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WUEN BABY DIED.

BY RS G ANDERSON.

\We sat beside the hutlecot
And watched cur dashing go ¢
The gentle life went slowly out
With restiess ebb and flow.
We could nut chiensh dle hopes,
We dated not speak our fears,
Qur every plance at baby's face
Fell, tr:mbling into tears.

We thoughe it haid to lay our love
Beneath the gaveyand sod,

And feared the sullen feot-lali of
The wessengerat Gl

The shadow fell ar the cald hour
When night and mora are wed

The {acher bowed 1 stricken calm,
And Rachel waled her dead.

Qur darling’s face luy sct in smiles
\With not a touch of fear ;

It seemed as if the voice of death
Was music in her ear.

She lay, our prophecy ot heaven
Faith 1ose where love was tnted

We saw the plory of the Lowd
Whea litile baby dicd.

St Helens.

(AN Rights Reserved.

MARJORIIS CANADIAN WINTER,

BY AGNES MAULE MACHAR.

CHAPTER IN.—COXNTINUFD,

‘And now, added [Professor Duncan,
‘you have all been very quiet through this
long lecture, and I am getung tired as well as
you. You know when I get started on this
subject, I never know when to stop. DBut we
have only one scsae now tolookat, and about
that I must not stop to tell you muth, or you
will all be going to sleep. I will just showit
to you and tell you what it 1s. And then
those of you who want to hear the story that
belongs to it, can ask me for it another time.

¢ Now for the seventh aad last Christmas
Eve from the Past.'

The sorrow{ul deathbed scene faded away,
and in its stead rose the great trunks and
branches of a wintry forest. Through the
leafless boughs an orange suoset could be
seen, the light of which sull rested here and
there on the trees and snow. A parnty of In-
dians, principally women and children, were
busy setting up the poles of a wigwam, and
coveriog them with sheets of birch batk.
Some of the men were visible 1n the distance
with bows and arrows, and in the forepround,
helping in the work of preparing the wigwam,
stood the same black-frecked figure who had
stood in the last sceae by the bed of the dying
leader. He seemed to be carrying a Jarge
bundle of fagots for the fire to be lighted in
the centre of the wigwam. It was a strange,
savage picture, the shaggy skins in which
most of the lndians were attired, and their
uncovered heads, giving a peculiarly wild as-
pect to the {orest scene : while the ecclesias-
tical dress of the Jesuit inade a curious con-
trast with the surroundiogs of the primitive
wilderaess.

‘The other scenes 1 showed you,’ said

- Professor Duncan, * have all beea connected
with the discovery and coloaizing of our
country ; but, heroic as these memones are,
they should have, oo Christmas Eve especial-
ly, oply a secondary place in our hearts.
This picture is one of pure Christian self.
sacrifice, endeavenog, m the spirit of its
Master, to carry the light of life into the very
midst ot the uncomprehending darkness.

‘You remember, some of you at least,
that I have told you of the intense zeal aod
devotion with which the Jesuits, and noble
ladies and laymen too, undertcok the woik of
converting the Indians, Pere Le Jeune, the

esuit you see here, was one of the first of
these noble and devoled men, who, whatever
mistakes they made, certainly made nooe in
believing that their Master's presence would
be * with them alway*' in this labour of lov-
ing obedience. ke and some of his brethren
Luilt a littde log cabin ou the bank of the St.
Charles, near where Carntier first moored his
ships, which they called ** Nofre Dame des
Anges.” Here they tried to labor among the
wanderiog bands ot Iadians who came their
w 3y, aod gladly taught ali the childrea they
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could collect. But Pere Le Jeune felt that he
got on very slowly in this way, even in.the
preliminaty wotk of learning the language.
And so he bethought himsell of going to live
for a time among them, as one ot themselves,
in order to gain a hearing for the good tidings
he had to tell them. He accepted the invita-
tion of a party of Algonquins to spend the
winter with them, wandering about the,frozen
wilderness in the searca for the game which
formed their only subsistence. \What this
meant for poor Pere Le Jeune, what suffering
from cold, hunger, smoky wigwams, and the
low savagery of his companions, you can
scarcely realize unless you read his own
graphic and simple account of them in the
¢ Relations des Jesuites” 1f any of you care
to hear the story of this particular Christmas,
which he gives there in full detail, I can give
it to you on Sunday evening. But here is the
scene of that Christmas Eve, as he himself
has described it; the encampment in the
evening, after the long day's tramp through the
snow, and httle indeed to hope for ia the way
of Christmas cheer ! They had started with-
out breakfast, and all that their hunters could
find for supper for the party of twenty was a
hare and a small porcupine. * It wasn't much
for so jnany of us,"” muldly remarks the good
Father, ** but the holy Virgin and her hus-
band Joseph were not so well treated on
Chiristmas Eve, in the stable of lsethlehem.”

