PLEASANT HOURS.
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whem she camo to. The frst word
gho spoko was: * Fathor!”

“I'vo sent all the mon folks off,
dear,” says I,

Then I warmed sbme milk and fed
it to her and fin'lly I.got héf into my
bet, with & jug o' hot whter to her
B fet, and sho fell asleep; ‘twas a
wondor she wasn't fraze, but I suppose
bein’ so dedp in thb drift was the
reason.

But when she woko up wasn't she
{ real pretty looking? She was about
seventeen, and had the longest, softest,
shiniestdark hair that bver you see, and
lug eyes as brown and soft as » robin’s,
and for all she was pale ‘twas a hull-
| some paleness, and when she laughed
tor ran about outdoors there was n
little rosy colour come and go in her
cheeks till she looked the most like
an apple blossom 6f anything I ever
see.
Well, when shé could talk she told
us that she lived up in Canady on a
farm ; that her mother had diéd two
years back, and her father got an idea
he could gbt work in Boston, where
twould be mmore folksy for him and
her than in Canady, and they'd started
for tho States in their pung seein’ they
lived off any stage road, and thoy cal-
clated to sell the pung and the pony
when they got to some town.

So they came along till thoy got
ketchedl id the &t5rim &hd the last she
knew the pung upshot and the pony
run, her father holdin’ on to the lines,
but she fell out; ’twas snowin’ real
hard, as I said, but she set out to
foller the road, and in the dark turned

off onto the bridge und got to our
fence, and didn’t know no more till
she found herself by our fire,

Well! the snow set in again that
day, and we couldn’t go to look up her
father. It wasn’t no way possible.

. She said her name was Dora Wilson.
“Least ways that is my calling name,
madam ; my christened name is Theo-
dora, mother’s name ; she said it meant
‘the gift of God,’ and she was an only
child, like as I am, so they gave her
the name. The old priest, Father
Lachine, at L'Hiver, used to eall
me ‘la Diou donne, and that means
it, t00.” So the Winter went on, and
the drifts never melted till Spring, and
Dora came to be just as thoagh she
blonged to us.

Well, Spring came, and .an awful
freshot, and after awhile when thé
-water was down. Eben heered: that &
dead man. had been found caught in
the.dam the week before, and & Canady
pony and a.pung wss found too in &

j|| bemlock thicket just above. fho
B | pony’d been froze to desth there, for
j'twasn’t thawed out when a logger
tome across it, prospectin’ for lumber.

8o wo told Dora we. guessed she was

- gift of /God ts us; and sho was sure

-enough, .

"T'was & year from the dsy sbe come
that sho an’ Lorenzo was married, and
when the minister’d done it 'Renzo
b xaid =
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“Yes; your Christmag gift from
God, 'Renzo, and you are thine,”

For she'd tolll us about Christinaa;
we hnduw't ever kup’ it; but wo do now.
Then ‘Renzo stepped up and kissed
me.

“Mother!” says he. “God grant I
may stand in my lot to the ond of my
days.”

Ohristmas Day.
BY XORA PERRY.

WHAT'S this hurry, what's ths fluery,
All throughout the houso to-dayt

Everywhere a merry scurty,
Everywhero a sound of play.

Somcthing too, '8 tnatter, matter,
Out of doors as well as in,

For the bell goes clatter, clntter,
Lvery minuto—such a din !

Everybody winking, blinking;
In & queer, mysterious way 3

What od earth can they be thinking,
What on carth can be to pay ?

Bobby peeping o'er the stairway,
Bursts Jbto a littlo shout :

Kitty, too, is in a fair way,
Wliere she hides, to giggle out.

As the bell goes cling a-ling-ing,
Every minute more anid more,

And swift feet go springing, sprioging,
Throngh the hall-way w0 the door,

Where n glimpse of box and packet,

_And a little rustle, rustle, o

Makes such sight aud sound and racket,—
Such 3 jolly bustle, bustio,—

That the youngsters in their pluces,
Hiding slyly ont of sight,

All at ouce show shining faces,
All at once scream with delight.

Go and ask them what's the matter,

What the fun outside and in—
1What the meaning of tho clatter,

TWhat the bustle and the din.

Heat thitm, hbat thein labgh and shout then,

All together hear thein sy,
¢ Why, what have you been about, then,

Not to know it's Christmas day?”

————— - ———
CHRISTMAS.

“Gop be thanked for the bright
Christmas day!” many have said, as
the sunlight and gladness of its pleas-
ant hours have fallen upon their lives.
And not only the young bave said
these words, but many whose lives are
crowned with age have grasped at the
golden sunbeams that gild the glad
Christmas time. Perhaps there is no
season in all the weary march of yzars
so fraught with happiness for all classes
as this mid-winter holiday. The
hearts of the aged seem to grow young
again, and the young gain higher and
brightér heights of pleasure and en-
joyment. .

Clouds and sadness fiee away at the
Goming of suminét glory in the ihidst
of wititer's gloomn. The ¥oices of for-
row &r8 hushed, a8 tho joybells ring
out in theit silvéry sweetndss. The
dark pbwers of anguish and despair
dare for once held in chéck by the in-
'vidibls chuin of silver aiid gold. Glad
gongs and Hoating meloAy toitte over
the tranquil waters, whéte fhoaiing
tenipests have lingered so long.  Bweet-
fiess, Béaity atid sunthind all iiigle
Tovingly together, to muké ap the
¢iowiing gloFF of thy day.

