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PLEASANT HOURS,

i n veck ago—ocould’'nt vash nor vork at
a]L"

“Where is Ludovigt”

“Ho is gone to vork up at de
Sphread Eagle Mine—ung dis is Grist-
mas, too. It vas too bad-wtoo bad.”

“Then the money I gave you for
presents for—" M. Morton begun to
ask; but the paer woman intermpted
her.

 Aob, my good frient, I had wit to
'puy some medicine. Und dese goot
;tm"s to eat vat youn did send—vell, T
t dinks dn shildren vould been starved
except for dose goot tings you sent.
But dey’re all gone already, und I
don't know vat I shall do.”

“Where are the bpbes now 1”

“Oh, dey’re oud toblay. Dey shtay
too long, but dey must haf some fun.
Bime-by dey haf mebbs to suffer too,
shust like me.”

At that instant the door was burst
open, and a shock-headed boy who did
not belong to the Morton party rushed
in, shouting, *Oh, Miss Larsen, your
kids has gone down the road on a
runaway car, and they is both kill—

At bearing the last words of the
rude messenger, Mrs Larsen had tried
to spring up, but Mrs. Morton pressed
her back upon the pillow, exclaiming:

“The children are safe. They did
go down the track, but they were
saved.”

To see the deep joy with which that
poor mother welcomed back the lost
little ones, and to feel what might have
been the scene had they been brought
to that distracted home dead instead
of alive, was too much for the tender-
hearted lad, and he began to poke the
fire with tremendous vigour. The
next thought was, supposing that he
had failed, and that his had been the
mother weeping over a lifeless child,
and—But he ocouldn’t stand this pic-
ture at all, and rushed out, exclajming,
* Awful smokey!” for fear somebody
should misunderstand the water in
his eyes and the chokinessin his throat.

More than one holiday has come
and gone since thon.

As for Harold—when, on Christmas,
he goea to church and hears of him
whose perfect manliness all men pat-
tern after who try to make the best of
themselves, nothing goes home to his
feeling and his understanding like the
record that of his own will Christ gave
his life for the help of those who were
weak and in trouble. “Greater love
tath no man than this”—nor greater
ocourage.

Christmas-Eve.

Pty
ts ts thoy gli or you and for
The hgr‘;llock byniznchtz pxlo& with snow i
In cvergrean wood, bent oot 0 low,
God giveth all Tha raveas call,
He hears them.” "So let us begin

Ho hears alway when chitdron pray ;

For b himsclf a child, bae beon.

Rﬁ:;l.ord we wouldgrl)g selish be
carts are not a3 - WO,
Remombor then the poor to-nigh
And flcod thcir darkness with%.hy llght~
Tha hungry food, the wanderar lead

The sorrowing soothe, the ca tu-o {ron;
Anuf;xty. wo&ny, ott the children’s day

have o Christmaa- trea,

Little Margary.
RY KATHERINK LENT STEVENSON.
Tur Christmns bells wero rivging,
Were ringing glad and clear;
And every hotne and every heart
Secmed tilled with Christmas cheer;

When aad, pale little Margary
Stole forth the joy to sco;

And, as she heard the bells’ glad chime,
“Qh, rivg,” sho cried, * for me t*

No Christmas joy was io her hoart,
Sho had no wann bright home;
She shivered as the bells’ glad peal

Rang from tho tall church dome.

For sick, and desolate, and sad,
Was Margary that night,

Wheu Christinas bells were ringing glad,
And Christtuas fires burnoed brigbt,

Sho stole along the brilliant street,
She paused by many a door;

Tho light, and warmth, and gladsome cheer
But mado ber sorrow more.

Sho saw homes filled with brightnees,
And children mnd with glee;

“¢There is no mother's love,” she said,
““No Christmas joy for me.”

She sank st last, faint, weary,
Within the broad church door;

The bells were chiming overhead,
Tho storm raged wild before.

There, as the music sounded,
She felt no longer aad ;

““I think the church must be my home,”
She said, *“ I {eel 80 glad.”

‘“Why, it's all warm around ms,
All warm, and glad, and bright;
Are the bells calling for me ?
Yes, yes, I seoa light!

“I am going to my Christmas"—
Then all was atill again,

While, overbead, the Christmas chimes
Still rang the mad refrain.

The sexton found her later,
And he grieved the sight to see—
But the Christmas joy shone on the face
Of little Margary,

HOW FATHERS OAN MAKE
CHRISTMAS MERRY.

BY ENOXONIAR,

A wgrey Christmas is a good thing.
It makes peoplo feel genial and gener-
ous and kindly. The most frozen
natures thaw out a little during the
Christmas season. A man that does
not thaw out alightly at Christmas is a
little iceberg. He should be sent on
an expedition in search of the North
Pole, and sent so far that he would
have to stay there. The place for such
a little human iceberg is North, among
the large icebergs. The heads of every
household should: try to moke Christ-
mas & most enjoyable family day.

A werry Christmas, like a well-
kept Sabbath, must be arranged: for.
The first thing in the way of successful
arrangement is. o getr yourself in &
good humour.

