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Aftor a time, the minister learned that his guest
was n skeptio ; hie therofore used overy offort Lo pru-
mote his conversion, but soon abandoned the task
n hopeless,

As time passed, Dr. Hurtely bocome finpressed
with the happy and peaceful life of the minister,
his unselfishness, hiz ealmbess in trouble, and for
bearance in provoeation. Tfe saw that these were
nat the results of an npathetie nature, for his friend
was o man of high spirit and actve mind, but
Hartely was conscious thnt ho possessed o hidden
power, which munifested itself in his lmppy and
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A Christmas Carol.
BY ANGIE TRUMBVLL WY ONSON,

Wik are you going, my hittle childien,
Anft-eyed Zallal and hrowndfaced Seth,
Littlo David with clieck so twldy,
Dark huired, slender Elizbeth?

What are the burdeus you carry with you,
Poised on the head and wwung in the hand 7

Whit is the song from yow red hps ringing,
What is your ervand, you little bl Y

4 Qirs, 08 you know, wo are Hebrew children,
1am Zillel pnd this fs Sctli;
Hore is David, our littlo brother,

auseltish life, Then Hurtely found himself longing
for this same peaco which his friond possessed.

#Will you let me sce some of your religicus
works?” he asked one dny of Mr. Beale.

« Qortainly,” was the reply. “(3o into my libvary
and select any you would like”

He peruced several, without any satisfaction,
when his attention was divected to «Phe Life of
Christ.” This work interosted him deeply. The
character of Christ avoused his highest admiration,
Lo got the Bible, and read and re-read the Gospels
in the New Testument, A new light seemed to be
thrown over his mind. ¢ Surely,” _thought he,
« this mon was divine ; if so, then his word must
be teue ; and, if Srue, what am T losing? What
have I lost?”

Then the gloomy views which bad proviously
presonted thowselves to his mind, returned with
double foree, which -starbled him. Probably they
camo in the form of a tumptation, nnd savoured of
the *principalities aml powers of dnrkness,” which
muster in unseen aveay nboub tho stops of those
geecking the True Light. e sought his friend,
who joyfully oxtended his symputhy and help. All
that night they tulked and prayed together ; and
as the morning sull arose in its splendour, pervi-
ding the earth with its light, so the light of the
Sun of Righteousness shed his glory over the soul
of Horace Hartely.

Pwelve yoars have pussed sinco we introduced
Phyllis Gresham to our readors. [t is Chvistmas-
day, and once more we find ourselves in the town
of D——. The people aro thronging the side:
walks on their way to the various churchies. We
aro told that services especially intercating will
tuko place in the R—— Street Church, nawely, &
wedding! Wo are delighted to hear that the con-
tracting parties are nono othor than our old friends
Tornce Hartely and Phyllis Gresham, Of course,
we will attend, and have not long been seated in
the crowded church when the bridal party enter.
The whitessobed bride—not sa girlish as when we
lnst suw her, but as lovely as ever—with counte-
nanco-radiant—takes her place at the altar, beside
the handsowe.and stately bridegroom. Logather
they: kneel -dil.;prayer, consoious: that their love is
gtrengthened: andd enuobled by the grand principle
whiclt' gufdos their lives. e Inst: words nre suid,
and, ahid’ stinins: of music atid the blessings of
meny friends, they deport.

s Phen penled the bells more lond and deep,
God is not déad, nor doth he sleep.
" iphe wrang shiatl fail,
45 eight prevadl,
" With pédto on elitth, goodwill to-matt.”

' ®
'

7 1,r schbol 'boys and girls read, write, and do all
their lessons thorpughly—not attempting too much,
" Ramewber) that-which is worth doing at all.should
pb doneywell:
Lrrree Dor: Our mittister prays ever S0 el
.],o{fdor than yours doos.”  Little Bub: T dan't
care if he does. Oy miinister jumps .the highest
when he preaches. S0 there, now |”

And this our sister, Klizabeth.

«Qur father's slicop are on yonder hill-gidde,
Ho cares for us and he watcher them s

W left our home in tho carly worning,
And go our way inko Bethlehom.

o Surely you know that the blessed baby,
Greeted by angels with songs of joy,

Is lying theve with his gentle mother,
And we ave golng to see the boy.

« Ifore in our baskets arc gifts wo bring him,
41 to lay at his littlo feet ;

Amber honey our bees huve gathered,
Milk {roti our goats 8o white and sweet 3

# Cakes of our figs, and grapes:that are purple,
Olivés plucked from our own old trees;
Savory herbs, und fragrant spices,
All 'wo bring him on bendled knces.

¢ Sco, this is wool so soft and so flecey,
Purple dyes that a Kkiny might wear:

Skins of the goat, and the yuin, and the badger,
All for the baby that's sleeping there.

« Hero are shells from the Red Sea brought us,
Here avo Scathers all bright and gay 5
. Toll us, good sirg, had evor a baby
Fairer gifts than wo bring to.day?

