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Archie’s Christmas Gift.
BY EMILY BAKER SMALLE.

Twex
TY-
ust a Y-ONE, two, three, four and five!
And th(;:"%r sure’s I'm alive !
ubber An‘:’{lll buy the funniest doll,
worsted, for Baby Moll.

Tha
n blf?;?; all of my ready cash,
You little 8 my bank il into smash ;
can’t WO:len bank, you’re never fuli;
much nights aiter school.

Thes
And "Cg:'lyit are so short the light don’t last,
Wont Skmﬂs is coming so fast, so fast !
o WOrl;:st, father to give me a cent;
00 hard for bread and rent.

But m
dearofh:fl' “,’“St.have a Christmas gift;
ear mam 10'll givea fellow a lift?
And her ma ! her hair is pretty and brown.
smile so aweet, with never & frown.

m
Butgﬁﬁ;‘fif ;omething, I wiil! I will!
T know 1—I’v%e; i:’s thlu question still.
; ot such a splendid pl
8 good enough for a grm{m-ﬁp]mgtﬁn;

1 thin

"Tig “]l‘is“_‘yl’lln‘esepi will be just grand;

A pledge th 1 write, in my nicest hand,

That 101 o at liquor [’l] never drink ;
ever awear—and then, I thinl,

14| i

Inlt:k:;?- that tobacco I'll never use,

T'll got ;«0 pipes or tobacco chews, ’

Andoy an envelope clean and white
it mamma’s name 1'l1 write.’

And I’ i

And tfillnct:]py it out so nice and fair,

o Archlbal(llysm'lme at the bottom there;

But grand pinner 1 Oh, what « name !
ndpa wears it, and ’tis no shame.

6t Ar

« Argmg!?l;’l 17 Mamma will like it 80,

Bus I think ’she. says when I'm good, 1 know,

Her deg lb twill please her—I know it will!
r brown eyes with tears will fill.

But behi

The lﬁgh‘“d the tears there will be for me

So, « pr twinkle 1 love to see. ’

You m;cgtlbamkspiﬂner,” the road is long,
strong, T mind up good an

Bef
rl~h:‘j;lgguepu;down in black and white,
. wm.f that the angels in heaven will
es'c(l);':‘ going to do it!
There is & .
ere in all to gain, and nothing lost.

I’'ve counted the

Now Chri
Christmas may come—come 8low, oF

T come fast—

1

W';lé‘eiﬂdy to meet it, ready at last;

Thas ?.tAl:: town has a finer show
hibald LL” I'd like to know !

MAY’'S OHRISTMAS GIFT.
BY JAY.

It i
he s:\::nohnstmus week, and as I looked at
the Sewlr §V0(;T{ the table, and thought of all
tho other work that must be accompiished in
the sar mant In.ys, my ﬁ.ngers fairly flew over
mentilly enge (;ve.s finishing, while 1 was
vory sl fun%e in planuing how to make &
Keohing oxpe go n great way in my house-
o pn?blen{ lnses. As I thought it all_over
the problem >iscmx}e more ditlicult, and I had
opself. whg do without some needed articles
AN .:tl;lydltgle slx»year-ohl girl came
S othord o busily sewing and thinking.
1 - F
o ;V\I::L;\h 13”1t, darlin%(? » | asked.
ik merl'- she spoke so seriously and so
pnlike at);\ ‘a,ugln‘ng May that I stopped and
g uctenti:l;; :ixl:coblvmied by having gaine
o ention, she went on. “You
Cﬁ&il:]l;;%&l::ﬁﬂ\aI.s, aund I want to gli‘\?:‘;
po?xr\s’lfllllly Mcl)er,mot‘:%}w to give u doll o
10 is Nanny MeDermott
?:::)ruheu.rd you speak of her bef,ore.
A ;‘ (ﬂiss at :;}hool 77
: , mother ; Nanny's & po i
a’l‘;,t:nt«; h({r lmot,her’s deeul,y and ‘s"hgrha,lsnzlr;
e, e lo“z’wx wer at home, so she had to go
ot ﬂer grade ; Lub I see her in the play-
Tonely I(wre(éesa, _aml she looks so sad and
for lfe,r - at,[l‘ tj) give hera doll to play with,
eyes flon Oulser}s dead ;7 and the big blue
W}i‘?():_liu: L _mosL}‘:a:p()ke of the desolate child
“om itfl(ll hf«lf;lem time that day I sighed,
OB E  d only five dollus that wore s
conte 1 “vt‘l"\, necded lt’ But I bad not fifty
«p Si\uu‘llllr]e : so Isaid, as gently as 1 could
but, ni' lfwe to get the doll for Naumy:
Hen (.m.:rbl‘t'lg, I haven't the mouey.” '
Cyon i 'thtenml, anl she said eagerly
Cousin .1‘ ow, mother, I have somne mone,
bosidey om gave me last i
es, old Auunty H o paid “or
, y Heywood paid me for

May? 1
Is she

carrying in her light wood. Idon’ want to
give your money. L have it in the little blue
box upstairs, and il run and geb it,”

She came back in & moment, &
the contents of the i
She had just
face beamed
¢« That's enough bt
will be so giad!
now, mother, and help me to buy it? Teaw
some beautiful ones in Smith’s store window
yesterday, and. you know they might be sold
if we waited till to-morrow ; and please carry
the money, mother; 1 might lose it.”

