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CHRISTMAS BELLS,

OvER all tho earth are ringing
H::pr voicoes, tnerry bellsl

Wondrous news to mortals bringing,
“ Christ is born 1" their music tells,

. -

Saviour, Master, King, Redeemeor,
Lord of lords and God most high!

Sings tho Christian world forever
Of hia birth and victory.

Ever then with joyous voices
Greet we his blest natal morn ;
At hix advent carth rejoices,
Christ, the Princo of Peace, is boen !

OUR KSUNRAYSTHOOL PPAVLRS,
PER YEAR- POSTAUK FRAE,
The bost, tho cheapest, the rost enterislning, the most
popular.
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Christian Guandiag, woek)
Methodist M“ﬂ"“"’- moathly  ceaceenanes
Guardian and Magaziue togethee v aeserarias
Mazazine, Guardlan and On aand togothar..........
Tho Woslcyan, Hallfas, \\N.'A’l{ PR
Sunday Scf;ml Banaersmonthly . o . <.
Onward, &np., 420, weekly, vudot $cople
Scoples und over .
Ploasant Hourw, § pp., 820, weekly, single ceples.
1,on8 than 2 coplos e
OQvor NVeoploa .. . .
Sunboatn, fortnightly. lesx than 10 ~opies
10 coples and upwanis .
Happy layw, fortnightly, losa than 1N orpies ........
lg ooploe and upwar:a
Borcan leaf, monthly, 10 copies par month
Quartorly eviow Qorvice 1y the year, 24 cents a

dozaon ;: § per 100, 1'cr quarter, 6 oonts & dosnd ;
por 100 t.pc - q st mereenssreseensees 0K
Addrews WILLIAM BRIGGS,

Methodlat Book and P'uhlishing Mlouss,
29 to 33 Richm-nd St. \\}\x. and 3 to 3 Tomperanoe S¢.
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C. W, Coarra,
3 Bleury Street,
Moutreal, Que.
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Meth. Bock Room,
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WHAT GOD GIVES A BOY,

A BoDY to live in and keep clean and
healthy, and as a dwelling for his mind
and a temple for his soul

A pair of hands to use for himself and
ot;lfera, but never against others for him-
self.

A pair of feet to do errands of love and
kindness and charity and business, but not
to loiter in places of mischief or tempta-
tion or sin

A pair of lips to keep pure and unpol-
luted 1.y tobsceo or whiskey, and to speak
trae, kind, brave words; but not to make
u smokestack of, or a swill trough.

A pair of ears te hear the music of Lird
and tree and rill and human voice, but not
to give heed to what the serpent says, or
to wha? dishonours God or his mother.

A piir of eyes to sce the beautiful, the
gooJ, and the true—God's finger-prints in
the flower and fild and snowflake—but
not to feast on unclean pictures, or the
blo‘thes which Satan daubs and eslls
pleasure.

A wind to remember and reason and
decide and store up wisdom and impart it

.to others; but not to be turned into a chip
basket or rubbish hesp for the chaff and
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THE SUNBEANM.

the rubbish and sweepings of the world's
stale wit.

A aoul as pure and spotless as a new-
fallen snowflake, $o receive impressions of
good and to develop faculties of power
and virtues which shall shape it day by
day, as the artist's chisel shapes the stone,
into the image and likeness of Jesus Christ
—~Morning Guide.
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JENNIE'S SELFISHNESS.

JonnNIk and Jennie were having a tea-
part%

“You can pour out the tea, Jennie,” said
Johaonie, gmcionsly.

“ Well,” said Jennie, greatly pleased.

“ And I will help to the cake,” went on
Johnnie.

“ We—ell,” repeated Jennie, more doubt-
fully.

So Jennie poured out the tea, and
Johnnie cut up the cake. Mamma had
given them quite a large piece. Johnnie
cut the large piece into five smaller pieces;
they were all about the same size. He
helped Jennie to one piece, and began to
eat another himself. Jennie poured an-
other cup of tea, and the foast went on.
Mamms, in the next room, heard them
talking fully awhile; but presently
aross a discussion, aud then a prolonged
wail from Johnnie.

