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MY CHRISNTIAS GIFT.

Some gy, wa. Lo Iy shizii e
My ba ven d :
But [ can i1, g v

meidar,
v.n Yl)vv,
ust be,

Agan tine (hre
Sipee all | Tave hy
Alrcady thine my yitis

And vet, wiile filer o~ 1] Brothers strive,

With loviwz.jp ticu care,
Some tox n of thei v Y. ness
For lov  one t

My trien, my bro'h ! [ wonldbe

Preparin: sowe choiee ot 1or thee.

Angels thine advent Lo'l.d with praise ;
Low at thine infant fr

The she, berds bowel o whi'e waiting sage
Piled offerings rich o« swect.

What gift may poveicy iike mine

Bring to a gracious:Bav.our's shrine ?

One only gift thou aske-., Lord ;

Gladly 1 grve it thee !

No trca-ures could incrvase thine hoard—
Thou seek’st not mine, bhut me ;

8o I a loving heart to-day

Obed:ent ou thine alta lay.

Still, I would fain, with patient care,
M, little off. ring make,

More worthy to b tendered thee—
More fit to thee to take,

A fitter Lh:ive wherein way be

An altar con:ecrate to thee.

Each hour sowne sin be cast away,
Some holy gra-e upspiing,
Some tvemen vanquishied every day,
Some heaven-bound th.ught take wing ;
Each day thy will be better kuown,
And couquer by its mnight my own,

Thaus, through these prejaration days,
Help mc. dear Lord, to briug
My little tribute to thy pruise,
My Saviour, Friend, and King;
Anpd on thine altar, Christmas day,
A heart prepand for “hee to lay.
And when the star~ ot Christmas burn
Upon the midnight sky,
Before the angels’ t)iumph song,
* Glory to God, M. st Higa,”
Accept this heart ; 1t w1l 1ot be
QJuite worthless,since it icveth th e,

*MR CURTLAND'S CHRIST.
MAS,

BY MRS. HARRIET A, CHEEVER.

Mr. Chbristopher Curtland was

rubbing his bhauds with evidcnt‘

satistaction. His ledgers showed
the clmin‘f year to have been one
of unusual profit tor the firm of
Curtland & Curtland, and the next
day but one would be Christmas,
when the house would fairly ring
with merriment and good cheer.

Jack would c¢ome home from
college for the holidays. Kate
and Jeonie would arrive from
their expensive boarding-school,
and as for little Kittie, aged five,
the child would be almost crazed
with delight at the sight of her
brother and sisters, to say nothing
of the loaded Christmas-tree of
the evening.

Oa Christmas day, his brother
and partner, Mr. John Caurtland,
with bis wite and their three
lively children, would come to
dine, and the great attic chamber
used as a store-1toom would bhardly
contain the poultry,
dings, tarts aud jelies placed in
the cool room lor sate kecping
against the day of feasting close
at hand.

At supper that night, Mrs,
Curtland, contrary to her usual
good judgment, had placed a small
mince pie on the table near bher
husband’s plate,

“Now I don't

know, wife, "

laughed Mr. Curtland, “about that |

ie; it looks tempting enough, to
Ee sure, but isn'tit arisk, eating
such things at night ?”

But “wite” explained that,
baving a little minee left, she bad
made a bit of crust not nearly as
rich as what she ordinarily made.
"and as it was quite early, several
hours before bedtime, she didn't
believe it would hurt him jast this
once.

Suo Mr. Cartland ate, though
rather sparingly, of the pie.

[t was late the =ame evening

| knew what

pies, pud-

guilt, so oppressed
Christopher Curudand ', that he
asked involuntarily :—
| “Dear Lord, how €0 this ?
“ What bave I done to Thed®

A gentle voice, in which there
' was no ancer, not one trace of
| resentment, answered sadly :—
| “Christopher Curtland; 1 have
| been hungry, and you gave Me
'no meat; thirsty, and you gave
Me no drink; naked, and ‘you
clothed Me¢ not; sick and weary,
but yoa noticed e not!”

Mr. Curtland found only voice
to falter forth :—

*“ Dear Lord, how could this
be ?”

