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The Temperance Star.
BY M. JooN

T <tueets were rife with Joyous hf
For ton Chire tas o Gt Was g
Lt vt ong putan 1ugae < Liete
Lacte cse ptua oign of cher.

A< rat along in the darkiess,

And loaked thvangh the caming year,
My bewt was full of sorgan,

Al my eyes wets tull of tears.

Then § thooght of the shephesds that kepe thelr flocks
U the plaing of Gailee,

How thewr heats sent up that longing ay
Fur the Chint that was to be,

Aud lhull;,;ll( how the glur.\' of Qod came down,
Tt the might xbione hke the d oy

Of tho wixo wen's Joutney by night, and the star
That guaded them il the way.

Aud sy heart seut upoats longing coy
To the God who answeted them g
land, into the dark nighit of my life

Send a Stan of Bethlehem !

I beard ustep far down the walk—
A il toe g teead

It temmded me ot Jolin®s glad step,
The day that we were wal,

The moon sipped in and spread ber robe
Upun the poer hare floor,

Tl L thanght of the eteeets in the City of Light,
Aud--Julr stood ut the door !

There was i new lizht in his cyes,
S temder and so proud §

And a ribhon shone on his ragged coat,
Liko a atar agmnst a clond

A little, silken, hri;ht-lnhlc star,
That lighted all the gloom,

And changed to a palace, grand and fair,
The dingy ittle room,

We did not speak a single word,
But we kuelt by the claldren’s bed :—
“stim] help v to keep it always bright 1"
Wag all the prayer be said.

The oot crept through the narrow pane,
And fell ke a blesstg down g

It touched wee Mary s flaxen hair,
‘Tl it whone lihe a sslver crown.

It kisse:d the baby where he lay,
I has lowly eradle hul.

s Thwk God for the Star that rose to-night 1
Was all that ) full heart sad ?

DICK'S CHRISTMAS.
BY ADELINE SERGEANT.

“Po you think futher will go out to-night,
Aunie 1"

#1 s'pose he will, Dick.”

“ And to-merrow night3”

“Yes, Dick.”

“ But to morrow’s Chiistmas Eve.”

«] kuow it is,” sud Anme, with a patient smigh.

“ And next day Chostmas.  Oh!™ said Dick,
stretehitng out his hutle tun arm on his wretched
bed, <1 think that fatier wight stay at home on
Chistinas.  Don’t vou thunk so, Annjel”

“Pamt night for us to say what father ought to
do.” sud Annir, softly.

« But 1t is right to say what we'd like bim to do,
aintat Y asked hietle Dick, wisely.  “ And maybe
1’1 te] Inm so myself, some day.”

«(), no, Dick, you musta't do that " said Annie,
in a tonc of some alarm; “hed knock you about,
and make you cry.”

« Ah, but when T'm o big, big man,” said Dick,
«then T know what I would say to him——r~"

A fit of coughing intervapted the lictle fellow’s
Aunie hrougat hnn sowe water, and laid

the thin coverlet tewlesly wwver hma, Then she
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“ Keop quict, Dick, dea,” she said anxiously ;
“yon know e ductor sanl jou was to be very
sull”

o But T am werry still,” said Lick, looking up at
her with his Lrght eyes, which were us eager and
ns cheery as thase of any bicd npon & bough,  He
was si1x years old, but so wasted and worn by ill-
neas that he was small and light—hike o child of
half bis age.  Ho bud bud whooping-cough in the
uutumy, and scemed never to have recovered from
the complaint,

For the last few days he had scarcely loft his
bed, and Annie, the cleven-yearold sister, who had
aeted slmost amother's part toward him, had been
srowing very uneasy at the sight of his declining
strength,  Their mother was dead, and their father
had Jong been addicted to intewmperate  habits,
When sober, he could earn good wasges; but his
wmoney had, wore and more of Inte, been spont at
the public house, so that the home, which might
have been o happy one, was wretched and uncom-
fortable ; aud the childven, whow he ought to have
cared for, were in want of the commonest neces-
sary of life.

John Morris lived with these two children in a
coupte of small rooms on an upper story of & large
house in London.  The surroundings of this howme
were not bLeautiful; hut he might have made its
interior much more Lright and satisfactory to the
eye. Asit was, a good deal of the furniture had
been pawned.  “here was seldow food enonsh in
the cupboard, or coal enough for the fire ; nnd now
that Christmas Day was drawing on, it went to
Annie Morris's heart to think that little Dick
would have so little to mark that day us a joyous
on¢—so little to make it ditferent from other days
For herself she did not so much care; but she
wanted everything that was good and beautiful for
Dick.

She bent her thowy tful face over a sock she was
trying to mend, and Dick Iny on his bed and
catched her.  Presently he said agaiu :

“I know what I would say to him.”

¢ What would you say 1" asked Annie.