There pre.various weye in'which. a
man may: put himself into- a: presont-
able. condition fér- Christmss. One
good way isto;meditats: on- the: bless.
ings you have.eajoyed during the pest
year. Yom: nead not;go:out-intosthe
fields Jike Iszacito:engags in the medi.
tation. If- the.weather- had: been as
o0ld: in.the: Eazts 88 :in -Canads-Isaac

woald have dnno. hil-medit&t.i_tm within

[
doors. Just think on Chrisinas eve of
the blessings you and your fanuly have
enjoyed fur the last twelve months—
health, home, friends, food, rmament,
reason, restraiving grace, the privi.
leges of the sanctunry and the hope of
a botter home in the land beyond. If
you find that meditating dovs not stir
up your gratitude, relievo you from
worry, and tako the acid out of your
system, then teke a little wholesome
excrciso among tho poor. Go to that
pour bed-ridden sufferer around the
corner, who has lain thero for years,
and bring him or her some Christmas
chicer.

Having made the necessary inward
preparations for Christmas then turn
your attention to the family. You sce
that woman working just as hard on
Christmus morning as on any other,
You took a good long snooze, but she
had to take caro of the children and
arrange for the Christiuas dinner. Tlkat
is the woman whose ungloved hand you
held at the marriage altar long years
ago. She has changed a good deal
since then. The bloom has left her
cheek, but she lost it taking care of
your house and children. She does not
stop 8o lightly now as ghe did then, but
remember she has taken many a weary
step in caring for your bome. She
has changed, no doubt, but not any
more than you have changed—perhaps
not quite so much. There was no smell
of tobacco on your breatb, or two days’
growth on your unshaven chin when
you bsgan to visit that woman. You
never spoke short or cross to her in
those days—uover. Now, if you can’t
afford to give her a nico Christmas
present you can at least show her that
you appreciate her efforts to make your
home comfortable, and that you love
her quite as much as when her step
wos more elastic and her cheek had
morse “lour.

Have 7ou any children in the house !
Givo each one a little present if you
can afforc the outlay. Years hence,
when they are far from the old home

-spending Christmas among strangers,

the Lttle present may make them
think of other days and perhaps keep
them from evil. If you are 50 much
engaged in business or have to attend
so many meetings that you don't know
the smaller children, try and get
acquainted with them. Their mother
will be happy to give you a suitablo
introduction. The littlo ones may be
surprised at your conduct, but the sur-
prise will do them good.

It might add a little to the enjoy-
ment of your Christmas dinner if you
invited' & young friend or two in to
help the family to demolish the Christ-
mas turkey. Are thero nowcll-behaved,
deserving young men within your circle,
who are far away from their homest Do
you not know-of any. worthy young
ladies in situntions, fighting their own
way in tho world' that you might in-
vite to sharo your hospitality! Your
own boys and. girls may not always be
st bome—they may not always have a
ho:pow-boin,andyon may yo! soo

the day when you will bo very glad to
hear that your son or your daughter
has been invited to dine on Christins
with some respectable wan an a dis
tant town or city.

If you go out take the chillren with

you. Qive their mother a drive, It
will make her thiuk of old times aned
do her good. Spend the evening 1

the family. Don't steal away wte

another room and read your palitical
paper, and selfishly suck a cigar or
briar-root or old clay.
family for ono evening.
And having spent Christmas day
merrily in your home, gather the famls
around the fumily altar and commewl
them all to the great Father nhove

Remember tho absent ones an the

family prayer and ask God for grace to

make your home better and braghtor
for the new year than it ever wax
before.—2’reabyterian.

Edith's Christmas Morning.

Tuis really nuw is Christmas day ;
Iameo glad soglad?

I wonder if in all the world
There's aurbody sud,

But ob, dear me ! I'most forgnt
That girl across the way ;

Her father drinks, they ro awful poor,
And onco I heard her say

That Christmas day was hike all days.
I'm 'fraid—1'd hke to know—

But what's the use? It's too late now
If I had money, though,

I'd go sud—but I've not a cent.

Now let me think : they say
1f anybody has the will
They'ro suro to find tho way,—
What can I givo to that poor girl?
1 just have this sweet dol
That Santa Claus has brought for me,
Besides this pop-corn ball,
And box of candy, nuts and cakes.

And still *“ whero thero's a will”—

But I'm real poor mysclf, I'm sure,
Yot she is poorer still,

And like encugh has had no gift
This bleased Christinas nom.

I wonder if she's thought at all
That Christmas, Christ was born,

Ho did not think about himself,
Bat just of others thought.
I »’poss I could divide wath her
Thess thingr that Santa brought—
1 will! I'll give her half of them,
But then—here’s this sweet doll,
I can’t divido it, possibly ;
T’ just givo—givo—it all,

——-

(0D'S CHRISTMAS GIFT.

Axip our Christinas gifts we; should
not forget the best and gnuaiest of al,
—QGod's gift of his own dear Son
“God 80 loved the world, that he rave
his only-begotten Son, that whoswaser
belioveth in him, should not per.:l,
but have overlasting life.”
gift, on the first Christmas-day eighteen
hundred and cighty-five years azm, w.u
the gift of the Divine Chuld, the Babe
of Bethlebem, tho Son of God, to be |
the Saviour of the world! Dear chil-
dren, let him be your Savicur, Love |
him. Trust him. Givo him, as the |
best Christmas gift you camw bring,
your young and loving hearts.

Bo one of the-

O what a i

3%

19, .'

.

- -

i
|
|
i

0

.

>