« Geth gives his dove, though he loves it deurty ;
David these shells for the holy boy ;

Elizabeth wove him this pretty basket,
But I have only this little toy,—

“ Mo stivks of olive woud, carved by my father,
One standing up and one crossing it--s0;

\Ve have little to offer, wo poor little children,
But we give all we can, and wo sing as we go.”

Sitging they went with their simplo treasures,
Sweat rang their voices o’cr valley and hill s

“ Glory, oh, glary to God in the highest,
Peace on carth, and to men good-will.”

gtill thuy went singing, these Hebrew children,
Soft-eyed Zilluh and brown-faced Seth,

Little David with cheek so ruddy,
Dark-haired, glender Elizaboth.

Tom's Offering.:

Trusnn was o Joud knock heard upon the door;
and it was' the vory door, too, upon which a pieco
of blaok crape fluttered. .

Tho ladies within the house were & little startied,.
for it was an unususl occurrence for any one to
knecl upon the front door. ‘There was o bell im
plain sight, and ib was customary for people to ring
it very softly when the sign of death was placed so
very near it. Indeed, it secmed almost irreverent
for any one to knpck in that way upon the door,
while little Anrie, the househeld idol, was lying
still and cold in: the room close to the door.

«Some tramp, I guess,” one of the ladies suid.
«T will tell him to go to the baclk door,” she added;
going townrd the place where the knock was
heard. To her surprise she found a little, ragged
hoy standing there, with @ few wild flowevs in his
hand. ' '

# Are you Annie’s mother?” he asked, in an
eager voice.

« No,” the, lady answered ; and then she asker

i #Who are yout”

1 aia Tom Brady, and 1 waut te nee her,” he
anewered quiclkdy.

I he lady hestated, and
that Aum s mwther was in deep allliction and could
not see hiy, when the lady in question et 1o the
door herself.

“ What do you want, little Loy 1"
kindly.

«Are you her?” asked the little fellow, with
tears in his eyes. 1 mean, be you Annie's
mother 17 he explained.

“ Yes,” was the lower answer,

«Well, T heard that sho died, and T brought
these flowers to put upon her coffin,” ' he said, while
the tears came larger and brighter into his eyes,

« What made you bring them, Tittle boy 17 the
mother asked, while the tears caine into her own
eyes.

«'Cause she always said ¢ Good mornin’’ to me
when she passed our house upon her way to seliool,
aud she never called me ‘Ragged Tom,’ like other
givls, She gave me this cap .and coat, and they
were good and whole when she gave them to me;
and then, when our little Jean died,. sho brought
usa bunch of flowers to-put on his coffin-and-some
to hold in his hands. It was winter then, and T
don't know where she got the flowers. They logked
very pretby in Jean's hand, and he did not look
dead nfter that. He was dead, “though, and e
buried him down among the & plotrees. 1 could
not get such pretty {lowers as she brought to us,
put I went all over the big mountain yonder, and
only found theso fow. You see it is too early for
them, but I found two or threo upon a high rock,
whero it was warm and sunny. Will you put them
upon her coffin ?”

And the little follow reached out the half-blown
wild flowers that had cost him such » long, weary
tcawmp. .

« Yey, and we will place somo of them in her
hand, too,” the mother answered, in 2 hroken
voice. '

«Could I see Annie, just @ moment 1” the boy
asked, almost pleadingly. )

«Yes, come in, little boy,” the mother again
answered, as sheled the way to the littte dead girl. -
"'he boy looked ut the sweet, face very earnestly,
and then he took front his torn coat pocket another
half-blown flower, and pluced it in the ghiny golden

hair of little Annie.

« Will you let it be there”
bing voice.

«Yes,” was the only answor.

Ho went out softly, and the sweet, spring violeb
romained just whera his trembling hand had left it.
The others were placed in the little white band
and upon the coffin. Surely tho raggbd Irishboy
could not huve expressed his gratitude to his little
feiend in any better way.—Zion's Herald.

wan ahout to sy to him

ghe asked,

he asked, in a sob-

What is the Tongue for?

-«Since God male the tongue—and he never
mikes anythingin vain-—we may be sure ho mude
it for some good purpose. Whet is it, thent”
asked a teacher one duy of her class.

« Ho wade it that we may pray with it,” ans-
wered one boy. :

a0 sing with,” said another.

« o talle to people with,” said a third.

. & To recite our lessons with,” vapliod another.
«Yes; and I will tell you what he did nat make
it for. He did not malke iv for us to scold with, to

lio with, or to sweal with., He did nobpean that
we should say unkind or foolish, indecent or im-
atient words with it. Now, boys, think cvéey.,
time you use your téngues if you are uging the'in
the way God mieans you to. Do good -with your
tongues, and not evil, It is one of the most ugefil -
members in the whole body although it.iv-s0 swinil> !

Ploase God with it every day.”
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