How could I g when I had so much t0
do, and the daylight waning fast? But
could not cloud that happy, face by refusiog,
and 1 had so little teo give her that 1 felt my
boundless love and sympathy must never fai
her ; so, if 1 had to git up hatf the night to
make up for it, 14 give an hour of my

recious time; ,ced cheerfullys
“Yes, darling: get your wraps, while I put
on my bonnet and shawl.

She was soon ready, ¢ we walked up
the village street together 1 held the little
hand, in its coarse mitten, close to mine, an

it, that she might b€
She did

often tenderly pressed i

quite sure <L was very dear to me.

not langh nor skip, #s is her custom, but
walked gnietly, 1 had almost said solemnlys
by my side, for her childish heart sympa-
thized with the want she tried to cheer. As
I looked down at the fair curls and big blue
eyes of my darling [ thought how happy

ghould be could 1 surround her with Christ-
mns gifts, or even

get her warmer clothing-
Loving mothers, who are poor, know my

feelings that afternoon-
\Vhen we reached the toy-shop we were
both disappointed, «heautiful dolls”
cost more than she At last we
found some that looked very well, indeed, for
the moncy, and she bought one for ninety
cents. 1t had cuarly hair, dark eves an
phenomenally red cheeks, and was dressed in

a neat wrapper. M jed it home a8
worth a hundred dollars

d poured

as she
1, and Nanny
p town

proudly as if it were W
and put it away in the box with her Sunday
ait for Christmas.

there to W
On Christnas kve she pinned up her small
ind the stovein the sitting-room.
Several timnes that day mysterious little

parcels had arrived at our house, all from
kind friends who, in their own fortunate
homes, had not forgotten ours. There was &
pretty red purse, with ten cents in it, and 8
tiny china tea-setvice, from old Aunty Hey-
wood ; & bound volumne of Saind Nicholas,
from Cousin Tom; & tiny candelabra with a
box of wax tapers, from the Snbbath-schoo]
teacher, and E

anches of raising, and some
oranges from & ne’'ghbou

r almost a8 poorly o
as owrselves. Of course, all these things
could not be sqnnezed juto such & smail
stocking, so I put her high chair underneath
to catch the . There never was &
happier child than my May when I carried
her down, before daylight next morning, an
ghe saw all her trensures. The lighted wax
tapers and the bright pranges were particu-
larly etlective, and she thought the tea-dishes
almost too pretty to play with.

After breakfast she said she would take
the doll to Nauny, s0 she wrapped it up care:
loving errand.

fully and set out on her
When she returned 1 asked her if Nanny

has pleased with her Christmas present.
«(!yes, mother ; but she was 80 s’prised
we didn’t say anvthing when I put the dolls
into her cold pands.  Only she said, ¢Is this
really for me? and 1 said, *Yes; I give it to
ou for your owi, to keep, for it’s Christmas 3’
and then [ went away, amd then she ct ed
after me, « 'Thank you, May, everso much }
and that's all. Bus [saw her home, and she’s
awfully poor, and I'm so ylad I gave her that

doll.”

May did not m
the incident was
blustering Marc
by hearnyg the ¢ty of

clothes,

eution the matter again, and
quite forgottem till one cold,
h evening we Wwere startled
e Jive 1 and heard the

fire-engin¢ going swiftly to the opposile side
of the village Shortly after, @ neighbour
called to say that Mo ermott’s cabin ha
caught fire, and little Nannie was 80 badly
burned that she could live buta fow hours.
Tt was indecd true, for h. fore midnight poor
late no

fonely Naunnie was lonely and deso

Jonuer,—she il jv)ined lher mother.

When May crme howe from school nexb
i me that her teacher has bheen

day she told .
with N.nnic f the accident
titl her death.

¢ Paachier sait

trom the time ©

gister had left

1 that Nzumy’s
| had gote to

er doll, an

her playivg with h
call her futlior 1o gupper. Coming back she
caw the blaze and shouted ¢fire!’ 'They
soon put it out, but gomehow Nanny Wwas
badly burned. Teacher said she knew them
oll, and Jidn't seem to sulfer much. She
asked them to put the Joll May Bentley had
¢ Christmas aB the pillow, an

given her &

died with i T .winh teacher

t beside her.

