FARM AND HOME.

December 15,

A WINTER SONG.

Jack Frost had done his visiting
Along the country ways:

The yelfow sunshine flitered through
A vejl of purple haze.

The quafils among the wheat flelds

cailed,

The geese went flying back:

‘Twag surely coming winter time,
And we must hiave some *shack.”

Sing & song of cracking nuts,
A-rat-tat-snap!
Gather round the fire, while the squlr-
rels take a nap.
Bring a pan cf plppine, take a flutlron
in yourlap,
And sing a song of cracking nuts—
A-rat-tat-snap?

Let winter winds g0 hawllng past.,
Let winter's storm-King relgn?

Let snowy ghosts thelr fingers tap
Against the window panc!

With b(;‘oxs and games and laughing
- talk,
Anad wood-fire's dancing light,

We snap our fingers at the starm
And dare the winter night,

Sing a song of cracking nuts—
A-rat-tat-snap?
Gather round thie fire while the squlr-
rels take a nanp,
Bring a pan of pippins, take a fatiron

. in our lap,

And sing a song of cracking nuts—
A-rat-tat-snap!
. GLADYS HYATT.

AN OLD CAROL.

God rest ye. merry gentlemen?
May nothing yau dismay!

For Jesus Christ aur Saviour
Wa= born on Christmas day!
The sun rose red a'er ¥ Athlchem,

The stars ahone thra.gh the gray,
As Jesug Chrlst our S clour
Was horn on Christ ax day!
Goa rest ¢, all gond € aristlans?
For on this happy m m
The Lord of all gnad C hristlans
Was of & twvoman born!
Now all our sarraws he doth heal,
Our sing he takes away——
For Jesus Christ our Saviour
Was born on Christmas day!

THE TOUR IN ONE.

LUN.
The world Jay wrapped in darkness,
When Christ the LIgk wasx born,
TWhat wendrour 3azziing glory
Surrounds that Christmazx marn!
And 51l that Light is with ug
“Ta shihe upnn our way:
Then may we forl his presence,
This blcsscd Chrlstmas day,

L.EX.
Obey him, if we love him;

This Law s given 12 il
Christ's yoke I3 norer gricvous
To thaze who hear his call,
The preat commandment follow

This holy Christmastide,
T2t l1ave, his Inve, constraln us,
And in our he,rts ablde.

PUX.
Through life's myxierloux pathwalys,
Christ will aur Leader be
To usz, his wayward childeen,
He calleth, “Faliax me,”
Dear xulde, 30 true and laving,
Who came & child 1a eazth,
e rise thir day ta greet thee,
2nd hall thy wondrous bink.

REX.
A bade in manger lowly.
And vet a KIng ®o great,
Thy palace but a xtable,
Noa gpuandz, no rep'at atfte,
O Light, Q Law, O Leader.
O Xing, In childilke frame,
We would de thine forever,
In deed as well an name.
N BEATRICE URADFOAD.

CHRISTMASTIDE.

Conte wealth or want, come good or {11,
Let young and old accept thelr part,
And boav before the awfut will,
And bear it with an honest heart.
Who misses or who wins the prize—
Go, 10S¢ OF conquer as you c¢an;
But {f you fall, or if you rise
Be each, pray God, a gentleman.

A gentleman, or old or young
(Bear kindly with my humble lays);
The sacred chorus first was sung
Tpon the first of Christmas days;
The shepherds heard {t overhead—
The joyfu) angels rajsed it then!
Glory to God on high, it sald,
And peaoce on carth to gentie men!

My song, save this, is little worth:
1 lay the weary pen aside,
And wish you health and love and mirth
As fits the holy Christmastide,
Ag f1ts the solemn Christmastide.
He thix, good friends, our carol still:
Iie peace on earth, be peace on carth,
To men of gentle wiill,
{\Willlam Makepcace Thackeray.

RBRESIGNATION.

Dricd nrg the teaos that sad November
rhed,
And all her dismal clouds have taken
Mght:
Her somber grays and browns are
changed to white,
And !eaden skies arc stecly blue in-
stead,
Qut olt :ihc vast unknown the moon hath
¢

Her myriad stars »nd crowned the
wondrous night,
And spanncd the heavens with bars
of sflver light:
Swift jegtons they, yet no man heard
thelr tread.
Now n:;;ure lays aside her mourning
vell,
Ier wrinkled leaves and grasses sere
and brown,
Down neath the snow are little more
than dust:
Yot calm, reaigned, though naked, mute
and pale,
She walts God’s pleasure and a verna)
crown,
Teaching {mpatient man her silent,
simplc trust.
CLarexce HawkEs.

JACK FROST.

Iis winter now. and once again

Jack Frost is on the window pane.
Your nosc he alyly ulps

And cke yvour finger tipa,

And makex you glad that new fur cap
Is warm and thick—the gay old chapn.

