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SANTA CLAUS IN THE PULPIT.

3Y REv. WASLINGTON GLADDEN, IN "ST.
NICuOLAS. "

" One and a hialf for Billingbon !"
The speaker was standing bt the ticket

wiidow in the station of the Great Wcst-
ern Railway. Evidcently lue n-as talking
about tickets : the " oe" was for lhiimself,
the hialf" for the boy whio w'as clinging to
the sumall hiand-satchlel, and lookinîg up
ralher sleepily at the ticket-seller's face.

"Wlen do you wish to go to Billington 7"
inquired that oflicial.

"I On.thenexttrain : eleveio'clock, isn't
it 7" asked the traveller.

"That train does not run Saturday
nighmts ; no train leaves here for Billington
until to-imorrow, at nidnighît 1"

"But this train is marked ' daily' in the
guide."

"l was a daily train until last month."
Well, lhere's a low-d'ye-do 1" said the

tallgontlemn, slowly ;I'' only three lueurs'
ride froa hone, on the nighLt before Christ-
imas ; andi hcre we are, with no hiell) for it
but te stay in Chicago all Christmas Day.
How's that, my soni "

"Ib's bad luck vith a vengeance," an-
swered the lad, non' bthoroughly awak, and
alimost ready to cry. "I wish) wu had.
stayed at Uncle Jack's."

" So d I," answered] his father. ''But
there is no use in fretting. We are in for
il, and we muust mnake the best of ib. Runî
and call lhat cabiman who brought us over
from the other station. I will send a
message to your nother ; and wc will find
e place te spend our Sunday"

This was the way it liad happened : Mr.
Murray hiad taken Mortimier withi diion
a short business trip to Michigan, for ai
visit to his cousins, and they were on their
return trip ; they halc arrived at lChicago,
Saturday evening, fully expecting to reaichi
home during the might. The ticket-agent
has explained the rest.

"Take us to the Pilgrimu louse," said
Mr. Murray, as lue slhut the double door of
the hansom ; and they were soon jolting
awav over the block pavements, across the
bridges, and throughi the gayly lightetd
streets. It was now only ton o'clock, and
the Christmas buyers were still thronging
the sliops, and the streets were alive wili
lieavily-laden pedestrians who huad added
their holiday purchases to the Saturday
ight's marketmg, andi nre suffering fron
the embarrassmnent of riches. Soon the
carriage stopped at th entrance of the
hotel, and the travellers were speedily
settcld lin a second story front room, from
bte îwindo'ws of which te bright pageant
of the street was plainly visible.

WVhile lortiner Murray is wactchuing the
throngs blon', we will learnî a littie more
about hinm. le is a fairly good boy, as
boys average :.not a perfect character, but
brîglit and capable, and reasonably indus-
trious, with no positively iean streaks in
his muake-up. le will not lie ; and i e is
never positively disobedient te his fathuer
and mother ; thoughl he sonetiies does
what lue kuons te o bedispleasinug to themuu,
and thinks ib rather hard Io be reproved
for such misconduct. In short, lhe is somuîe-
vhat self-willed, and a little too much in

elinued to do the thinugs that liekiltes to do,
no miatter what pain he may givo te othors.

The want of consideration for the
wishes and feelings of otiers is his
greatest fault. If others fail in any
duty toward him, lie secs it quickly
and feels it Hkenly; if lie fails in any
duty toward others, lie thiùks ib a
iatter of small. consequence, and
wonders why they are nean enougli
to iake such a fuss about it.

Thîis is not a very uncomnon faulb
in a boy, I fear ; and boys who, like
Mortimer, are of ten indulged quite as
much as is goodi for thei, have great
need to be on thoir guard against it,

Before many moments Mortimer
vearied of the bewildering panorama

of the street, and drcw a rocker up
to the grato near which his father was
sitting.

"Toughli uck, isn't it V" were the
iwords witlh which hi broko silence.

"For w nhom, my son "
" For you andi me."
" I was thinking of your mother

and of Charley and Mabel; it is their
disappointment that troubles me
Most."

"Yes,"s a i d Mortimer, rather
dubiously. In bis regret at iot being able
to spend his Christîmas day ab home, he of
course had thouglit of the pleasuro of sec-
ing his niother and lis brother and sister
and the baby ; but any idea of their fecl-
ings in the matter had not entered his mind.
Only a few hours before, in the Murray's
home, Nurse with the happy baby in lier
arms had said to Clarley and Mabel:

" Cheer up, children, and eat your
supper. Your papa and Master Mortinier
wiil surely be here by to-niorrow."

But Mortimer so many Miles away had
not licard this. Now he glanced up at his
father and spoke again :

"Wlen shalli e have our Christmas ?"
"On Monday, probably. Wecan reach

homo very early Monday mnorning. We
should not have spent Sunday as a holiday
if we hiad gone home to-night. Our Christ-
nias dinnor andi our .Clristmas-tree must
have waited for vonday.".

" Do you suppose that -inother will have
the treo ready ?"

"'I have no doubt of it."
.My! I'd like to know what's on it ?"