- going through a grea

before them all, for

hadn't said my name ¢
1e, 8o s'prised they

;mlldthe girls looked ¢
hadn't heard about A good m
them are going to the runeral tg-morro:vuybsf;
I couldn’t bear to see her dead.” ’
«Why, May,” 1 said, “Nanny i
happier now than she ha’s ever beZn ® fo;:
has her_ nother now, and will never (‘:ry Lfor
i;er again ; and she’s away from all cold and
h::;’:,er. Happy child ! no more sullering for
May looked out of the window, fi
« T know that,” she said softl_yy. &r‘ %‘::}I"’m
lad I gave her the doll, mother.”
«8oam I, darling.”—Christian Work.

b TO BOYS WHO SMOKE.
¥ boys who smoke would onl i
ble and see the folly of it, how myuclz)l? ls):?tso;;
it would be for them and others! Can
ou not see, do you not know, that you are
: t deal of misery to
do something you do not really like?
You are enduring with a patience worth
of a better cause the suffering of a miart ry
in order to acquire & useless, bad hab{b }
and trying to cultivate a taste thab make;
ou sick. Why ghould you treat yourself
so meanly ? You know perfectly well that
you do not smoke because you enjoy it.
It is only when you think some one (bui;
assuredly not your parents) is looking at
ou. You always do this with an air of
intense self-conscions " “yerybody, in-
cluding yourself, Ko e vt yOU are on
exhibition. And it is such a pitiable
cheap show, too. You think people are
admiring yot, which they are not. Why
go far from exciting admiration in th;
minds of the beholders, if you boys could
hear the remarks wl'lich people make when
you smoking, Yyou would never

they see !
agan try @ cigarette where human eyes

could perceive you.

Moreover, it makes you disagreeable
company- When you bring into society the
horrid taint of stale tobacco in your hair
and clothes, your absence is alwaya more
gratefully wolcome than your presence
So dOll’t su}()ke, bOyS It makes yO\;

stupid, 8o it does not help you in your
gtudies ; it is injurious to the heart, 8o it
thletic sports. It

does not aid you in a
does not do you one particle of good ; it

make you appear silly and ridiculous ; it is
as disagreeable and offensive to your;elves
as it is to anybody else ; you do not get a
bit of comfort and real pleasure out of it,
and you all know it—so pray do not smoke!

PN - o e

PATTING THE IRON HORSE.

Tag overland train had arrived at Oak-

land, Cal., and the great iron engine was
throbbing and pufling after the long trip
over mountain sides and rocky defiles
Jofty trestles and marshy atretches. ’

The din in the depot was deafening, but
out of the chaos of sounds a sweet, gi,rlish
yoice Wwas heard welcoming home her

arents, who had arrived on the train
She was & little golden-haired beauty'
gearcely seven years of age, with a loviné
nature, to which she gave full ventin the
impulsive way she welcomed her parents
back. At last they took her by the hand
and proceeded toward the waiting ferry-

boat.

As they pa
to the train,
ran up to

atted the drivi
with her small, W

gsed by the engine attached
the little one broke away and
the big, black machine and
ng wheels affectionately
nite hands.  Then, look-
ing up at the smokestack, she said : ** You
good, big, old, iron horse, you have
ht back paps and mamma safe over
the great mountaing to their little girl
and I want to thank you, even if you dou’é
care for we because 1 am 80 little. And
you too,” she continued, turning her face
wistfully toward the grimy engineer and
fireman, who were looking down at her.
] love you all.” Then she kissed her
hand to them and was gone.
« Bill,” said the engineer
¢ what was that [
like an angel,” said the fire-
the other’s thought.
Just then a fleeting sunbeam came steal-
ing through & chink in the depot and stole
by the engineer into his cab. There was a
strange look on. his face for an instant
and when he turned his head there were
two light streaks on his dust-begrimed

cheeks.——Swnday-sc}wol Visitor.

to his fire-

man,
« "Peared

man, echoing

“STRAIGHTENING OUT THE
FURROWS.”