11¢°s here and there and ev'rywhere,
And cald and biting ia the air.

He gayly akipsg the ril,

And sparkicx on the hilt,

And makes the merry milkman jump,
Who lingcrs at the festive pump,

Jack Frost's impartial with his wares;
To trific with the great he dares.
When he is aut for fun

The tich and poor are one.

e makes the beggar chill and drear,
Then vips the proud patriclan ear.

And Jack Ix quite a Jolly biade,
Thete's natght 10 do which hie's afrald.
el Kixx the rosy cheek
Of mald demure and meek,
And with = laugh he'll scamper gay
Tpon his rogulah, wintry way.

GEorGE M. DorTLE.

“Well, my frlend Jones has been
elected governor.””

“indeecd?”

“Yea 1 want to send him aome flow-
¢, What would you suggestT™”

“Forget-mne-nola”

*Oh, George!” nqueaked the parrot,
a% 300N a3 the Young man came Into
the patlor, "h* rough your face ia!"”

In x certaln Mllaxe there ir & clerk
who is known ag ~"Daft Johnny,” owing
10 hix having heen confined in a luna-
tie axylum weveral years. The other
day, shortly after his release, with a
document ataling that he was now
sane, he wan having an argument with
several of hir fellow.clerks, when one
of them suddenly exclalmed:

*Look hare, Johnny, you'd hetter hold
your tongue. You've Only Just come
out of the lunatic anylum, and we all
Xnow you're daft.’”

“Dattl” exclatmed Johnny, with sar-
casm. “Why, I'm the only man among
the whole Jot of you who has & certl
Scate for delag sane!l”

Sunshine and Shadow.
REAVEN'S OVERRUNNING JOY.

Beyond all question there 18 a realm
of ifc und power beyond the world we
live on that cnfolds it like an atmos-
phere, whose flowing Aisslssipples of
power are so broad that fslands of
worlds flont on their bosom; so strong
that the mcasureless might of our
many forces can be given out of that
circumumblent strength without loss or
diminution: so lasting that this world,
stratiicd lke the leaves of a book,
bears records of myrlads of ages—and
yot tiey read npot back to the begln-
ning—and bearing such marks of in-
telligene  that any mere touch of that
Iife on this waorld Jeaves signs of wis-
dom xo0 broad and deep that man‘s in-
telligence doex not avall, In thousands
of years, to read {ts mere alphabet.

How dJoes It appear that that larger
world of 1ife and power I8 “beyond ull
question?” Recause this world on which
we lve doex not In itself avall for its
beginning. its contihuance and its sup-
ply of dafiy needs,

In regard to that coming of the life
of the other world Into this, the Comer
declated, Lo, 1 come. 1 dellght to do
thy will, O my God! The thinrgs into
which he came were not an occasion
of delight. They brought humillation.
Accusaty Mz of cvery sort—of Iying, of
having n de U, of herding with pubdll-
cans ami sinners: Jgnominy, und finally
death of the mast painful Xind, But
his own innate Joy was so great that
these rarrows--pay, the whole world's
woes that he carried—welghed not at
all. For the joy that vwas set before
hm as the legitimate outcome of his
Hfe of reif-renunciation under the laws
of the world he lived In, he endured
the cross and despised the shame,

\What volumlnous and  {nexplicable
Joy must be in that other world, when
all the mixesies, paing,  agonics and
shames that this world can lafllet can-
nnt take 1t away. From_ such a hight
of jox they are all looked down upon
and dexised. Even In the presence of
the most horrlble death he had peace
and jee': not merely enough for himself,
dut enough to give to n world, cnough
to make its Joy full

IHc that lives in such a rc?m of Joy
can say to men to whom it {s commu-
nicated, “Blessced  are ye when men
ahall revile you and persecute you and
shall =ay all manner of evil against you
falsely for my sake. Rejnlce, and be
exceeding glad, for great is your ve-
ward In heaven,” And the most persc-
culed man who cver llved. having eox-
perienced the communicated Joy of that
other weorld, could =ay. *Therefore 1
take pleasure In  infirmitles, In  re-
proaches, In  necessitlen, in persecu-
tionk, {n distresses for Chrlst's sake.”
He certalnly had  enough of them to
give him a greut deal of pleasure, Like
his master, he was 30 greatly comfort-
cd In all his numberless tridbulations
that he had cnough to comfort others
who were in an) troudle with the same
comfort wherewith he himsclf was
comforted of God,

Not only does the King of the circume
amblent realm of life glow with joy,
but the common {nhabitants share 1t.
When he safd, Lo, I came. I dclight to
do thy will, O my God,” a general $ne
telligence comprehended not only the
humiliation but the Joyful occasion ~f
it. That song ab.<ec Bethichem was
not for earth: only a few shepherds
heard it but 1t was an outdreak of the
life of space. The) =mang hot to he
heard., dut to volce thelr exuberant,
unrestralnadle Joy:

Swift through the vast expanse it flew,

And loud the ccho tolled;

The the.ae, the song. the Joy was new,

*Twas more than heaven could hold.

