
HAPPY DAYS. M9q

(211IRTSTMIAS IIYMN.

nIV ELLUN îst:.~:TUIPER.

i.isTENi to the~ won'lrous story,
Ilow, upon the Christmias nîorn,

Joqilq loft thp rt-ilnis of glory,
As alitHoe balit, ias boril;

Left tiiose briglit and happy regions
0f bis Fatlier's homie abovo,

Aod th&glorious ange] legiozîs,
lu1 bis great alla bounidîcas love.

Caine iiîto a. 1owly nlatger,
])%velt beueaUî, a humble 81hed,

Anld anIioIXg bis own a stratiger,
11ad neot wvhcre to lay bis head

Wer0 t frein city tunto city,
AUl bis jife 'vas doisig good,

Weepîîg o'er lus friend with pity,
Whbou besidu his grave lie stood.

In)ve, ail bunuan love exceeding,
lirotight lutt te a cruel deatli,

Evein dieu, thou"h,1 hialinî,a bleedin"
On the cross, bis latest breath

Spent lie for luis iiîurderers, praying
To bis Father to furgý,ive;

To thec thief repentant sayiny, I
,Thou ini Pai'adise shalt live."

011, what love ini God the Father,
To bcstow bis enly Son!

Ohi, whaL love ini Christ, who, rather
Tiau the world should be iiiidene,

caille inîiseif to seek and Save us,
Camne to earth to dlaimi his owu;

Frely ail our sins forgave us,
Ilaised lis to ]lis glorietts throne.

IEIOW %.ILIMtED'S CHRISTMAS
SPILLED OVEII.

IF y0lu could ]lave peeped into Mildred's
pl tyroomi the day after Christmas, you would
hive thoughit that it belonged te a littie
princess ii a fairy stery.

Tacre was a doll's bouse almost as big, as
Mildicd, w'ith pretty littie rooa and furni-
turc 'just like a real bouse, ouly so t.iny, and
a doil s trak full of clothes dire cted to
"lMiss Mar'- Lee," who was Mlildred*s dear-
est doli; then thiere were ever so xnany new
dolis sent by aunties and cousins, and a deai
littie bureau, and books and candies and
toys of every sort scattered all over the
room.

Now, shouldn't you think that a littie
girl whtt Ilad all these tbings would have been
happy ? Well, elle wvas flot; indccd, I must
say, êhe was rather cross. But at ]ast, after
a littie shower ef tears becau-e mamma liad
told ber te set the playroomn in order, a littie
sunshiue came into Mý%ddrcd's Liîce, and elle

ranl ta find mamnia.

Manuna innîna I' sad suî' I 1,11%n~ knulw a-q I tig1 lit te tAI11 yil." L..
ktio% wliy 1'in îot happier, 1 dhi't, let iny replied. l3ii tly tre anixious1 to kný,tu
Ciiristusas Spill over ous anybody ülie. na urged li:n 'o tell. Il'I cun keep fmili
IXn't voit know Uncle Iletiry says we otiý:ht 8wk-atitg," saiii tii. lit.'o foI'.Tit. ri,
to lot Our goouil lunes spilt over ? 11) ý "ýa %ver. t-" blêîshes (.il fur usanly faces, 41id
hlioec 1 culd 31)ilI it a litle theo day afler theru e niieýl to bt% very little anxioty f.<r
Christmxas? H urthor infrrwation con that p)<it.

Maiiiiiîa tried not to latngh ah this furuniy
plant, because it 'vas sticb a very gond une0, au TIII E BAI>E 0F IIETIIILEIIEM.
slle and bepr little girl soon fsad ain tlteir liats
and coats and wero on their way to aWk i' 111.1cr X. UM.!..