"Don't you know of anything that wilh
be on it 7"

"N-no, sir."
Mortiiner's cheeks reddenedi at the ques-

tioning glance of his father. He lad thus
suddenly faced the fact that lie had. comle
up to the very Eve of Christnmas without;
naking any preparation to bestow gifts.
upon others. e huaid wondlercd nuch
what lie shîould receive ; lie lad taken'no
thouglit about what hue couldgive. Christ-
mas, in his calendar, vas a day for receiv-
ing, not for giving. Every year his father
and mother hiad proinpted him to nake
sonme little preparation, but lie haid not
entered into the plan very heartily; this
year they had determnined to say nothing
to hiiim about it, and to let iii find ont
for himsself how it seemed to be only a re-
ceiver on the day wlien all the world finds
its chief joy la giving.

Mortimer had plenlty of timne to think
about it, for his father saw the bluslh upon
his face, and kiiew that there was no need.
of further words. They sat thero silent
before- the fire for some time ; and the
boy's face grew more and more sober and.
troubled.

"What a pi I have been 1" lie was say-
ing to himself. " Nover thoughut about
getting anything ready to bang on the
trc . Been so busy i sohool all last term !
But thon I've lad lots of time for skates
and tobogganing, and all that sort of thing.
Wonder why they didn't put mue up to think
about ib!. P'raps they'd sayVI'm bigenough
to thiiik about it nyself. Guess I am.
I'd lie to kick mnyself, aniylhow "

With such disconforting meditations,
Mortimer peered into the glowing coals ;
and while lie mused, the fire burned not
only before his fet but within bis breast
as well-the fre of self-reproof that gave
the baser elements in his nature a whole-
some scorching. At length he found his
pillow, and slept, if not the sleep of the
just, at least bhe sleep of the healthy
twelvc-vear-old boy, vhicli is generally
quite as good.

The. next morning, Mortimer and his
father roseleisurely, and after a late break-
fast walked slowly down the avenue. The
air was clear and crisp, and the streots

were atmost as full of worshippers as they
had been of shoppers the niglit before;
the Christmnas services in all the churches
were calling out great coigregations. The
Minnesota Avenue Presbygational Church,
which the travellers soughit, welcomed tlieni
to a seat in the middle aislo.; and Mortimer
listened vith great pleasure to the beauti-
ful musie of the choir, and the hearty
singing of. the congregation, and tried to
follow the iniister in the readincg and in
the prayer, though his thoughts wuanidered
more than once te that uncomfortable sub-
ject of- which hel had been thinking the
niglit before ; and he wonderedi whelither
huis father and mother and the friends who
knew imu best did really think himî a nean
and selfish fellow.

Wlien the sermon began, Morbiuier fully
cletermined to hear and renmeniber just as
mnuch of it as he could. The text was those'
words of the Lord Jesus that Paul renem-
bered and reported for us, "It is more
blessed to give tban to receive." And
Doctor Burrows began by saying that
everybody believed that, at Christmas-
time ; in fact, they knew it ; they found it
out by experience ; and that was what
made Christias the happiest day of the
year. Mortimer. blushed again, and
glancedti up at bis father ; but there was'ne
answering glance ; his fàther's eyes were
fixed upon the preacher. The argment of
the sermon was a little too deep for Morti-
nier, though lie understood parts of it, and
tried lard to understand it all ; but there
was a register in the aisle near by, and the
church was very warm, and le began look-
ing down, and after awhile the voice of the
preacher ceased, andi ho eoked up te sec
what was the matter, andi there, in the pul-
pit, was-who was it ! Could it be i It
was a very smnall man, with lông white hair
and beard, and ruddy cheeks, and spark-
ling eyes, and brisk motions. Yes; Mor-
timer liad quite made up his own mind that
it must b hlie, whein a boy by his side, whom
he had net noticed before, whispored:

"Santa Claus 1"
Thuis was very qucer indeed. Atlcastit

seemed so at first ; but iyhen Mortimer be-
gan te reason about it, lie saw%, at once that
Santa Claus, beincg a saint, had a perfect
right to lb in the pulpit. But soon this
tdid not seem, after all, veryinuchlilike a
pulpit ; it liad changed- to a broad plat-
forai, and the rear vas a white screen
against the wall; and in place of a desk
was a curious instrument, on a tripod,
looking soniething like a photographer's
camera and sonething liko a stereopticon.
- Santa Claus vas standing by the side of
this instrument, and w'as just beginning to
speak wlien Mortimer looked up. This
nwes what le heard:

" Never heardi me preach before, did
you No. Talking is not my trade. But
the ivise nan says thore's a time te speak
as well as a timmue t keep silence. I've
kept mny mouth shut tiglt for severali hun-
dred years; now I'mii going te open it. But
miiy sermon will bo illustrated. Sec this
curious muuachinc ?" andi he laid his hand on
the instrument by lis side ; "it's a won-
dier-box ; it will show you somo queer pic-
turcs-queerest you over saw." '

"Let's see 'em !" piped out a youngster
from the front seats. The congregation
smiled and rustled, and Santa Claus weit
on :

" Wait a bit, my little man. You'Il sec
all you vant to seoc very soon, and may b
more. Pve been in this Christmas busi-
ness niow for a greaut many years, and I've
been watching the uay people tibake their
presents, ani whait they do with thom, and
what effect the giving and the taking las
upon the givers and takers; and I have
come te the conclusion that Christmas cor-
tainly is not a blossing to everybody. Of
course it isn't. Nothing inl be world is so
pure and good that sonebody does net per-
vert it. Here is father-love and mother-
love, the best thinugs outside of heaven;
but somue of you youngsters abuse it by be-
coming selfish and greedy, and learning te
think that your fathers and mothers ought
te do all the work and make all the sacri-1
fices, and leave you nothing te do but te
have a good tiime."

