
YOUNG FRIENDS' REVIEW.

OUR CHRISTMAS.

1V .JULIA WLOT

We didn't have mucli of a Christmas,
My pap~a and Rosie and me,

For mamnia'd gone out to the prison
To trini up the poor pris'nei's tree

And Ethel, my big grown up sister,
Was down at the 'sylum aIl day

To belp at the great turkey dinner,
And teacli games for the orphans to play.

She belongs to a club of young ladies
Witli a "1beautiful objick" they say,

'Tis to go among poor lonesome children
And make aIl their sad hearts more gay.

And Auntie, you don't know my Auntie?
She's my own papa's haif sister Kate,

She was 'bliged to be round at the chapel
'Till 'twas,-Ob, something dreadfully late,

For she pities the poor worn-out curate:
His burdens, she says, are so great,

So she 'ranges the flowers and the music
And lie goes home around by our gate.

I sbould think tbis way must be the longest,
But then, 1 suppose lie knows best,

Aunt Kate says lie intones most splendid,
And bis name is Vane Algernon West.

Mypapa bad bogta big turkey Ee

But there wasn't a roui here to cook it,
You see Bridget had threatened to leave

If she couldn't go off with lier cousin,
(Ele docýn't look like lier one bit)

She says she belongs to a '<union"
And the union won't let lier "submit,"

So we ate bread nnd mulk for our dinner,
A-ad some raisins and candy, and then

Rose and me vent down stairs to the pantry
To look at the turkey again.

Papa said lie would take us out riding.-
Then lie ihouglit thart hie didn't quite dare

For Rosie'dl got cold and kept coughing ;
There was dampness and chilIs in the air.

Oh, the day vas so long and so lonesome,
And our papa was lonesome as we;

And the parlor was dreary-no sunshine,
And aIl the sweet roses,-tlie tea,

And the red ones, and ferns and carnations
That have made our bay window so briglit,

Mamma'd picked for tlie mien at tlie prison;
To make their bad liearts pure and white.

And we ail sat up close to the window,
Rose and me on our papa's two knees,

And we counted the dear little birdies
That were liopping, about on the trees,

Rosie wanted to be a brown sparrow ;
But I thouglit I would rather, by far,

Be a robin that flies away winters
Wliere the sur'shine and gay blossonis are.

And papri wislied lie was a gaol bird,
'Cause lie tliouglit that tliey fared the liest:

But we ail were real glad we weren't turkeys
For then wed been- killed 'with the test.

That niglit I put into my prayers-
44Dear God, we've been lonesome to.day

For Mamma, Aunt Ethel and Bridget-
Every one of themn ail vent away.-

Won't you please rnake a club, or society,
'Fore it's tinie for next Christmas to be,

To take care of philantropists families,
Like papa and Rosie and me?

And I think that my papa's grown pious,
For lie listened. as stili as a mouse,

Till I got to Ai-en :-tien he"said it
So it sounded ail over the house.

CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS.

AND HE ORL S PRLIININT0F RE-
LIGIONS.

flY REV. JAMES GORTON.

0f either of the themes we cati say
but lit le of what might be said. The
city- of New XYork has ceiebrated the
four-hundredth anniversary of the dis-
iovery of Amnerica by Columbus.
Duririg last week the sarne event %vas
celebrated ini Chicago in connection
with thé dedication of the World s Fair
buildings. The clergy of the ]and
were requested to make last Sunday a
tirne for saying fitting words of Co-
lumbus, of this four-hundredth anni-
versary, of this international exposition,
and of the wonderful unfolding oz'
human history and maréh of hurnan
progress during these y'ears.

What therne could be more fitting,.
inspiring and instructive? 0f Colum-
bus, we' can say but few things ; to,
those who desire a fuller an'd more de-
tailed history of this illustrious man, weý
refer them to Irvingy's life of Columbus,
to the more modern work of Dr. Ed-
ward Everett Hale, to the article on:
Columbus in the Encyclopv-cdia Bni-
tannica, and to a very finely written and
beautifully ill'istrated article in the
Novemnber numnber of Demorest's ilfaga-
cize by tlîe Spaniard Gaetous Verdi.

Columbus was born at Genoa about
1 435 ; this wvas one hundred and thirty
years before the birth of Galileo. No,
onie then believed that the earth wvas
round like an orange and that it turned
on its axis every twenty-four liours.