And the soft, reproachful voice
went on : —

“ For your own household and
kindred you have done well ; your
wite aud children and your pros-
perous brother and his family will
be loaded with gifts and goed
cheer on ths coming Christ day,
but how about My *little ones?
Not a thought have you bestowed
on the fact that a fearful sacrifice
on My part secured to you and
yours the abounding mercies and
benefits encircling you, and de-
manding at your hands a rightful
return.”

Mr. Curtland tried to reply;
| tried to recall one charitable act

with which to justify himself even

| ever so feebly before this noglected |

‘ Saviour, but words failed him,
while he felt the tender, pleading
eyes of this almost stranger fixed
lovingly upon bim,
’ &e Saviour spoke again:—
|
j thou Me ?”
The response was eager, impas-
sioned : —
| “My Saviour dear, Thou know-
| est T love Thee!”
| words,  thrilling  the listener
| through and through :—

“Feed My lambs!"

“QOh, I will, dear Lord, I will!
No longer will [ serve Thee with
my lips only. Come out into the
room, my Lord and crouch there

Come into my heart, and abide
my welcome guest. I will forget
| Thee nevermore; no longer will I
| selfishly lavish on my own, only,
the rich gifts of Thy love. I will
care for the ‘little ones,’ nor ever
forget Thy claims.”

A soft radiance all at once filled

| the room; the scanty garments

| were gone, als> the crouching
figure by the wall. A majestic

| presence clothed in shining folds |

| was suddenly illumined by a won-
{ drous star glowing

which He was now slowly advanc-
ing ; and as Cbristopher Curtland

opened wide his arms to receive |
it softly |

the luminous figure,
faded, receded, vanisbed, but left
a joyous, overflowing peace in his
| heart, too great for utterance.
' ¢ Father, father!” cried Mrs.
' Curtland. *Come, wake up, do !
| Why, you're sobbing like a great
i child.”
The next morning, the Widow
Gaines was surprised at receiving
from an nnknown quarter a box
) containing the largest turkey that
"had ever been inside her cottage
'door.  For her five fatherless
children were warm garments,
also a thick blanket shawl for
' herself, to say nothing of toys and
, candy for the Christmasstockings.
““Who could have guessed my

wants s8> perfectly ?’ said the |

| poor woman in beaming perplex-
ity. “I believe the Lord must

Christopher Cartland, lovest |

The answer came in clear, brief

'no longer unbidden- to a seat!’

from the |
eastern corner of the room, from |

| some time I'll tell you all sbout
it.” .
‘! But that afternoon, when Chris-
topher Curtland called ‘at the
| bouse of his struggling pastor and
| told_him that in view of unmerited
fproaperity he had decided to send
his ‘oldest son, in company with
his own son, to college as a sort of
| thank-offering, only he wisbed his
part in it t7 remaina ro('ognd
secret, 'the pastor, in rehearsing
, the gladsame tidings to his grate-
| ful wife, remarked :—
|« Bat, wife, you shounld have
seen *Mr. Christopher Curtland’s
face while he was talking; there
| was nothing boastful aboutit. On
| the contrary, his manner was
lreally humble and subdued; but
his face, dear man, was so calm
' and radiant—well, all I can say
is, it looked to me as if—as if he
might have seen the Lord!"—
Zion'’s Herald. =
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GRANDFATHER'S CHRISTMA

| T am sifting alone by my fireside to-night,
As I often have done befors,

And I Lst tothe voices, so clear and so

bright,

Of the children outside the door.

“ Christmas has come they tell me in glee ;
But their glad words only bring pain ;

“ Christinas has come ! Ah, me! Ah me!
The song has a sad refrain.

For thoughts eome crowding so thick and
fast

| The somhr'e entvining the gay,

| Like childhood’s friends from the far off

past, |
P The friends that are gone for aye.
| The little ones watch me and whh?er low,
[ Poor grandpa is sad to-night ;”’
| T smile, for how should the darlings know
My friends who areout of cight?

