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THE BELTONS CHRISTMAS PUDDING.

CHATPTER T.

* Better i a dey mored, and quistues therewieh, than an howsr
Jull of suerkfices with strife'—Prov, xvil. L.

“ To-morrow will be Christmas-sve, mother,” aighed

little Pauline Belton, & blue-ayed maiden of nine years,

with bright brown corls,

“ Well, love, is that a sighing matter?”

“No, I wns not sighing exactly for that.”

“ For what, then, did such a sigh escape from your
merry little heart ? ¥

“We shall have no Chrisimas pudding this year,
shall we, mother 7 "

“Noj; bat surely that iz nothing to grieve about.
I’'m sure if you could lock into meny a home this herd,
cold winter, you would find plenty to sigh aboat,
worsa than our having no pudding, let alone the poar
creatures who have not even & home or any comforts

sswe have. I shall begin to fear that my little Pauline
B3



4 THE BELTONE' CHRISTMAS PUDDING,

is growing greedy, like Marietta Drummodo, who will
get her lame brother’s ghare as well as her own when
the can, and says that ‘pudding is the best 'thin.g
out“# L

“0h, mother, dear! T hope nob. Baf, indeed, T
want the pud.ding'fm; all the rest more than for
myself,”

“We will sec how happy & Christmas-day we can
Tiave without it, Pauline, T had hoped to ssve encugh
to give you this treat, but the weather has been so
freezing, that all my extra money has gone for coals,
and T could not go into debt for a luxury.”

* But you are nof in debt at all, mother, are you T
asked her eldest son, Robert, who wae nearly fifteen

years old, and errand-boy at the grocer’s for a shiliing
a wesk and his dinner. He was home for his break-

fust now, and locked np from his scantily-buitered
ernst with some surprise and dread vpon his face—
T shonld be sshamed to go to my werk if you owed
Mr. Plumptnu money | "

¢ No, Hobert. Thank God I have been able to
pay for everything; but I should not if we .had
indulged in anything bayond the commonest neceas
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sories. But I believe better times are coming for
ue, if we can tide over till the spring.”

Robert munched his erust in eilence for a minute,
snd then resumed—

“Youwon't have any decorations put, np this year,
I suppose t ™

* Why not ? ¥

“(Oh! If there's no Christmas-fare it will seem like
a mockery to one’s appetite to see the place covered
with holly.”

“1 am just of the contrary way of thinking,”
answered bis mother, smiling, “I shouldn't have
supposed that fChristmas-fare’ had anything to do
with the mhtter. What are the decorations put up in
the chuech for, but to show our Christian joy that
Jesus eame down to this world of ours to bring
glorions salvation for us by His life and death? Is
not that plenty to make us glad .on the coldes:
Christmags-day that ever dawned, even. if we had
nothing better than dry bresd for our dinner?? -

“Yes, mother ; indeed, it i18.. How could I be
so forgetful ! DBut this will seem soch a curions
Christmss, although, as yon - say, we have many
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more comforts than numbers of people. Then we'll
put np the holly all the same. If Charley and Max
will bring it in before the evening—there's plenty
ont on the common—I'll see what T esn do when
I come home, We shan't he sble it make this Lttle
cottage look like the dear old *Grange,’ though.”

#1 shall go too,” said little Panline. “And we
will have such a big bundle by the time you come
back.™

“Don’t let Pauline go, mother dear,” said Robert.
“T can’t bear to think of her going out in the frost;
it's dreadful enough for any one, bot her poor little
grms get 50 blue with the cold.”

“ But yon forget that poor Charley’s hands are all
coverad with chilblaing,” urged Pauline; “1'm sure I
don’t see how he counld ont or carry the prickly stuff.”

“0Oh, never mind wmy chilblains,” exclaimed
Charley, ** Max can gather it, and T'1l teke a basket
or cloth to carry it. We'll manage.”

*“You must not bring sway too many of the
berries,” said Mrs. Belton, © because there are so
many birds to be enpplied with them, and I think
the glossy leaves are guite me pretty.”
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 zood-bye, mother,” said Robert, kissing her as
he went out; “I shsll have a whole holiday om
Christmas-day, and we won't spoil it for the wanf
of a pudding.”

“No more will I,” langhed Pauline; “but I do
wish poor Charley’s hands would get well. To-
morrow we are to go to the Viearage, and see the
grand Christmas Tree, and there will be lots of nice
warm things for vs. I hope I shall get some wool
mittens; if I do, I shall give them to Charley.”

“TIt i bad, indeed, to have such sore hands,”
replied her mother. “And is it not bad, too, for
poor grandfather, now hig sight is failing so fast?
He eannot even read in the old family Bible; so
Le has to eit and think for many hours, instead of
reading as he used to.™

“1 read to him every day,” said Max; “and
then he knows n lot by heart. I wish I knew as
much as grandfather does, becanse I shouldn't have
to work so bard at the verses for Bundsy-school.”

“You have not lived gquite so long as your
grandfather; but how glad and thankfal he is that
he has read and lenrnt so much of the Bible when