“I would say, Father, you have two little chil-
dren—or two children, for you are not very little,
are you, Am el—and God meant you to take carve
of them. You ought to stay at home and mnke
them lappy, instead of going to the public-house.”

“You wouldn't say that really, though, would
you, Dick 17 said Aunie, with some anxiety, for it
would do no good—and I s’pose it wouldn't be
quite right.”

1 won't say it, then,” said Dick, inyge docile
tone. After a pause, however, he added: «T do
wish, though, that he would stay at home with us
oa Christmas Day.”

Anuie did not wish it, perhaps, so much as Dick
She was more afraid of her father than Dick was;
she liad experienced the effects of his madness,
when *“the drink was in him,” wore painfully than
little Dick had ever done. Jolm Morris was often
very affectionate with Dick, when he had not been
diinkiyg, and Dick was fond of him.

The kettle was boiling, and the tea was nade,
when Morris came in from his work. Ho wasina
sullen wood, and scarcely spoke in answer to Dick's
greeting.  For Dick’s bed was made up in the
room that served as sitting-room and kitchen all
in one, ITe could be kept warmer in that way,
and Aunte could attend more easily to his wints.
So, while his father nte his evening meal in silence,
Dick lay and watched him out of his bright blue
exes.

When the meal was finished, Aunie went into
the next voom, and Morris sat moodily by the fire.
ile was asoused from his meditations by the sound

steunt beside the bed wntil the puraxysm was past. | of a childich voice.

“Pather,” said Dick, *arc you a-gain’ out to-
night 1"

“ What's that to you 1" growled Marris.

 Oh, nothing,” repliod Dick, cheerfully ; “only |
wanted to know.”

“Well, then, yes, 1T am; if it's any pleasure to
you.”

“ And towmovrow night, father, which is Chvist.
mas Fve?”

“How can T telll Yes, most likely.
nin't much comfort to Le got in a hole like this."

« And Christmans Day too, father 3

“What do you want to know for?” asked his
father.

“Oh, T thought T'd just ask,” said Diclr, meekly.
“T didu't know. I was wonderin’ whut sort o
Christmas we was to have, that was all.”

“1 s'pose,” said Morrds, in a savage tone, * that
you expect me to go and spend my money in buy
ing plum-puddings and oranges, and things o’ that
sort.  Well, [ ain’t a-gaing to do it. I've got no
woney to waste. So you'll have to do without.”

# Yes, father,” said Dick. Then, with the baby
simplicity which sometimes took his father by sur-
prise, he added, meditatively, * No money to waste !
Poor father! You'll have to do without your beer,
then "

Morris turned in his chair, glared at his little

son for & minute or two, and then, with = muttered
¢jaculation of rage, walked straizht out of the
room. If Dick had looked less small, less white,
less frail, than he did at that moment, his father
would have struck him in his nager.  But the child
looked quite unconscious of having said anything
amiss, and was so tiny, and delieate withal, that
Morris restrained himself. But Dick's words con-

tained in reality, a terrible satire upon Morris's .

mode of life, and, as such, the man vesented it.

He could deny his children the Cliristmias fare—
the roast beef and pluts-pudding, which Eunglish
boys and girls anticipate as a sort of national feast
to which they have an umloubted right—Dbut he
could not deny himself the drink that had been his

ruin! For once he saw the matter in its right .

light. Little Dick had revealed the teuth to him
in its native hidcousness,

Morris felt ashamed of himself. Ie went ;\10113

the striet with his haunds in his pockets, his hat
pressed down over his forchead, his eyes Lent upon
the ground. He was half resohed 1o give up the
publichouse once and for all, to sign the pledge,
and spend his.moncey in comforts for his children ;
but he was only kalf resolved. While in this state
of indecision, he was accosted by a comrade and
old acquaintance.

“Why, Jack,” said his friend, #T haven't seen you
for an age, ¢kl man! Comc in, and have a drink.”

Morris looked up.  They hid wet near the door
of a low public-house, which he already knew
rather too well.  *Thankee, mate,” he said, “but
[ cuw’t come in to-night.”

“Can't come in! Why not? Come, you're not
going to desert us yet, are you?! Just for five
winutes. 1 won'’t keep you longer, if you are in
such a hurry.”

“ Well, just for five minutes,” said Morris. And
he followed his friend into the public-house.

The usual results came about. Morris was not
content with one giass—with twoe glasses—with
three.  Defore the night was over, he aud his
friend weré both disgracefully drunk and noisy;
and, by midnight, Morris found himself locked-up
in the stationhouse until n:orning.

. In the morning he was brought Lefore & magis-
teate, severelv reprimanded, and fined twenty shil-
lings—in default of the fine, to be imprisoned for
twenty-four hours.  Mmris conld not pay the fine,
he bad spent all his money, and he kad no optiop
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