Just liere Mortimer fel]t lis checks red-1
dening again, and le coughed a little, and
opened a lyn n-book and held it up beforei
his face to hido his blushes.1

"Se the fact that Christmas proves aj
daniage to many is nothing againust Christ-1
mas," Santa Claus'contiiuedi ; "but thei

F facb that somne people are hurt by it more
; than they are'hielped is a fac bthat you all

ought bo know. And as Christmas came
this yearon Sunday, ib vas nmy chance to
give the world the ben«efit of muy observa-
tions.

" There is one thing more," said the
preacher, 'that I wait distincbly under-
stood. I am not the bringer of ail the
Christmas gifts." Here a little girl over
in the corner under the.gallery looked up
to her muother cnd nodded, as if to say, " 1

told you so 1" "No ; there are plenty of
presents which people say were brought by
S anta Claus, with whiich Santa Claus liad
nothing at ail to do. There are some gi vers
whose presonts I -wouldnt touch ; they
would soil myfiigers or burn tiei. There
are some takers te vhoim I would give
nothing, because they don't deserv e it, ani
because everything that is given to themu
imakes thein a. little uieaner than they were
beforo. Oh, no ! You nusn't believo all
ou hear about Santa Claus ! le doesi't

do aill the things that are laid tu himu. L
isn't a fool.

And now I'm going to show you on
this screen some samuples of different kinds
of presents. I have pictures of them liere,
a funny kind of picture, as you w-ill sce.
Do you know how I got the pictures?
Well, I have one of those little detective
cameras-did you ever seeuone ?-thaut ivill
take your portrait a great deal quickier
.than yon cani pronounce the first syllable
of Jack Robinson. It is a little box with
a lhole in it, and a slide, that is worked
with a spring, covering the hole. You
point the nozzle of it at anybody, or any-
thmig, and touch the spring with your
thumnb, and, click ! you lare it, the rip-
ple of the water, the flyimg feet of the
racer, the gesture of the talker, the puff of
steamn froin the locomotive. I've been
about with this detective, collecting my
sanmples of presents, and now- Ii going to
exhibit thlem to you lhero by necans of ny
Grand Stereoscopic Moral Tester, an m-
strunient tait brings out the good or the
badi m anything, and sets it before your
eyes as plain as day. You vill first see oui
the screen the thing itself, just as it looks
to ordinary eyesighit; then I shall turn on.
my monian light throughi. my ethiicaleins,
mitd-yu will sec how the saimle thing looks

when one knows ali about it, wvhiere it caie
fromn, and why it was given, and luov it
was received.

"First, I shall show you one or two of
those presents that Isaid I wouldnu't touch.
lere, for example, is an egant necklace
that I saw a man buyimg for his wife in a
jen ellery store yesterday ; I cauglt it as
he hueld it in his hands. There I isni't it a
beauty? Links of solid gold, clasp set
ivith diamonds ; wvould you like it, girls ?"

"'im.! My ! Isn't it a beauty !" iur-
mured the delioghited children, as they
gazed on the bright picture.

(To bc Continucd.)

A CHRISTIAN PHILANTEROPIST.

A leading feature in the -caracter of
General Gordon was a dislike of compli-
mentary speeches. "No gilt," he would
exclain imporiously ; "no gilt, mind, no
gilt. Say what is to bo said, but no praiso.
I Io nothing. I is an honor if CGod enu-
ploys mue. Do neot send me your paper
withi anuythuing written about ic ; and
miinl-doi not firget, no gilt 1" Io doubt
lue kinw, as all k(1n, how easy it is to be
puffetd ul) ; and so le wisely soughit to
avtoid temptation. He would very seldonm
talk of h imself at all, and whuen lue did so,
li never claimied merit. A book was
written about his work in China, and he
wis asked to read it before it came out.
Page after page-the parts about himiself
-hie tore out te the poor author's chagrin,
who told him le alid spoiled his book I
"NO man," lue said, "as a righlt to be
proud of anything ; lue lias receivod it all."
He liad mnany nedals, for vlhih lue cared
little. A golti one, hoever, given te hini
by the Emnperor of China, with a special
inscription, lie did value. But it sud-
deniy disappeared; no ono ktnew ywhero or
how. Years afterwards ib was fo und out
by curious accident, that hue had orased the
inscription, sold the medal for ton pountids,
and sent the sui anonymously te Canon
Miller for the relief of the sufforers froi
the cottonî famine in Manchester.-Rev.
Chas. Biullock.
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