“Bovs,” h i
,” he said, T’ i
. aid, ve bee
tgez :ig: t(:efn my life for the last tr»‘vot;):ar;%
o8 out furrows, and I can’t do
One bo; i
y turned his h i
o ed ead i
\:v‘a(x;;.l thIes 3apt’a1n 8 neably-kep;nplgg;pnse
dons n,man (]):ntd rfx:lean that kind, lad. [
. rrows,” conti ’
:ﬁgtz:)n, ?)o soberly that the xﬁt:.gl\::?gnthc
© “%flsenetlzame breathless as he went or;)f
was a lad about th :
Z:slz }),oy:, h1 was what they cal]edeaa‘gﬁ 0<§
Sone v,mrdo exactly bad or vicious gr
vy and wild. Well, my dear la
fatheer used to coax, pray and punishr o
fa| l:'erw—ai;) u(iea;l}, making it all the h;;g;}l’-
fo ) 10 never got i i
gtglv,vbolrn the “{orld she borge witx}:lp:ltllem'
alwaye %,e :gx;rig ways fso patiently ::hy]
s } one of the m 1
viv:s dill(::ew it was troubling heistlf;fwsv (')f
was an(x]bmg her pretty face n’laki it
Iook anxious and old.  After wwhile, toing
of aint, I ran away, w F :
Sbiairl](i zll.i ;géxgtl; time I hgd,. o‘fm'i;togt btf)i::ta
! e water, and i jour-
}xeg:t\tgletzlrosnd from plz’ice to %)laltlclied 'Jl%]ur-
] settled own to business in a.“ foreien
now,beg:m :Z?lr(iix});clame Fething be aﬁg
now her somethi ides
en ghye Leif;:ers. And such beautli)fgfxlbl(;stltd%
as absencez:xysAwrote me during those ezrs
e g.rew—tlleng'th I noticed how }l,onfrs-
in3 they gro onging for the presenc of
the son o used to try her so andf3 H
awoke a orl{)espondmg longing in m .
aret ‘gg ack to the dear, waitiny oul.
s cken I could stand it no loﬁ BOlﬂi
c surpr?se 1, and such a welcome andger’ I
P bMy mother is not a ver Sl;)cl(;
ads ’t,he v):rh,t, ut the first thing I ng’bic d
Fraa the wh i le;xresgrof her l:inir and the degp
h ow, and I k :
wﬂﬂﬁezg blaéxch that hair tollft: sInélv:d
mhitene ,han had drawn those lin 4
that en oi),t forehead. And those a o the
o ust Y:sé)e::l?g ltléyinght:o straighte:eotlilte
But ht, whil s
‘s)lve:l?u;%l (inlhel: chair, 1 salt.e thrinnolﬂfgr ibwa;lu;
y 00
over, and ed to see what progress I
¢“Ier face was
! ve
::l;‘)rx;)eemon conteptedrgs pposaeac?lgilel t;)n(i e
ceede:;s i:e:te ?tl}}l there! I ha.’dn’lt1 std:,e
raighteni g
I—-:‘n{)‘ggr—shall-nevlenrgl them out—and--
old .'ee{; they lay my mother—my fai
old & rr: heart—in her casket, therz v:'llxl‘
be furr ws in her brow ; and I think ‘tl
wholes mgulesag_n to teach you, that lthHt
no:v' andythe (t‘)r:‘:bﬁ;our parents’ counse(i
. o i
abtil%, m? lads, it willibl;dg&lu’?e thom, wil
gront ::(,mbll);gke in Freddie Hollis, witl
you're so kind :xy:i" “é 8110111(‘1 th’ink i2
matter so much 1” good mow, 6 meedu’t
¢ Ah, Freddie, my boy,”
('i?)“:; of the stro,ngymany,’ “s;?uﬂtl::r?: atver_v
d do:{)s.slb. You may do much to ato?)el;n-
< chto make the rough path s b
x‘owsyou can t'straighten out the ol):lo?th’
W (,}my lad’dles, remember that ! " o
mothel;eis 0{{11 go axyxd chop some wood
e o Tony Tiolbs, & reomrely
qu‘iethone i him? ollis, in a strangely
‘ Yes, and 1've got som
su(‘l‘d'i;n!ylrctllnenﬂ)ere:l Biﬁ;l}::?ﬂseqm dot”
‘ouche and taken,” said y
' 1 R the ki
a};;ai)l?gt:t?mis:lf as the boys trall‘;u)l;lngg
keopis p in & thoughtful, soldier-like
And Mrs. Bowl!
X es decl i
:(f)terward that Billy we:sa‘r‘efea!l;l RS A
'lt‘)}? a comfort ! ” ¥ Retting
en Mrs. Hollis, meeti
) s eting t i
:})‘::h that time, remarked gt.h&te t:]a_ptam
ys meant to be a good bo, at e
was actually being one Y, bus he
““Guess your stori .
‘ ries th i
:13(‘16(1 morals to them :g'whl;zdso muc}’I
A(; 1t\}lle gr?ﬁlﬁled mother, with a sn?ijlen‘ ’
. ra. Hollis pass . i o
with folde(_l arms anzl f::g’bec atp(fia " San_l,
softly to himself : e down, said
““Well, I shall b
) | e thank i
;{vé);d Slf mine will help nth?le::ul)gh s
bl-oz)vg"]effurrows away from their m Ot‘);f bt:
brov .h, or once there, it is a diffi u(; ash
rghtening out the furrows.” oult task