; They show me a boy brimming over with
o,
Icstead of a grandfather sage ;
In my childish pleasure I try to run ;
| Have my limbs grown stiff with age ?
| I'look in the mirror, Oh! who would know
The aged form I see,
| The wrinkled face and the beard of snow,
{ Can that strange old man be me?
]

I laugh at the picture ; the voice I hear
| Has a shrill and hollow seund.
| Alas! that, too, has grown cracked and

They, too, have gone, and I, all alone,
’Mid the little children stand,
| A stranger sad in my once loved home,
Ah! friends from the far off land,

: queer,
| I glance at my friends around ;
|

Ye beckon me on ; and I fain would go,
For the hour is growing late,
And I long for th: time when full well I
know
The crooked shall all be made straight.
i The face which earth bas marked sith care,

(
|
|
|
|
|

Jn lines of sju mnd pan,
( Like an infant’s brow shall be calm and fair,
And the dim eyes bright again.

| The frost of age shall melt away,

! The voice loug hushed shall sing,

| As it sweetly sang in childhosd's days,
The praises of Christ, its King.

| The wearied sou!, grown cld in sin,

| With garments long defiled;

| A ransomed soul shall enter in

The kingdom as a child

—Christian at Work.
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PARADING TROUBLES.

! Ordinarily we receive as good
treatment as we deserve. At all
| events there are no good results
from & constant repetition of
| troubles often largely imaginary.
 Many men greatly weaken their
| influence by the parade on all oc
| casions of treatment they have
| received at other times in other
' places. It puts ammunition into
' the hands of the enemy. People
| will be disposed to think where
[ there is
| must be some fire. Irstead of
| creating sympatby, which at best
| under such circumstances can do
| us no good, it creates often a feel-
ing of suspicion. We have known
ministers to greatly injure their
usefulness, upon going into & new
| ficld of labor, by at oncé begin-
'ning the recital of the serious

that, pacing coutentedly to and have spoken to some one and told troubles through which tasy had

fro through the spacious, softly-
lighted parlors, r. Curtland re-
viewed the proccedsof the waning
year, and anticipated the events
of the next few days with suech
decided satistaction. He went to
bed in the same buppy frame of
mind; and he was npaturally a
genial man, kind hearted, upright
in his dealings, and a good, fair
Christian—as Christians go. So,
socn after retiring, he fell asleep.

But gradually the whole scene
changed. HMe was still in his own
parlors, but the surroundings, in-
stead of’ beiug bright and joyous,
seemed o point to something
melancholy and piteous. All at
once, looking toward one corner
of the rovm, he saw stauding and
lear ing ag-inst the wall, as thouch
feeliny tum-cit scarce welcome
there, cne who secmed. in form,
like the **Soi ot God.” Heknew
it cou.d be uoie other than the
Saviour, but .- -arn.ents were
thin sud scaity. rotwith~tanding
the wintry nizht,  His faee was
pinche! as it with hunger and
want, His teet unshod. and marks
of pain and wearincss were etamp-
ed on His features,

A feeling ot such bitter regret
and a convicliou of he scarcely

- them all !”

Then old Mr. Potter and his
wife couldn’t imagine who sent
the neede?, welcome ton of coal
which was dumped before their
door the same morning.

Mr:. Wilton, bed-ridden from
rheumatism, saw the druggist
bringing a generous supply of
strengthening wines and cordials,
but to her surprised questions as to
“Who in the world could have

| sent them ?”’ the man seemed sud-
 denly to have lost his memory,
, only replying : —

‘““ Well, they’re yours any way,
and all paid for, too.”

Jessie Beers, a neglected little
orphaa who lived down Hunt’s
Lane, was made the grinning re-
cipient of a warm flannel dress
pattern and a large2dressed doll.

*“ Father, what hare yvou been
doing all the long morning ?"" said
Mrs. Curtland, when at two o’clock
her husband presented himself for
dinner, flushed, hurried, but look-
ing supremely happy.

* *And such a poor night as you

| just passed in their last charge.
| One result of this often is the
speedy repetition of the same
experience in the new field ot
| labor.
| tion to tell men our weak points,
(a8 these will become apparent
| 8oon enougb to those with whom
 we come in daily contaci. It is
good advice in all spheres of life,
'when we exhort them 0 keep
their troubles to themselves.
There is buat one to whom we can
| come in perfect safety, sure that
| be will never misunderstand us,
jand will always grant relief.
| ¢ Cast thy barden upon the Lord,
.and he shall sustain thee.” —Jour-
, nal and Messenyer.
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In Berlin no clothes lines are

so much smoke there |

We are under nc obliga- !