‘' Aad there we must leave Pere Le Jeune
for the present. As 1 have said, I can tell you
the whole story ot his Chistmas at another
time, and a very touching story it is! And
vow, 1 think, Marjorie,’ said the prolessor,
turaing to look at her intently listemog face,
‘ that, leaving out of course the wholly datk
picture of the * “orty Thieves” on Sable
Island, we might call these scenes of heroic
endurance or heroic effort from our Caradian
Chnstmas Past, a little cluster of Northern
Lights shining amid the Northern datkoess.’

Matjorie smiled back at Professor Dun-
cav, partiy with pleasure at the thought itself,
partly at the memories that the thought called
up. °

Dr. Ramsay rose, as he said, to ‘move a
vote of thaunks,’ not as 2 mere form, but from
his very heart. ‘lventure to say,’ said he,
¢ that there isn't one here who will not here-
alter remember something of when, where and
how our Canadian history began. Why don’t
people make a greater effort to briog our
modern improvements more fully into the ser-
vice of ejucation? The stage shouldn't
moaopolize all that the age can do to instruct
tbe mind. Aad teaching ncedn’t always go
on just in the old ruts of dryrecstations and
mere mental cram ! But we all thank you
most heartily, Duocan, for all the trouble you
have takeo, and I hope these most interesting
views will nlease and instruct many another
audience.’

Gerald took the hint from a sign of Dr.
Ramsay’s, and rose tosay that he had much
pleasure in seconding the motion; and the
vote of thanks was passed accordingly, with
great unanimity and much applause. -

Then the children from without had all to
be bundled up and sent home, some of those
who lived farthest off, in the doctor's sleigh.
Gerald and Ada went too ; and only when all
were gone but Professor Duocao, did the
Ramsay family Legin to look at their own
Christmas preseats. It is scarcely uecessary
10 say that this part of the programme gave
general satisfaction, though perhaps, as is
usually the case, the presents given were even
more enjoyed than the presenis received.
Oae of the things that gave most pleasure all
rotiad, was the acceptable gift provided for
Dr. Ramsay by the mother and children—a
new medical book that he wanted, and which
they had all subscribed to buy. Mrs. Ram-
say's fur-lined cloak—also a joint stuck pres-
cnt—was no less enjoyed by everybody.
Irofessor Duncan was not forgotten, eitker,
but rejoiced in the possession of 3 new book
of Folklore. And the gifts from New York
were much appreciated by all the recipients,

As for Maijorie, she found herself the
possessor of an excellent pair of soow-shoes,
aod dainly Iod.an mcccasins to wear with
them ; besides other little presents from each
of her cousins, down 1o a Christmas card from

Norman and a sugar cat from Effie, self-deny-
ingly saved for the purpose of presentation.
But the most precious gift of all was, by what
she thought a cutious coincidence, of which
her aunt might have given some explanation,
an admirable photograph of her dear father,
on the back of which was written, below his
signature, the text she already loved so well :
¢ He that followth Me shall not wallk in dark:
uess, but shall have the light of lite.

And so this long expected Christmas Eve
also vanished into Chiistmas Past, to the
regret of all, even Effi¢, though her eyes were
almost closing with weariness. But she de-
clared she would rather * stay up and be tired,
than be sorry alterwards that she had not
staid up.’ And her only regret was—that in-
evitable one about most of our pleasant things
here below,—that * it was soon over.’

CHAPTER X
CHRISTMAS PRESENT,

Christmas Day was a bright pleasant day,
not very cold, the sleighing excellent,and the
streets full of people, driving: or atoot, enjoy-
ing their holiday. Marjornie and Marion went
to the Cathedral service in the morniny,
where they met Ada, her mother and Gerald,
the only occupants of the West's pew. Mar-
jorie enjoyed the beautiful service very much
and also the earnest and appropriate Christ-
mas sermon that followed, in the true spirt of
Christmas keeping. She involuntanly glanced
at Mrs. West and Ada once or twice, to see
how they took the preacher’s exhortation to
keep the feast in the spirit of love to others,
as the fitting commemoration of the infinne
love of God to men. But neither Mrs. West
nor Ada seemed in the least impressed by it.
The mother was wrapped up in the complac-
ent self-gratulation cf her luxurious surround-
ings, which seemed to her the chief good in
life, as much as she was wrapped up from the
cold in her rich velvets and furs. And Ada,
poor child, had never been taught to look on
going to church as anything else than a desir-
able form—a duty which ¢« ht to be attended
to, and never thought of listening while there,
for anything that could enter as an influence
into her daily life. Gerald only seemed 10 be
really listening, and once or twice Lis eyes
met Marjorie’s significantly, as some of the
preacher’s words recalled Professor Duncan's
little homilies. .

Ada wished the two cousins to come home
with her to luncheon, but Marion would not
leave her brothers and sisters on Christmas
Day, and Marjorie preferred to accompany
Manion. They walked on together, however,
as far as they could, Mrs. West driviog home
alone, as both Gerald and Ada preferred to
walk. Ada had a great deal to tell them
about her presents—bracelets, books, trinkets,
and, most delightful of all, the pretty linle
Swiss watch which she exhibited to Marjone
with great pride and sausfaction, and which
excited in Marjorie just a little pang of envy.
A watch was a thing she had so often wanted
to have. But then she remembered that her
father had once told her that by-and-by, when
she was old encugh to be trusted with i1, she
should have the precious watch her mother
had cnce worn, and that would be ever so
mucl: better than any new watch !

