BAPPY DAYS.
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LIGHTING UI' THE CHRISTMAS
TREE.

geutiNe up the Christmas tree
2 its treasures all may ses ;
fere's & whistle, thero a ball,
Jere's & book, and thero a doll,
Ylere's & basket and a knifa,
Yere's a soldier's cap and fife.
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21§ Now attont is every ear,
12§ 2All—a name, their own, to hear;
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Quick and glad the gift they take;
Tis for them, there's no mistake.
i} ¥ Thauk you,” * Thank you,” hear them say ;

'} 0h, this happy Christmas day !

all:f Eager children, standing there,
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ell me, did you ever hear
0f the Christmas gift of God ?
Tave you, children, understood

is for yon? Have you believed
Aud the woundrous gift received ?

(L?nce the happy angels came
Vith glad music to proclaim

- :God’s great gift to sinful man;

y §How the joyful tidings rau!

"IWe have caught the precious word
B0( the Saviour, Christ the Lord.

§:God his only Soun has given

*E¥Children, let us ever lift

YVoices tuned to love aud praise
¥0n these happy Christmas days!

elo} §
’.":'. PLEASING JESUS.

£1 “MavMA,” began Herry, as he dropped
sejishis wheelbarrow and came into the kitchen,
ecfd “What, my dear?” said his mother.

Feomettucy.”

{ «Mamma,” he repeated, “I wish I could
Can’t ycu

“] know it mamma, but I want to do
Theu he bappened to see the
BReopty chip-basket, and tis face brightened
Hp as he said, “ Would it please Jesvs if 1
Bk hould got you a basket ot chips 7"

B " Yes, if you get it un purpese to please
him " suid his mother.

¥ So Harry ran out to the wood-pile, and

Mooy at the full basket, for he was

Bonly six yuars old. “There!"” said he, as

’i.- esus.”
¥ His mother said, «“ Thatis right. Always

du your best when you do anything for
Jesua,”

Wan't other little boys and girls remem-
ber this, even if they are only poing to
pick up chips, wash dishes, or learn their
lessons ?—" Always do your best for the
sake of pleasing Jesus.”

~LOTS OF GOOD THINGS IN
HEAVEN,"

IT was breakfast-time. Mrs. Forest
placed the little three-year-old Lily in her
high chair, tied her bib on as usual; but
what chould she give her to eat? The
delicate Lily could net relish the dry bread
as her brother Charlie did.

“Mamma hasn’t anything nice for her
darling this morning” said Mrs., Forest,
sorrowfully; “can Lily eat this bread if
mamum puts a little hot water on it 7"

Lily’s faco brightened as she tried to
swallow a few mouthfulls of the bread and
water, aud looking up with a sweet smile,
she said: “Mamma, God has lots of good
things in heaven.”

HE SEES.

Exya Gray, on her way to school, passed
a little boy whose hand was through the
railings of a gentleman’s front garden, trying
to pick a flower. * Oh, little boy!” said
Emma, kindly, “are you not taking that
withont leave?” “Nobody secs me,” replied
the little boy. “Somebody sees you from
the blue sky,” said Emmwa. *“God says we
must not take what does not belong to us
without leave; and you will grieve him
if you do 80" “Shall I?"” said he; “then
Iwon't” 1ledrew back his band and went
away, Oue way of doing good is to prevent
others from doing wronyg.— Selected.

WHAT SHALL WE GQIVE TO GOD?

Ix this season of Christmas gifts, the
qyuestion often arises, “* What shall I give ?”
We thiok of paients aud friends who have
given us many good things, for which we
cannot repay them, vet we want to show
them, by some simple gift, that we love
them.

There is vne dear and precivus Fnend,
the best of all friends, who gave his Son to
be vur Saviour. What shall we give to
him ? In return for all he has done for us
he asks for but one thing, yet it is a gift
whi.h means a great deal. " My son, give
me thy heart.”

This is all we can give, less than this
we ought not tu think of giving. When
we make this g.ft to God, our love and our
life go with it. 'We are his, and he is ours,

'HANG UF THE BABYS STus KING

HaxG up the baby’s atocking,

Be sure you Jdon’t fonnt,
The dear little dimpded darlfug

She nover saw Christmas yet;
But I've told her all about it,

And she opened her bigz blue ayes,
And I'm sure she understead it,

She locks so funny and wise.

Dear! what a tiny stocking
It doesn’t take much to held
Such little pink toes as tahy's
Away from the frost and «nld,
But then for the baby's Christuirs
I* will never do at all.
Why Santa wouldn't be looking
For anything half g0 small ?

I know what we'll do for the baby,
I've thought of the very best plan,

I'll borrow a stocking off grandmn—
The longest that over [ can;

And you'll hang it by wine, dear mother,
Right here in the corner, so,

Aund write a letter to Saunta
And fasten it oo to the toe.

Write, " This i3 the baby’s stocking,
That hangs in the corner here,

You never have seen her, Santa,
For she only came this year;

But she's just the bleszedest baby
And now, before you go,

Just cram her stocking with goodies
From the top clean down to the toa"
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| LITTLE ALICE

LiTtLe ALIGE was one of my Sabbath.
school scholars, a fair-haired, blue.eyed
little girl, whose beavtiful face and sweet
winning ways made her a faverite with all,
Methinks I can sve now the soft, tender
look of her nuld ey es ixed s0 caruestly upon
me, as I endeavoured tu inpress upon her
opemng mind the juspel pian ot satvation,
One day I suid to her.

* Alice, what will you d.. when you die
avd are called upun tw stand beture the
judgment-seat of God to answer fur all the
sins doue here upon earth 7~

Her face glowed witn emution as she
answered :

= Christ died fur sinuers, 1wl hade ve-
hind him. God will not ivuk at e, Ho
will look at Chnist.

Beautiful thought, to hude behind Chnst,
tu lose ourseives i hum, and usting ande
our own mpure Wurks tu rest adlely and

This is the true idea of & noble life, a life | entirely upon his finished wourk for salva.

“hid with Christ in God.”

tion !