THE TWO IN HEAVEN.
God gave and he Lath taken ;
And lo! 'tis Chrictinas tide
The first since, in Go i's acre,
They rested «idc by s1ce.

-

Since Paradise is waiting—
Theugh not uncouscious rest—
Perclmnm- is kx'zli Luy =edson,
In the munsions ot the blest,

If, thew, my thouzht’s adveature
Be not, 11 deed, to, bol 1,
To-8ay They keop fAeir Clhristmas
Tagether, as ot cld,
Yes, not as erst ; their rapture
Kxceedeth all of cacth,
As in the bholy places,
Th:y keep the >aviour’s birth.
And higher far its ieaning,
And deeper far the love,
While they tell ihe oideu story,
In the Paradise above.
The Churckman.

TWO SCENES.

In the little town in the north
of England where I was born, we
often heard of a great city mer-
chant who bad once been an ap-
prentice in the place, and bhad
risen to be one of the merchant
princes of Kogland. He some-
times came to sce tho spot where
he had passed those humble years,
and showed his good will to
young and old by many wise and
kind deeds, Two scenes in his
life may interest ai.d help the
young men into whose hands this
tract falls. .

The little town was busy with
preparations for Christmas sixLy
years ago. In one ot the public-
houses sat a lad who bad fallen
into bad habits, and sometimes
gambled all the night through. It
was little wonder that he had gone
astray. His home was in the
country, and . he was left alone
when only thirteen to fight his
way in the world. His master
was a drinker, and set a bad ex-
ample to the boy. His friends
arranged that he should get all his
meals at the public-house ; and
business habits were so bad in
those days that he was required,
when managing his master’s busi-
ness, to treat the customers to a
glags of spirits and water, even
when they only bought a five-
shilling parcel. Things were go-
ing very badly with him. He
kept his pack of cards ready at all
hours, and sometimes lost all he
bad, sometimes won heavy stakes.

At five o’¢lock in‘the mording
be left the public-bouse and turn-
ed home to his master’s house.
Some reports of the lad's wild
doings had reached his master,
and the lower window which he
used to leave unfastened was
firmly nailed down. No way was
left but one., He went up the
street, climbed to the top of the
lowest house, then along the

and his master's.
reached it,heslid down the slates,
bhung suspended over the street
clinging to the waterspout, and
succeeded in opening his bedroom
window with his foot.

When he was safely in bed his

and

|

! master camo into the room

stood by the apprentice, who was |

( apparently fast aslcep, murmur-
| ing and threatening ‘that the mo-
| ment he got up he would tarn him
| out of the place. The lad's heart
only grew harder as he listened.
| Soon after the waits. came round
| singing their Christmas carols.
i those singers. Thoughts of his
{ father’s grief, and the trouble to
| his home, made him resolve that
[if he could get his master's for-
| giveness he would live a new life.
| Twenty-four hours, without food
lor drink, he lay in bed, then as
i the Christmas morning dawned
he rose and having secured a new
| trial from his master, he began to
‘live a botter life.
. He never looked back. His
master trusted him, and left all
" his concerns in his hand. The
| apprentice was reformed ; but the
' master went from bad to worse,
and everything would have been
ruined but for the youth’s efforts.
All the little town knew and lov-
| ed the bright, active daring lad.
He had been exposed to great
| temptation, and had yielded sore-
ly.  But God’s mercy had been
shown to him, and he had begun
to live a true life.

! Half a century later all Earope
| was in suspense about the fate of
 Paris. London raised vast sums

for the relicf of the suffering thou-

allowed to be seen in the house | sands, For tour months there
bad been no milk ig)}?aris, and a

j betw_een Christmas and Nev Year,
for it they are not all carefully
taken down it is believed by all

| little it of black
hay and straw and twenty-five |

read, made of

ridges ot the hou~es between that |

When he

His heart grew tender as he heard |

il i~ — - DS 5 > o rerwa—

that they might be ready for dis-

|
That great warehouse belonged to |

try town, who slid down the roof|
of his attic bedroom fiity
before.  He and his colleacue

were straininz themseclves to the
atmost to help the poor people !
who were

otren ~carce able to

fifteen thowsand waited all throuza ' can you do ?” A pause, an
an awful night of ~leet agd wind | one little voice cried
cent!”

tribution of thod in the morping. | but it was tollowed

Vears ) \"1)1'\‘,

e

d then
That w » “Dive'em g

hat was the tir. offer
}‘_\’ many ;mf

other; “Give 'em candy “Give

the apprentice of that little coun-| em a turkey ! “Give 'em a ¢ at!”

cach besinning  with tha srand
4 “Give.” The  reult of
that meeting was this: T, mrm}
a ¢lub which should last sfop. "
ever; to call it ¢ The ledrcn's
Corvistmas club;” to have tor its

walk away with their parcels of | motto: “Freely ve have received
food, and broke down into sobs o+ !

fl cely L:i\'x‘, " to p;:“c the mem.