Who can U this sécret of this glad

diy'§

Who can polns owb the invisible
power that makes it en beautiful 1

Is it the “ivy pmen” and winter
flowers twined gracefully together in
fantastic formst Is it the many
offerings of friendship and lovef Is
it tho Christmes carol and grand
anthem that floas out beautiful
melodyt TIs it becauss this glad day
comes in tho midst of the gloom and
desolation of winter? Is it becaune
all aro joining in this sccne of rejoio-
ing? Perhaps these things help o
render tho scene beautiful, yet they
do not constitute thé cefitral glory of
1it. The sweet love of Christ is the
hullowed power that béautifies the
day. 'The festive hours are ushered
in in memory of his coming to redecm
the world, and the joy and gladness of
that great day still floats down the
tide of ages.

‘There was joy whun he came, and
there will ever bé glad joy as the
Redeemer’s birthday comes with the
years. We can well afford to be joy-
ous as Christmas breaks upon us with
its hallowed joys. Wo can well afford
to bestow our ‘“love offerings” upon
others, when we have received by the
coming of Christ a gift of untold
worth.

Ob! royal day, full of brightness
and precious memories, we will keep
theo sacred forever.—Afrs. M. 4. Holt,
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THE CHRISTMAS-GUEST.

“Have you & guest-chamber, a
place of rest for those who niay come?”

“For my friends.”

¢ Hag it coraforts for thoss who are
wori-—some nook of rest for those
who have been wedried by tho wayt”

¢« All that lo¥e can furnish.”

@ Is thefe &n open door1”

« Night and dsy.”

« And you keep it Yor these alons}”

“For these alone.”

“Then let tho tell you. A King,
your King, is coiing to bd your guest.
In theo stillhess of thé-carly Christmas
morning he will come, §our King, your
Savioar. Will thers bo an open dovof
and some oné waiting there to irel-
come him1”

«Alas! X havé no toorn.”

“No room? But you said yon had
a guest.chambet.”

“It is my heart. It is not good
enough for him®

“He will como into it just a¥% it is.
You nved not hahg richer curtsins at
the windoWs, nor lay a thicket carpet,
nor inake softer beds™®

“But it is otcapitd.”

« Ate there giiests in it}”

“Yes, it had other guests.  The
Xing can not stay with thein ”

#“You hang your htad. What are
theyt”

“Pride.”

¢« And that alone ¥

« Ange'r'”

< Aviother1®

u Eﬁﬁ."

% Anotier ®

«'Witdlneds? !

w—en "

“ Another }"

“Oh,s0 mony ! Selfishneas in all ita
formma, Their feces are ovil, and the
face of the Kingis holy. Theits are
dark, and his ia the light itaelf.”

“ But will yout not turnt them out!?
Will you not r*~k4 ream for the King!
Ho will come in if you will have it so
Will you let hitn, your King, go past
your door—ho who has so much to
bestow on you who nced so much!
Turn out those guests that would
drive him away robed of scepter and
crown. Did you net say that door
was open 1"

“ Tt is open, and those guests have
gone 1"

“Gono because the King, thnt
Christmas guest, has entered, his for-
giving, loving presence filling the |
chamber of your heart.”—S. 8. Class-
male.
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Christmas Time.

I r22L 30 happy I eaninot keep still ! :
Just ono more day and 'twill be Christmas
day
And all ch,e house is full of scerets now
And overybody whispers what they say.

When I go ir the door, upless I knock,
Or rattle with my hand upon the latch,
Mamma nides Fometlung underncath her

chair
And Aunty jumps up, something tlse to
snatch.

John’s got a ball for Béss, and yestendny
He let me bounce it on the playronm floor,
And how wo laughed when Bess came
running up
To ask about tho racket at the door.

I'vo made a heart-shaped pin-hall for papa,
And Aunty's book-mark mow at last is
dono ;
She has hot sech it Ahd 8hd tandot guess
What I hato for ht#~—0 it i8 sath fun.

To-night, when nurke went dovn to gbt our

tea,
I watched the man lighting the lamps

below,

And & v them twinkllng vp the long, long
street,

Like a proccssion of stars down in the
saow,

\Vhen jingle, jingle, straight up to our dour

Came through the dusk a horse and wagon
wo,

A man jumped oul with bundles in his

aring
And to the stairtop all we children flew

Theb Jenhie took them in, but ero we saw,

Mamma ran up tho stairs and drove us
back,

But Bob said he was suro he saw a aled '

Whep, naughty boy, ho peepul out -

through thb crack 1

To-morrow mght I shall not go to aleep,
But watch tho chimney, Santa Claus teo
8co,
Y think he is'papa, but now he lives
In thespmo room, aad Aunty koeps the
key,

And all the bundles Jennie pots in there—
To:idorrow how tho bells will ring all
day! l
Odearl how I do wish Chnatmoas would
cowe,
‘And Sants Claus, and neter o away
«Lilla €. Perry |
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¥yp ‘your tohgoo' Don't let it
speak iomty, oeuel, -ankind, or wicked |
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