell's list. At each meal time the fun
and laugliter would break forth agnin. Dell
was a_ good-humoured littlo thing and
laughed with the others.

‘I don't caro how much you laugh, so
that T got the things,” she declared.

But 1t camo to pass in 8 few days, the
list began to be altered, Dell heard zo much
about hard timnes, and the sufferings of
poatr people who could not get work, and
consequontly could not buy ?:od and coel,
nor pay houso rent.

—— —- © o —

It scamod to her that everybody who
calld had something Lo euy about theae
“unsmiployad ™

Alr. Clinton, o friond of her (ather, was
chauman of a ward relicl committee, and
he had many storiea to tell of destitution,
and how pecossary it was to golloct money
to holp theso poor people. Some of the
storivs of crylng childreu, and sick women,
and desporato mun, wero very Kitlful.

Thoy mado Doll feel very badly. Bh
S:ndcml over the mattor deoply, and ono

7 aho asked, —

Mamwn, if you and papa didn't give
me 30 wany and such ‘spennivo things for
Christmas, would you have morp monsy to
givo to these pouple who are out of work 1"

“Why, yes,” roplied Bra. Robbins,
smilingly. **I supposc if wo all aaved our
luzuries, wo should have more to givo to
poaple who neod necossarios.”

“That settles it,"” eaid Dell. Bhe
marched to the dining-roon, s up on
a chair, and drow a poucil inark—a ve
crooked one—through the gold brecele
and the gauzo fan.

““That's to savo money for the unem-
ployed,” sho romatked.

“But 1 don't beliezo you would haje
ottan theso thinga anyhiow,” tcmf‘l Herey.
*They'ro not suitable for a chilg liko you.”

Upon reflection Dol! agreed with hlm,
8o, with a sigh or two, .ﬁo scpatched out
the music-box and rocking-chaip.

Thon ono day Miss Stuvens camo, full of
» concert which sho was helping to arrange
ta mako nioney for tho poor, and sho had
nany thrilling stories to refate.  When ahe
departel, Dell went down and marked out
**dolls kerrige,” and wroto *‘n fu * inatead
of ** mony " beforo books.

Then sho heard some things at achool
that caused her, after a great atruggle, tp
mark off the ** trysickel."

**There Il soon be nothing left but tho
Shorter *Kattykisem,'"” chuckled Harry.

Another k)athetio story moved Doil to
write **aum " iustpad of *‘lots of " beforo
* Kundy,” and for a *‘fu” books, to aub.
atitute, ** Alliss in WunDerlanD.*

She thought that was the lasy alteration
tho should have to make in hey list, but
when a man came into Sunday-school one
day and told about a womnan who had been
arrested for stoaling a loal of bread for hor
starving children, Dell camo rushing home,
half crying, snd was about to strike out
¢ a nuslede,” but Rob shouted, ** Let that
stand, that's-all right!” and Morris said,
“1'l} just mention in time that 1'm good
for a *nu Lady Jane.’”

Smiling through her tears, Doll $grmed
around, exclaiming,—

*¢Oh! shall T have them, aud the poor
peoplo havo bread tool”

*“Yes, yes,” eaid her father, lifting her
from the chair; ** you ghall have rome of
the gifts you have asked for, though not
‘trysickels’ and gold bracelets, 1 think ; I
trust you will havo a very happy Christmas,
all the happior because you have besn
thinking of the nceds of others, and nre
wmihg to givo up for thair bonefit what
you so much desiro yournet’. I think you
havo sot az sxampue e sslf-denial to the
rast of us *

- 2 move wo have a plainer Christmas
than usual all around,” criod Hasry -
¢*planer dinner and everything.”

?l'hm was a good doal for Harry to pro-
poac, for ho dearly loved good things to
eat,—Presbyteran.

THE NEWSBOY'S PRAYER,

OxE evening a large number of ‘*acok-
ers” 1ere kneeling at tho altar. T camo
to alittlo uowsboy. He wax deoply con-
victed, and criod as though ks heart would
break. Ileaid, ** Well, my boy, have you
asked God to save you 1

¢+ No, sir!"

“ Do you not wish to bosaved 1*

“G yes, sir!”

¢ Then why don’t you pray §"

I nover prayed ; 1 dun'’t know how.”

1 hesitated a moment, and then said,
“Toll God just what you wan} him to do
for you.”

The little fellow was silent for a few
moments, and then he burst out with in-
tenso earnesiness, ** O Lond, Lelp s follow,
won't yon 1"

Tho answor came qoick and clear, Inas
fow noments the tearstainel fxoo was
wroathed in amiles.