Down through the portals of the sky

The impetuous torrent ran,

And angels flew with cager joy

To bear the news o man.

YVhat in the aceasxlon of this tumultu.
ous outdreak of joy? It was not any
peronal gain of a new and larger man-
slon: not an enlatged fronlage on the
tiver of lfe: not the creation of a new
world, where vast enterprises could be
exploited: not the revelation of a new
Tealm of knowledge or discovery: not
a new environment. pulsating with oy
but it was & recognition of good Hro-
vided far others. Thir sudlime altru-
frmn I8 the bazxin of the greatest Joy In
the universe. It constitutes the Joy of
God, and of all who are like him.

The essence of the Chrimtmas JoY.

then, is not the happy home, loving
trionds and 1rebbliag JOF we fead at

our surroundings, but a new discovery
of the ever blessed attributes of God
and a supernal gladness that all the
world basks in a new sunlight and en-
joys a broader realm of power. What.
ever juoy we may have ut our surround-
fngs, we may have more In the dlncov-
ery of the greater grace of God, und in
personal effort to bring the great sal-
vation to lost men.—~[Bishop H. W,
Warren, D D, L1, D.

SMILES.

“They say the young miniater is go-
ing In for the higher criticlam.” “I
don‘t wonder at it. They're only pay-
Ing him six hundred a year fer the
other kind."

Washingtlon never made an extem-
pore spcech in his life, unless we except
a few off-hand remarks to Charles
ixe at the battle of Manmouth, and
those have been sald to have taken the
form of an atl.davit rather than a
speech. When the complimentary
speech was made to him in congress he
did whut the admiral never did—re-
treat {1 great confusion. Jefferson,
whose burning pen wrote the immortal
sentiments read wthe world round, could
never utter a sentence in pudblic on his
Jfeet. ‘There are no speeches of Andrew
Jackson or Zachary Taylor In our lit-
crature. The title by which cveryone
likes to remember Grant is that of the
“grand old soldicr.”"—{Senator Hoar.

The teacher of /& Sunday school class
approached one Mttle fellow who was
present for the first time and {nquired
his name, for the purpose of placing it
on the roll. *\Well," sald the youngster,
“thcy call me Jimmy for short, but
my maiden name's James."

Customer (with dewlap): Thirty for
shaving?  Rldiculous!  Ialrdresser:
.\;‘nt at all, sir! We charge 15 cents a
chin.

“Idler!" suld the ant, scornfully,

“Me?* answercd the grasshopper.
Ny dcar fellow, I have been on the
Jump ever since I was boin.”

A Chinese visltor {n "his countsy thus
Ae  r~; Americans in a Chinese pa-
»0f: *They llve months without eat-
ing & mouthful of rice: they eat bul-
locks and sheep in cnormous quan-
titics: they have to bathe frequently:
they cat meat with knives and prongs:
they never cenjoy themselves by sitting
qQuietly on their ancestors’ graves, but
Jump around and kick bails as If paid
10 do §t, and they have no dignity.
for they may be found walking with
women.””

‘DIA young Joncs kiss you when he
Jeft last night?”

*No, pa.”’

“Well, he's got to after thix I'm not
golng to have him neglect you.'

*Aly youngest child is only 18 months
014, remarked Mr Snages, “'yet he can
play on the plano.”

“Qh, what are you giving us?” re-
plied twwo or three of the crowd.

~It's & fact. Just put him on top ot
the plano, with a few dlaythings, and
he'll play as conte stedly as you please
for an hour at a tim.”

*Not in the clamor of the crowded
street,
Not {n the shouts and plaudits of the
throng,
But In ourselves are triumph and de-
feal.” {Longlellow.

A g00d Toad makes a light load.

*To our silent heroes,” little Willle
read from the memorial hronte. “'Pop-
per. what are siient heroes?”

N men,” sald popper. -

*We used to think men had to =.imb
10 {fame.” "Don't they?™”
“That's 90.

Her Mother: 1 think that Mabel has
a alight leaning toward this young
Mr Smith,

Her Father: Slight? Great Scott,
woman, Xou ought tn have seen them
on the front doorstep last night!

“Take your needle, my chid, and
work at your pattern: it wiil come out
a roee by and by Life is Mke that-—-
one stitch at a time taken patiently,
and the pattern will come out all Tight,

like the ol Waendell
embreidery.~—{Ollver