Mnry and Hlattio Ureen, die dressinakor's DEAit littlo cbildron, thero wvas once a halle
littlo girls, te spend the day. Se pure, en fair, nîtffiniks the anigels

Oh, siiclia gond tinta as those threa littlo 8111ilkd,
lassies limd thecir dollies werke sick aun Above the silot wheroe'er the' babe waq laidj,
trnrried and had parties and went visit.ilîg aIl WVhile bealtoils penlco shed hialos o'er the
day long. clîild.

Whou Mary and Hlattie went awny they W ea'' ed0 imo' oeadpas
bothi baad nce littie bundies ini their armes. As ho bhleld the infant clîild divine;
0f course I cat't say wvhat wvas in thenio but M'aO %vmider if in itny of ils ways
I thiiik a littie of Mildred's Christmsas liit Ou ayîo a beti-or
boei«"spilled " mbtonsi. P3nit yen thiiikinte
tIt Mi\ildrcd's plan i- a poil elle 1 1110

UNCLE JOE'S I1CTTER.

MERlu', M:nuv mSTMAS! AyeI ay 11O
ycs, a Merry Christmias, dear boys auid
girls, nephews aud iiieces all. Se the long
wislied-for day lias coule, and lsow i warns
týo cela blood in old Uncle Joe's, beart, to
sec 80 rny l)igllt, hialwy faces, nuit te feel
tîsat thora are still more happy lucarts into
whiclb bis big spectacles cannot penetrate,
but wbich be knows arc there! Dhd not
ail bis dear little ones usakze ready for the
happiness o! this great day ? Aud wbere is
the little heart, be it ever s0 poor and sinall,
that the swcet Infant Jesus dia neot enter
alter sticb loving invitations as you liave
tixtended ho hiti?

So, thoen, cnjoy yourselves wbile you rnay,
dear chuldren; but let your joy ba a lioly
joy, and let it refct itacif upon othscrs b.,
rensomberiug- those wvho are îlot s0 largely
blessed. D3e yen ever s0 poor, thora are
soute poorer than yen; as usu cl ý yon cau
inake otiiors share in your joy.

Yours affiectienately,
tTScEi, JOE.

OUTI)ONE BY À BO0Y.
A LAD inl ]3ston, rather sinail for bis

years, ivorkcd as aut errand boy fur foîur
gentlemen doing business there. One day
thse gentlemen wvore cbafling himu a little
about being s0 8aIall. and said to him,"1 Yun
neyer wvill arnount to niucl; you can nover
do muchi business; yoti are too smail."

The littie felluw loukea nt them. "Wtll,
said lie, "as sinail as 1 ain, I can do sonse-
tlîiiuug which, none o! you large mnen mau du."

IlAh 1 what is that?î" said they.

WVe love ho rond and thiuk about Uhc Star
Vint aIl respîcudent o'or thiï bâbe ari>3,

That lit aud led the wise inca froin afar,
1'roin gorgzous hialls tu lowly Ljve*s

repose.

Soniétimes we Socin tn see hlim as ho gc
Front babyliood izito maturer yeari,

This strauge, shy cllild, thnt la elle ever
knew,

Save those, throlugh faith, te whorn Vie
LiItappears.-

We th»ink this boy in quiet grandeur p.%ssed
Within the temple, athbis parents' side.

And doubtless, îvith a candeur unstirpasseJ,
Ilearkencd te iinueli bis purity desired.

rassoi'cr cndcd, aq ail honseward bouud
'W'cr those whom Jestî& parents %were

amoig ;
The boy brotight witlî thein could iiowhere-

be fou ud;
The blessedl Ohrish-ciîild was nue longer

Young.

Axnidst thse doctora and the learne-i iusia
They founid their cbîld, those parents in

dismay,

Aud doubtless sawv Christ:s work beginng

While mother-luve bugant its gri'.! that
day.

Yati know tbc story, littie cbildren, well:
Vie ]abe c,! 13thlelieun is now Clirist the

Rla inga- lave no Pen nor wn ui cun
tel,11

Lu. tvery heart nsay glitd3urne praistL,


