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THE NEWSBOY'S DREAM.

In hir attfo. hed the newsboy lay

After the kubors of » winter's day,

And wildly hig brain In & slumber whirled

As Lhe seroll of his future was unfurled,

For he dreamed of n Christmas fraught with
Joys

And ot sapta Olnus well lnden wilh toys;

Not for himaeir alone, thonght he,

As be gazed upon & Ohrigtmas Lree,

But for mother and Jenne and Bobhy doo,

And his baby brother, just turned two.

For wilh moany a gitt the branches hung,

While his name was lisped by every Longue.

Now for Weekg the newsboy's theme had beeh

As he might hyve heen heard whera'er he was
acen,

Whispering—‘-n few more penes eneh dny,—

And then Sapta Claus €A0 COME OUF WAY.'

For he longed to buy mother anice new shawl,

And ajacret tor Bobby who was growing Lall,

Bealdes other taings that they all have cruved, ! And that lnden with

U, 1 shull be gind of the money I'vesaved,

And bahy will lsugh with joy," ssid he,

**As Be looks nt the merry Ohrlstniaa tree.”

And he thought ot Jennte, whose wee wan fnce

showed 4 love which his eye could always
rice.

“The father hnd died some months before,
Leasing bis loved onca striekew and poor.
And Jobnnie,the eldeat—but twelve Fears old—
To earn the tood tor this littie fold,

Had done his erying frum étreei o atreet,

Ap he fold his papers on s well*known beat.
But he worked with u will—no idler was he—
And he prayed nt might on his bended knee.
80 he sold the Herald,the NEwA und Times,
And soon his penuies curnad Lnte dimes,
While dollars hegnn to shine among

“Tha coppera that irom hae girdle hung.

John's mother was good As mother could be,

And she hoped a hright future her boy would
see,

For che (oved him as oaly 1 mother can,

And wught him to grow up an honeat man.

The little ones, too, wera Alled with delight

W hen Jounnie came home from his work
.might; -

And Jeunie had aatd, us they sat—all three—

To mother. with baby ¢n her knee,

Wil 8anta Claus come ngain, smma,

Or has he gone, too, with pvor papu?*

Bnt mother had sal denure und wad,

For Lhis made her feel so bad.

aL

8o Johnnle determined to do his beat,

And every night, when h¢ went to resl,

He counted his cash and 121 AwWAay

A neat littlle rum for Chrielmas day,

But the anck was small, and the dollura few,
And the tjme wWas short, tvo, NOW he knew;

Then be priced the presents he wanted to huy,
And the pile it would t 1ke most made him cry.
Hut he noticed one day they offered a prize
For a story not more than a eertain size,

And the Editor said, “Fifiy dollars we'll pny

It the story just suits us for Chrieimns day.™

80 he sat np ono night, and he wrote ont n tale

Of his own little life, but he feared he should
fail;

For the lines were 8o crooked and the slory so
shorg,

I1 did mot appear balf ao good as he thought.

Bat be wrote it agafn, and with tears tn his eyeB

He posied his effort to wiu the “first prize ;™

And then went Lo work the “drm“" to sali

And was glad when the Ohrisgmas tree he
found.

He hurried upatairs and soon returned

While his heart and hts cheeks with ardor
burnad.

A card that anid, “for mother's shawl,”

And auother that said, ' Merry Christmas all,"

80on hung on the boughs, and then he sped

And broughi all the things from under his bed,

A amile lit up the motber's face

I As cach gifi faund ite proper place.

A jaekel, a wagon, a sleigh niud mueh more
That eould not be hung wns laid on the Noor,

| Dreased dolls and bright rattles, and candles

and sticks

Til the dark shades of e7eulng again on bim | Did now altogether in harmony mix;

feli,

And Johnne was huppy as happy vonid be

| That might was the night of his wonderful | When hs snid—"Now Lhis is our Christhgs

|

dream,

When all 1o his mind most radiant did seem, |

tree!”

And mather said, *You are n darling boy,"

For be dreamt he had moncy and glory and | while Jeunfe looked wistful and cried with

fame, |
prescnis old Santa Claua
eame.

In the moruing when crying tho papers, he saw
At uscounl of the prizes the writings rid draw,
And then on a psage in the clear light of day,
He saw his nulne menttoned, and what did it
Bay?
He sat down u minate, and read with sarprise.
*T'he slory hy Johnaole has taken the nrize.”
*“If wide not so loog un some others, Lhough

neat,

Bat 'twans written by Johnnie who eries In the
strest

The papers, and sells them to keep hia poor
mother. .

He mught na well have the prize ns another.’

8o down at lhe office, midst the roar of the
boys,

They puaid him the money that bhrowght all his
Joye.

For he hastened the shawl and the trinkets to
buy,

And managed to carry them home *“‘On the
aly ;"

Bo that no one might know he had hid them
awny

Till he brought them all out again Christmas
day.

But on Chrisfinas mory there came to the door |

A man whohad never eco there hefore.

“1 huve hrought, us wus ordered nnd paid for. '
satd he.

*A beauniful litlle Christmas tree.”

80 he carried it 1o undg set it up square,

And then left the lamily wonder ug there;
For no gne as yet was ibhle to see
Whit there wae 1o hung ov » Chrisimas tree.

But Johnnle soon came from his morning
round,

oy,
And Bobby could hardty helieve his eves
As he guzed ou the beauty with grad surprise.
Now the baby 1a dancing on his Iftle toes,
When they shew him how the donkey goes,
And alt plek him up and hug im Lhere,
And Jobnuie doean's Jose his atiarce

Then he anid—*Now, mother, tnie Lhis it you
will

And he gave her a twenty-dotiar bl

"l have had my fon, now that's for yoa

To apend for yoursetf nnd the children too.

But 1he molher was anxious to learn how it
CAme,

Lent, perchiance, there might be A cause for
biame.

Then he took out n paper and rend aload

How the prize wis won of which he was proud.

But 1t aleo sald—*‘He has won a name

And e ou the high rond to honor snd fame,

For 'Lia of such alu® thnt heroes are made,

In the battle of life, in art and in trace *

‘Bo Johnnie's suceess now lowed lie a atream,

Apd fultilled w the letier the “newaboy'a
drewm."” 8.

——

CHRIST'S DAY—CHRISTMAS.

BY 8. W. RIOHARDS.

Christ’s Jay has come again; that
chosen day to visit earth, with aogels
to proeclaim His birth, as Prince of
Peace,' tbe Anointed Oue, as Son of
Gou, "Cbristian people mors commun-
Iy eall it “Christmas,’ the 251h o
December being the day ordered by
the Catholi: Church ‘that the feast of
Chrtet’s birth shouid be forever cele-
brated. ‘This order of the church has
been heretufore very generaily ob-



