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TEE PAlET MOUS£NW, Clam, b. a good littie girlwhils mother bo out. Then we-wil se what Sauta Claus wil

hbWaf you on CJhristmas Day," said Mrs.
Î ýfautenlng ou a black bonnet,

tdmmodd with a noddiug green feather,
and plalg a purpîs velvet cape, that
had mn btter days, on ber comfortable
ehouldems

'?Wr ho bring Clara a wax dolly?
Wth golden hair an' blue eyes, au' a bat
with feathers on it, au' a green parasol,
an' a. neekiace an' stockings, an' browu
ahôo, n-n- said Clama, dancing
rodnd ber mother.

«W. sehall seo what we shall see wbeu
Christmas eomes," said Mrs. Budd, tak-
lng down a bunch of keys front a nil
by tis door. "Toys eost mouey; aud
poor Father Christmas may not have

People"There's a bit of fire iu my grate, MY
dear. Do 'ee go in and boil up the
kettie. There are some nice tea-leaves

enough pennies to b# douHes for ail his lef t in the tèapot, and tbey'll freshen up
littie friende. Now, mind you are a good with some'boiling water; and tbere's
girl, MY Pietty. Sauta Claus loves geod some bread and treacle on the table.
cbildren. Polly Malony, upstairs, 1 ll elp yourselves."1 And kind-bearted,
look in aud put you to bed by and by. Mrs. Budd trotted out of the bouse into

Coming up the dark woodeu stairs, as Boot Alley.
Mrs. Budd was going cautiously down, Outside a toyshop a row of srnal
was a pale, tired-looking girl, carrying a children stood gaziuag with admiring
baby on ber arm, wbile -a amaîl boy beld eyes at a large wax doîl displayed lu
ber baud and a littie girl dragged on to tbe window, dresped in an apple-green
ber skirts. colored silk dress, pink sunehade in

"IWby, Polly, bow cold you look, to be baud.sure!" said Mrs. Budd. 've told my "Tbat's the dol my Clara bas set ber
Clara you would look Iu and see ber beart ou," tbougbt Mrs. Budd. 'Trice
some time iu tbe evening." oue-aud-five-tbree, it's marked. Tbat's

"Sure 1 will, Mrs. Budd," said the girl, a large sum of money for Father Christ-
restiug the baby ou the banister. "We mas to spend. I don't know bow I could
have been out to see tbe shops: the little gçt it together. Even if I could save it,
eues wanted to look at ail the pretty then there are those pocSr motherles
thiugè put out for Christmnas. It is very cbildreu upstairs; and I sbould really be
cold, and just beginuiug to snow.» buying clothes and f ood for them, in-

stead of a toy. for Clara." And Mrs.
Budd sigbed as she trudged onward.

Mrs. Budd was a charwornan, and she
lived with hier littie daughter, Clara,
aged six, in Boot Ailey. In the roorne
above Mrs. Budd çlwelt the Malonys.
The eldest girl, Polly, since her mother's
death somes months before, had had to
be bier father's housekeeper, and mother
to bier brothers and sisters. Mr. Malony
was often out of work, and then food
and fuel would be very scarce In the,
Malony household.

As Mrs. Budd walked towards the
neighborhood of Covent Garden, where
she went every night 1to cean sorne
offices, again and again she thought of
the Malony children, and their fireless
room troubled bier mothLAy heart.

"One-and-flve-three is a lot of money.
If I do try and save it, a penny here
and a penny there, 1 do believe I should
spend it ou things for the Malonys in-
stead of Clara," she said to herseif, as
she unlocked the street door leading to
the offices, and climbed the stairs to the
first fluor. "However, doil or no doli, I
must set to work, or I shall be like the
old woman with the pig in rny Clara's
story-book-I shall neyer get home to
my cottagq to-night."

The offices, deserted by ail except Mrs.
Budd, were very quiet; no sound was to
be heard in the building save what Mrs.
Budd made with hier broom as she went
f rom room to room, brushing, sweepiug,
and dusting. Suddenly she stopped, let-
ting the broom drop with a clatter,
wbile she threw up bier bands in amaze-
meut. She stared round the room, her
eyes wide 'open with astouisbrnent, for
she had distinctly heard a tmny, clear
voice say:

"Mrs. Budd, 1 wish to speak to you."1
Mrs. Budd looked uervously in every

place, likely and unlikely, for a aigu of
the speaker. Up the cbimney, under the
table, in the waste-paper baskets, even
peeped into tbe coalbox, but could se
no one. Tben the voice came again.

"Mrs. Budd, I wish to speak to you,»
said sorneone in silvery toues. "ýHere I
arn! On your broom. Don't you see
me?»

jý

Theu, wbeu Mrs. Budd looked at ber
broom, wbich she bad rested agaiust tbe
table, she saw, sitting at the very tip
of the handie, a dear little mouse, with
a fat round body, very brigbt bla.ck eyes,
and a long curly tail.

"I came up here to be out of tbe way
of your feet," it said. "I was se afraid
you rnight accideutally step on me."

"WbVy, lawks-a-rnussy! I neyer did
hear tell of a mouse who could talk!"
remarked Mrs. Budd, eyeing the mouse
with great surprise. "I wish my Clara
were here to sec you."1

"I arn a Fairy Mouse: that is why I
can speak so nicely," explained tbe
mouse, nirnbly ruuning down the baudle
of the broom, and briskly beginning to
clirnb Mrs. Budd's dress. "Please do
not lie frightened. I assure youý do
not bite."

Mrs. Budd was "all of a shake," as
she said afterwvards; the greeu feathers
in lier bonniet waved wildly to and fro,
like the treetops on a indy day; ber
knees trembled, and the few teeth she
lad lef t in lier bead chattered.

The mouse curled itself up cosily in
one of ber large hands, and looked at
Mrs. Budd inquisitively out of its bright
eyes.

"I must get on with my story, or youl'work wil) neer lie flnisbed if I keep you
talking too long," it said. ".As I told
you, I arn a Fairy Mouse. I was turued
out of Fairyland sorne weeks ago by tlke
Queeu of the Fainies, wbo was very
angry because I1nmade ryny est iu ber
best bandbox. 1 was expelled by ber to
these offices."

"Fairyland!* I didn't kuow there was
sucli a place nowadays, what with these
hairships- and motor-cars ail over the
place," said Mrs. Budd. "My granny,
when 1 was a little girl, and lived in
Cornwall, used to tell stories of witcbes
and pixies, and suhike, but I thouglit
it was al'rnake-believe.'"I

"Wel), 1 hope you will thiuk differ-
ently for the future, Mrs. Budd," said
the mouse, spealing rather severely.
"To continue my story, when I first
carne here I feit very sad, as 1 was
afraid sorne misfortune would bappen to
me. Oh, dear! how I did worry! I
thouglit I should starve, orI more hor-
rible stili, lie eaten by a cat. But you