{ cladness at their deliverance. It/ bership fee at ten cents, « that

was an awful time.
mile stretched the long lice of
applicants, four or five deap, wait-
ing for provisions. Oune lady had
been thirty-nine hours in the
street.

Day by day our old friend was
working with all his might, and
winning tbe love of those poor,
starving Parisians, and the honor
of his own countrymen. ‘[ have
little time,”’ hesaid, ‘o read the
Bible | but I read the ninety-first
Psalm every morning, which is a
great support to me.’

The lad whose life had been so
nearly wrecked by temptation had
become one of the greatest mer-
chants and philanthropists of his
time. From the hour when the
Christmas carols had roused tecl-
ings of penitence and new resolve,
he had never looked behind him.
Life h4d been a bard struggle ;
but he bad faced all its troubles
with courage, and had won himself
acommanding position. No honor
that London could grant would
have been withheld from him
But his heart was set on better
things. He was a humble, earn-
est Christian, and devoted his
time and wealth to the work of
charity. He was the constant
friend of young men, the helper of
all who were in trouble, and when
be died all England felt that one
of our truest and finest men was
gone from us.

This is & true story. Every
word of it has its lesson. We
used to watch George Moore walk-
ing the streets of our little town,
and used to hear of his deeds with
a feeling of pride and thankful-
ness that remains to this day.
His example had great influonce
on young men, and roused many
of them to do their duty faithtul-
ly.— Methodist Tract.

e S —

Thomas Fuller, one of the most
quaint and graphic of the old
English  writers, strikingly de-
tined “ policy to consist in serving
(zod in such & manner as not to
offend the devil.” It was he who
«aid, “ Let him who expects one

highest degree while others are in
distress, try wliether one side ot
his face can smile when the other
| is pinched."”’

| OUR YOUNG FOLKS

R e R

A CHILD'S REASON.

"Twas Christraus week, the wintry light
| Faded to darkuess, dull and drear ;
| ““ These are,” I ¢aid, half to myself,

“ The shortest laysio all the year.”

Across our darling’s childish face
Passed the quick <hadow or athouzht,
Thenu suddenly she brizhtly smiled,
As thouzh she found the thisgzs she
sought.

And ~ail, “ | kuow the reason why ;
It's "cause the little girls like me
Wich it was Christras, s» the Lord

Maker the day shortir purposely !
B e A,

A CHRISTMAS C"LUB.

A number of notes were writ-
ten, asking two or more girls and
boys from every Sunday-school in
the city of Portland, Me., to meet
at a certain house at 5 o'clock, on
the following Thursday afternoon,
Did they come ? Come ? They did
not know what the call was for,
save for 2 whisper about Christ-
mas work ; bat they came: came
in pairs, in trios, in quartets and
quintets—a whole squad from the
Batler schoel: big boys with big

old
hundred children ready for any-!
thing. Ob,I wish you could have |
club! A lady came forward to |
were hushed in expectation.
can’t tell you just what she =aid, |

but her words were beaatiful. |
She spoke of the'r Christmas
festivities every jycar, of their

presents and their friends; then ot
unfortupnate children wh»o had
fewer, some none, of these joy-.
When she asked: = Djes anyone

good Berliners that a dreadful ac- | per cent of the coarsest flour,with | here want to doanything for the-e

cident will happen.

On the sup- la piece of horse-flesks, the size of | others?” ;
| per table .on Christmas eve there | a walnut;, was doled out to the|could do anything was v

bad, t00," she added— a|) owing | must be a carp, which briags for- | starving people.

to that mine-pie, I suppose.”

| “Why, wife, I had a glorious
| ight " he replied. * Those sobs
you beard were ones of Joy, and

| tune, and if the scales of the fish
' are carried about in the parse it ‘

| will never be empty during the

coming year.