But Ada had something besides her own
presents 1o think of. She diew Marjorie
apart as they walked on, and put into her hand
a little square paper packet neatly doae up
and sealed at the eads.

*There's a little Christmas box from me,
Marjorie! You must wear it for my sake,
and keep it to remember your Maotreat
Christmas by.'

Mazrjorie was greatly surprised. She had
aever thought of Ada's giving her a Christ-
mas gift, and was inclined to feel vexed that
she had none to offer her. Bu: she thanked
her warmly for the tittle uoknown present
which she put into her packet till she should
get home.  As they walked on toge:her, they
encouatered Dick West and Mr. Hayward
strolliog up from a tour of the French
churches, where they had been lookiog at the
gay Christmas decorations. As before, Mr.
Hayward speedily monopolized Ada, who was
very williog 10 be monopolized, and Dick
West seemed no iess willing to walk by Mar-
ion's side, while Gerald and Marjorie brought
up the rear.
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¢ You ought to go down to Notre Dime
Cathedral, this afiernoon,’ said Gerald. “ You
havea't been in it yet, and the Christmas de-
corations are always very elaborate; they
have a represeatation of the maoger, you
know.’

* Have they ?° said Marjorie.

‘Yes. Won't you go down with Alan and
me this afternoon ? 1 know Ada will hke to
come, too. You know you've got to see the
church some time.’

Marjorie thought that if it was anything
like the Jesuits' church, she should like to see
it very much, so the little expszdition was
agreed on before they parted, When she and
Marion got home, she found another Christ.
mas pleasure awaiing her; a letter from
her father and another from Netue Laae,
giving her all the news irom home and full of
kind messages from her old teacher aud all
her school friends, with Christmas cards from
several of them, and, not least accptable,
from Rebecca, ¢ with love and best wishes lor
Miss Marjorie.” Her father's letter gave her
a delightful account of all he was seeing and
cojoying in her Auot Mithe's Southern home,
where his descriptions of the warm sunshiae
and the flowers were such a coatrast to her
Northern experiences. Best of all, his hzalth
had already improved so much under the in-
flusnce of the warm climate and the rest aad
change, that he declared Marjorie would
hardly know him 1f she saw him now, for he
was really geting fat. There were a few
bright lines from her Aunt Millie, too, with
messages for everybody at Dr. Ramsay's, and
a double portion for Mrs. Ramsay, who bad a
note from Mr. Fleming also. It was only
when these letters had beeo read and re-
read that Marjorie remembered Ada’s little
packet and opened it. What was her surprise
to find in a neat little box, a beautiful gold
lacket with her initials engraved on the back.
It was very kind 1n Ada to think of it, Mar-:
jorie felt, and she had never dreamed of her
doiog: so. DBut thouza Ada was generous
enough when she was fond of anyone, and
though the presentation had given her no
little pleasure, the idea had been Gerald's
and he had volunteered a contribution to-
wards the purchase as well as superinfend
the engraving of the intials, bat uader strict
injunctions that his share in the gift was to be
a secret.

(70 &c vontinie d.)

oV A4 MULE.

In riding a mule up a mountain,
where the trail often runs along the cdge of
a precipics, the rider is told that it is safer
to let the beast have its own way than to
attempt to guide it. But cven in moun-
tain riding the old adage holds—there is no
rule without its exception. Aliss Sanborn
tells usin her book, “ A Truthful Woman
in Southern California,” that in ascending
Mount Wilson she Jet the reins hang feom
the pomauel of the saddle, and humored her
mule’s wish to nibble the herbage.

At a narrow place, with a sharp decliv-
ity below, the beast fixed his jaws upon a
small, tough bush on the upper bank. As
he warmed to the werk, his hind feet work-
ed round towards the cdge of the chasm.
The bush began to come out by the roots,
which seemed to he without end. As the
weight of the mule was thrown heavily
tackward, I looked forward with apprehen:
sion to the time when the root should fin-
ally give way. .

I dared not and could not move. The
root gave way, allowing the mule to fall
backward. One fuot slipged overtheedge,
buz three stuck to the path, and the major-
ity prevailed.

After that I saw it was safer to let my
faithful beast graze on the outer edge.  All
went wel! until he hecame absorbed in fol-

lowing downward the foliage of a bush which :

grew up from below.

As be stretched his ucck farther and
farther down, 1 saw that he was bending
his forclcge.  His shculders sank more and
wore. 1 worked mysclf backward, and
was sliding down behind—too late. The
bush broke, causing the wule to fall back
forcibly against the inner bank, with my-

sclf sandwiched between the adamantine !

wall of the mountain and the well-shod heels |

of the mule.

The animal, heing as mach scarcd as

my:clf, atarted up the trail ona gallop. 1
had saved my lifc, but lost my mole. X re-
solved topush on. At tho very first turn
a hoy appearcd hurrying back my palfrey.
—Boston HHome Journal,
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