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‘THE CHILDREN’S CAROL.

ITTLE children of our King,
Gather in Iis Nume and sing,
For the heavens bend as low
As when angels long ago,
. Sang u Christmas Curol.

Oh the heavens opeued wido
On that holy Christmas-tide,
For the Lord to come to earth,
And the angels hailed His birth
With a Christimas Carol.

Can you heur them singing still,
Peace on earth to men good will,
Laston, listen, children fair,

In your hearts you'll hear it there,
Hear the Christmas Carol.

Well, little friends, Christmas will soon be here
aguin, does it seem “an age” since this time lust
year? (to us older ones it is but a little while.)
Have you begun to write letters to Santa
Claus? Have you oven now many a scccet to
keep ; not your own alone, but sister’s or brother’s
Huve you already had a hand in
stirring the plum pudding?
What o time it is 1o be sure;
the very happiest in all the year.
And why? Does it not lie in the
giving 0 one another, in think-
ing of the happiness of others
And remember, little friends,
were it not for that first gift of
the Christ-Child so many years
ago, this happiness would not be
ows today. In some parts of
Germany they believe that the
Christ-Child comes on Christmas
Eve and visits the little oncs,
leaving gond wishes and gifts by
ench little sleeper.
Is it not a beautiful thought 1
and wo us, children, the Christ-
Chi'd comes—to every heart that
opens to Him—and iv is His
presence there that accounts for
this joy of giving.
1 send my little readers best
wighes for truest happiness on—
“This holy day when Chiist the
Tond,

Took on im our humanity

For little children everywhere.”
* x *

Did I dream it or did some
Elfin whisper it 10 e, this little
story of Christmas? I may have been Santa
Claas’ gift, I know not, but somchow it came to
me, and as best I could I have written it hiere for
you:

1R THREE CHRISRMAS TREES.

In the waads, side hy side in the deep snow,
stool the stumps of three hemlock trees; they
had bLeen but secently cut, for the tops lanked
white and clean, and avound were the small new
cmps.

The spirits of the trees were talking and won.
doring where they had gone, they could not have
been cut for fuel for the boys who came fir them
chose them for their pretty shape.

Could it be they had becone Christinas trees ?
T 20 the spirits were happy -~ for what higher nse
could & tree hace grown 7

A Brownie had hulden himself ansmg  the
vranches of each tree and premised w come hack
and report.

Tt was the night after Christmas and every
uoment they were expeeted. At Iast they ar

rived and the Biownie who had accompanied the

lurgest tree spoke first :  Be glad, oh spirit, your
tree has beeu honored !

“ 16 went to n house cf the rich and was o won-
derful sight indeed. Tt sparkled with a hundred
brighe lights that looked like sturs, and wag laden
with beautiful gifts for the little ones, be glad,
the little children were made happyt”

Then spoke the Brownie who had gone with
the noxt largest tree: * Your tree, oh spirit,
has also been honored for it, too, became a Christ-
nmng tree,

“ It was taken to a school and on it the little
clnldren placed gifts for one another, each child
gave and each received—they made one another
happy.”

Then spoke the third Brownie to the spirit of
little tree :

“ You, indeed, have been the most honored of
all, for on your tree children placed gifts who re-
ceived nothing in return, and titerefore were
happy in the truest way.

*“The tree was taken to a mission school, at-
tended by very poor children, to whuin Christinas
would have been dreary enough had it not been
for the joy brought by your tree and the kind
hearts who loaded it with tho good vhings.”

And (ke spirits of the trees were glad,

et

IN SANTA CLAUS WaIRsSHaL
Do you not want te know what happened to

that ig turkey goubler, that yousaw Jast summer 1

He was such a vain old fellow, was he not. 17 vell

you, for both you and I ean undeestand wobble

talk.

THE CIHRISTMAS TURREY.

* Goblile—gobllt — golible ? sang out a fine big
turkey gobliler, the king of Farmer Brown™s barn.
yard, and of wham all the other turkeys, hens and
chickens stood in great awe,

Just now he was strutting around, tail spread,
wings trailing on the ground rt either side, comb
erimnn—evidentiy 2 disturbed state of mind.
ile was seolding Lis old ady.

< Gabble, goblle, gobble!  Jiow does it come
you are ~uch a miserable loeking fowl--always
eating and et vou Jdon’t seem tabave a pick on
vour bones. Tawk at your seraggy tail, how it
hangs dvwn —you have ao siyle about you!
Gobible —golible- rbble ! Tawk at e, Taak at
we.  Jawk at the fite tassel on my hreast ! Sep
my spreading wil ! Why, noone weald ever take
vou fur my wife!”

“ No thunks to you,” said dame turkey, at lust
tying to dofend nerself. ¢ Where dil you get
your nico tassei, tail and big wings? and no
wonder you grow fat, you huve nothing to do but
tuke care of yourself, and have a guod time.
While poor me. Just look at the summer I have
put in! After my eggs were hatched see the
Lrood I have to look after. And when they wore
well grown and should have had moro sense then
my troubles really began.  Many ’s the chaso they
led me. Night after night bave I had to rovst in
a tree (and chilly enough the night air was at
times), while you were comfortably sleeping at
home, and besides ?  Just then Farmer
Brown and his little son pnssed through the barn-
yard. “Sce your Christmas dinner my boy 1”

« Not old Jolin gobbler?”

“Yes, Juhn is just.in prime condition, and an-
other year he may be too tough. Strut away,
old fellow, your reign will soon be over.”

THE CHILDREN OF THE RED MAN.
Conclulded from last issue.

Then about clothes. The Red children are
never told to keep them clean, to tuke care of
them, or to avoid playing games that are hard on
their clothing.

What a boon that would be to
our boys wearing the spirit of
the Indian and the suit of Lord
Fauntleroy !

Rising when they feel suflic-
iently rested, sleeping through
the day i they want to, and re-
tiring when they feel so in-
clined, who does not envy a Red
child’s freedom? He is never
asked to have his face and
hands washed; when he cares
to bathe in the river he does
so, and that cleansing suflices
till the nexttime His hairis
combed when he wishes to have
it done, and then plaited in two
braids that hang girl-fashion
down his back or over his
shoulders,

The Indian child never used
to go to school, but spent his
whole life learning about the
birds, the fishes, and the game
of the wide, fur.reaching pruirie.
But the government and
churches have established in-
dustrinl schools where the free,
happy, bird-xpirited Tndinn boy
issent to take on the civiliza.
ton of the wlhite man whom
he despises. to be like tho
white man who works hard,
whn mathers things about him and then works
harder to take care of them. At school the Red
boy st imprison his feet in strong, coase shovs,
so foreign and distasteful to his freedom-loving
limbs. He is given a bed o sleep on, a table o
eat at, he nust be washed and eombied whether he
likes it or not, and taught to live as a white boy
docs. He is shown the gunes of the white biny
but he never plays them when anong his Indian
companions.

Besides all this, ke is taught the white boy's
religion, which like our ways of lwving he despises
and thinks it will do very well for white prople
but it is not good enough for an Tndian who, oo,
worships a Great Spirit and many lesser spirits ay
well, who ave the Great Spirit’s servants, and
when he dies he will go to the happy hunting
ground where nn white wman will ever enter.
Greatly does an Indian este~mn you if he says vou
ave almnst as ol ax his prople, and afimost fit to
enter the bappy hunting ground-

MakGcaner Bavys,