Help came at last. Starving

eople thronged to a great ware- | thiob came their an~wer.
Eonse belonging to a famous Eng-
lish firm of merchants.

Ten or sometbiug i

the thourht that th Y
ew to
} almost all—to many even the wh
was new: but iikeore greal heart-
“Yes! I I! I! I want todo
“Caildren

| elass in society to prosper te e . : :
ass I ty to prosper to the rug, watching his pets, with their

For halt :1'

}

|

no child should be prevented from
Joining because he was not “rich:”
to make no distinction in l(‘«;;u,-d
to sect or nationality; to ]'L‘ki'mit
tojoin the club any boy or girl
under eighteen years of are who
accepted its principles, which
were; To be ready at all timeg
with kind words 1o assist child.
ren less fortunate than them-
selves; to make every year, in
Christmas week, a festival of
some kind for them; to save
through the year toys, books
and games, instead of ('urclesnly'
destroying them; to save, and
wherever practicable put in good
repair, all out-grown clothing; to
beg nothing trom any source, byt
to keep as the keystone of the club
the word “Give;” to pay every
yeara tax of ten cents: and to
make their first festival in the
City hall on Thursday, Dec. 28
1882, At that festival a Christmas
tree and dinner was given to six
hundred poor children.

e
FIDO'S AND KITTY'S
CHRISTMAS.

“M’umma,'.' said Benjie, won't
you please give me some money
to get a Kismas p'esent for Fido?
I want to buy asilver collar.”

Mamma thought a minute, and
" then said,

“Silver collars cost a great
deal, dear; and besides, are apt to
be stolen; but Fido may have a
new one,of bright scarlet morocco
with your name on it, and a little
bell.  Will that do?”

“Yes'm ; that will be nice. "
Aund Benjie held up his rosy lips
for a kiss, as sure of having tﬁe
new coilar for his pet as if it were
already bought, for he knew;
mamma’s promises wére always
kept.

Sure enough, on Christmas
morning, the first thing Benjie
drew out of his plump stocking
was a scarlet collar, with a tiny

| bell.

There was a blue ribbon, too
for Kitty Clover, and very happy
wux Benjie, when he sat on the

their
mamma

new ornaments,  eating
Christmas breaktast, as
called it,

Kitty Clover and Fido wecre
good friends, and would cat from
the same plate, and sleep on the
samo mat.

“1 am glad my  littie boy
thougit of his pets, and tried to
mukce them happy at Christmas,”
said mamina; ‘“ but darline, you
might- do for them what they
would like still better.”

Jesrdes their usual saucer of
bread and mi'k, they had chicken
bones and tongue this
morning, greatly cujoyed
their meal.

“What, mamma ?"" asked Benjie,
quite surprised,

“You love them, I know, and
usually you are kind to them,”
said mamma; “ but sometimes
you forget to feed them, and
sometimes you tease them.

“They don’t like to draw your
cart, or dance on their bind feet,
bat you try to make thcm do
thesc things, Anud soizclimes
you pull them about or wake
them up. If you will for all the
New Year, treat them as kindly
as you would want to be treated
if you were a kitten or a little

bits ot
and

i tition was heard.

"dog, it will be worth more to them

bearts, wee tots only four years | than any present or nice Christ-
from the kindergarten-—one | ma< breakfa-t,”

Jenjie thought it over.

“1'll try, mamma,” he said,

been there at the forming of that|and he kept his word,

By the time the next Christmas

epeak to them, and their .voices | eame round, Kittie Clover and
I ' b‘i‘_jl) l.f)','(‘i }]:“l 'fcl"y d(:lsl':_'»',

and
never ran away to hide under the
behind the door.— Youth's

sotu, or
/,"r Ly :’.‘ /.
y
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A iittle boy hal a =ore hund, 80
~orc¢ that the Jdoctor =arli yuld
not be cured, it mu-~t be cut off.
Tue little feliow did not ixe to
los¢ his hand, =o he wert to bis
best Friend ahout it. Tie next
day the hand was better, urd =oon

it was quite well; the child's pe

That boy after]

ward zave himself to Goi as &

what | miuister,
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