“ What is the matter?” asked mamma.

* Jennie's greedy, and selfish tool” cried
Johnnie between his eobs. Then he criéd
again,

“What is the matier 7" repeated mamma,
going in to find out.

“ Why,” explainod Johnnie, as soon as
he oould , “'we each had two pisces
of cake, and thers was only one left, and
Jennie took——¢*e took it all1*

Mamma looied perplexed. “That does
seem rather selfish of Jennie!”

“Yes, it was!™ Johnnie wefvt. “‘eause 1
cut the cake that way s0%s 1 could have
that extra piece myself.”—Youth's Com-
panion.
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EARLY SWEETINGS.

“O MaMMA, the early sweetings are
ripa; grandpa said so. May I eat some?
Please say yes,” coaxed Marie

Now Marie was quite sure that mamma
would not aay “ yes,” beeause she had been
very ill, and mamma had brought ber to
grandpa’s farm to see what pure air and
sweet fresh-milk eould do for her. Marie
was very much better, and able to run
about again, but she still had to be very
careful what she ate.

“ Marie dear, you know that you must
not teuch an apple for a long time yet™
answered mamma. “I am sorry for you,
but you must waié until I tell you that it
is safe for you before you taste any fruit
whatever.”

Marie went out of the house very slowly,
and wandered off to. the barnyard. The
chickens were not about as they usually
were. Old mother hen had taken them
off on a hunt for grasshoppera The cows

were in the orchard lying in the shade of
the trees, chewing their cuds and thinkin
lazily how warm it was, or 80 Marie s
thev thought

From the barnyard gate, Marie could see
rig‘l'\t over to the early sweeting tree
“What a nico seat the branches make!”
she said to herself. “It's hot here, and
there's nothing to play with, I'm going
down to sit in the tree. I needn't eat any
of the apples; of course I wouldn't.”

While Marie was thinking this rhe had
been going as fast as she could to the tree
“J wonder if any apples have fallen,” she
ocontinued. :

“Sure as I live, here are two, Those
old cows shan’t have them, My, how good
they smell! I don't believe one would
bart me a bis. I heard dps say that
apples wero healthy food. Anyhow, one
bite ean't hurt me.” And in went the
pearly teeth through the skin into the
sweet juicy apple.

Suddenly, Marie stam?ed her foot, and
threw both apples as far as she oould
throw.

“Get thee behind me, Satan,” she said
aloud, and ran out of the orchard. .

“There! I'll not go into that orchard
agein till mamma eays I may.” And she
kept her word.

SHADOWS NEEDED.

“ WroNG,wrong!” cried a child, tearfully,
“My copy lies before me: mountain,
meadow, fake, and forest are faithfully
drawn, line by line. Why is my sketch a
failare ?7”

The elder sister glanced over the child’s
shoulder. “True,” she said, “monntain,
meadow, lake, and forest are skilfally imi-
tated, yet the picture is not completa.

Look again, Have you forgotten nothing 7 .

The child examined her work more

closely. Her face suddenly brightened;.

the tears dried on her cheek. “Ah!” ghe
said with sudden joy, “I have discovered

my mistake: “ I forge.: the shadows! Now,”

she continued, adding a few dark lines—
“now my picture is perfect.”

Even thus, no life, however beautiful,
is complete withont its shadows, We

would, if we could, have naught but sun- .

shine; but Christ, the great and lovi
Hute’r, filla in the shadows, and m&kes“t?\g
picture perfect in the Father's eyes.

oo

ETHIL i8 very fond of honey. One day
she begend for a littls more, after mamma
said she had eaten encugh. “Pleass, just
alittle. I will not eat it; I want it for
the buttertlies™ A little honey was given
her on a plate, and Ethel went out in the
sunshine andetheld i8 up. She waited
pationtly for her little friends to come, At
first they were shy, but by-. nd-bye one
came, and then another and another, I
am not sure that they ecared so much for
the hohey; but they ldved to be near the
gentle little girl who loves all' God's
croatnrea, L.
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