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SPECIAL NOTICE.

“Sunbeam” and “Happy Days’™ will be
discontnued after this issue and  their
bluces will be occupied by a new weeky
paper to be called “Piavmate.” ‘Pl
mate’ will be the same “Sun
beam™ and “Hapov Days” combined, and
beam™ and “Happy Days’ combined, and
will be the size and form of this number.
Our triends wili therefore be getting better
value i the new paper than ever, and the
change will remove a source of muck mis-
understanding which has always arisen in
the fortmghtly papers. 1t will also brin:
paper into harmony with
other papers. We are convinced our
stbscribers will be pleased with the new
praper.
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decided to werge the two fortnightly
papers into  one weekly, which will be
called  “Playmate.”  The price of
“Playmate”” will be the same as ‘“‘Sun-
beam™ and it v Davs™ tocether were,
and 1t will be enlarged and improved,

makine it better  value than  the papers
which 1t displaces.

“Sunbeam™ and ““Happy Days™ will be
discontinued with the December issues.
“Playvmate” will take their places with
the January issue. We are convinced vou
will be well pleased with the new arrange-

ment.

the children. The poor woman, whose
vame was Koch, said her husband had
died the yoor before, and that she was
trying to  support herself and the two
children by sewing. Mrs. West asked a
few trivial questions and bade them
!(‘(Hl‘,)ig’h(.

“Wasn't she nice 7" gaid both children
at once.

The mother said little, though she tried
1o he cheerful.

- - -

Early next morning a knock aroused
the Koch family. The children ran to the
door. There «n the floor in the hall was
a big basket. They grabbed hold of it,
and it required some strength to carry
it in to their mother. When she unpacked
it what surprise and joy glowed on the
children’s faces.

There was a chicken ready for the cook-
ing, pies and cakes, nuts and candy. a
dozen oranges and a big bunch of white
grapes. For just a moment there were
exclamations of joy, and then the mother
was very quiet, and she went to the win-
dow to hide her face. The children knew
what that meant, and they bowed their
heads until the mother turned to them
with a radiant face. She had not for-
gotten to thank God for the good He had
sent her.

)'rﬁ, R(\(‘h
oven, roasted

put the chicken into the
the potatoes, stewed the

cranberries, warmed the pies, and the
children put the few dishes they had on
the table in the best way they knew now.
When all was ready Mrs. Koch again gave
thanks to God and asked His blessing on
the woman who had sent the good things,
uid made the feast possible.

How they enjoyed that dinner. And
when they were ull filled and bad straight-
ened - p their liftle room, the children per-
suaded their mother to lay aside her sew
g for the day. She did so, and as the)
were seated around the kitchen stove, she
told them the story of the Christ-child, as
she had done every Christinas since the
children huad been old enough to under-
stand it. Never before had the sweet stor
been so real to them as now, and the
angel message had a new meaning to
them of good-will and peace.

In that other home, also, the children
were listening to the same story ot the
Babe of Bethlehem. Mrs. West had toid
them the night before of the poor children,
and they had generously divided the good
things provided for them. And the story
of Christ had a new meaning for them,

too.—Ram’s Horn.

Wiitie Boohoo ! 1t's always the way  If ve really nced
a tramn, an’ a hummin top, an’ a Noah's Ark. yvere sure to
et a lot of v old underwear an’ things.

THE LITTLE ONE'S DREAM OF
SANTA CLAUS.
By Connie Huffer.

Good morning, dear Santa Claus, are
you he.e 7 Sit close to the fire and warm,
so I can tell you what 1 want you to do.
Mamma is going to bring you some good
tea and toast to eat.

They call you Kris Kringle, but vou are
just the same Santa Claus that always
brings me nice presents and toys. Mamma
told me a long time ago that you were
coming to-night to bring me a whole lot
oi nice presents, and I see that vou have
brought me a great many dolls and toys,
but Santa Claus I don’t want you to
think that T would be willing to take all
of those beautiful dolls and toys, for I
know a poor little girl and boy whose
father and mother left them a few weeks
ago and went away up to Heaven, mam-
ma says, and I want yvou to take the lit-
tle girl this lovely big doll and mv cute
little broom. -

Now, I don’t want this soldier nor this
little toy drum, nor these fire-crackers, so

I suppose you may give all of these to the
little boy. Oh ! there are so many nic
things you may take them of mine, and |
know their poor hearts will flutter witl
Jll.\'.

And when—are you gone? Why, |
wasn’t half through, 1 wanted to tell you
the good you might do.—Ram’'s Horn.

THE DISCONTENTED FIR-'TREE.
By Zitella Cocke. |
!

Unce upon a time, for things always
happen upon a time, there grew in thc[
forest a little fir-tree. Round her stood |
majestic oaks, tall poplars, stately piues|
and spreading beeches, so that the lighli
of the sun, which is the joy of every tree|
on earth, reached her only by piercing |
through treetops and running round
boughs covered with leaves, or darting be-
tween the stout trunks of giant trees.

Rarely did she get a view of the sky.
Even the rain, which brought such de-
licious refreshment when she was thirsty,
fell first on the great trees, and then drip-
ped from their branches into her arms.

The little fir began to think herself ill-
treated, to complain and look sullen,
which never improves anybody’s looks,
and thus she bewailed her unhappy lot all
the summer. When the tall trees put on
their gorgeous autumn costumes, she grew
morose, and at last was quite inconsol
able.

Soon the snow descended, and while it
fell here and there upon the scraggy hmbi
of the tall trees, it wrapped the little fir
in a c'oak of ermine, so that she iooked
like a princess.

“After all,” she said, ‘I am going to |
have my time, and those trees cannot

hide me from the sun ary longer.”

One day, while she was taking delight
in her good fortune, she heard footsteps,
and soon three strong men, bearing tools,
stood beiore her.

“Oh,” exclaimed one of the men, “this
is a beauty ! No need to look farther.
We will take it up by the roots.”

Without delay the little fir was care-
fully lifted out of the earth, her delicate
roots wrapped in a soft cloth and placed
in a wagon.

After riding a long distance, she was
lifted out of the wagon at the back en-
trance of a great palace and carried into
a room, ard tenderly set in a larce pot,
so beautiful that she almost lost her
breath a1, the sight of it.

After this she was borne into a hall,
finer and handsomer than enything she
had ever seen. The ceiling resembled tie
blue sky at night, when the stars are out.
Oh, how the tall trees would envy her if
they could see her now ! And better for-
tune came the next day. A man entered
the hall and took from a box in his hand
wax tapers of every color, and set themn
among her green branches, so that she
bloomed with the hues of the rainbow.
She had never dreamed of so much
beauty. All day long persons entered the
room, and each one hung something beau-
tiful upon her branches—diamonds,
rubies, gold, silver, and dolls dressed like
fairy queens. She wore more jewels than
the queen. At her feet were set magni-
ficent vases of flowers.

“Oh, how evervbody honors me!”
thought the little fir.

Then came the joyous Christmas eve.
The wax tapers were lighted, and such a
blaze of glory shone over the little fir that
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