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Christmas Chimos.
BY MRS, M, A. KIDDER,

Ant hail to the chimes, and the Christmas
rhymes

Of the lmﬂ)y people from shore to shore ;

l'ot the chuldren sing, and the glad hearts

l;rit:ig

Gy eet offerings, as they did of yore.

Jing fiost comes forth upon Christinas morn,
A« he did on the day the Babe was horn,

| hat made the hearts of the world so glad,
And reigns, in his robes of frost-work clad.

\h ' o noble thing did the old Frost Kin
V\'hefn he stormed the fort of his yellow
e ;
When with icy glance, and a shining lanco
He laid the tarrible traitor low !
The fever-demons, both great and small,
All fled afar at his clarion call,
nd he brings to us with the Christmas
chimes
| [lic promised blessing of * better times.”

The fruit in hoard, the grain all stored,
| The farmer rests from his summer toil ;
| While the kinsmen r eet with o greeting

sweet,
And **bury the hatchet” in frozen soil.
| \.,ung men and maidens go hand in hand,
b \nd the children frolic, a happy band,
For * peace and good will ﬁo{dl sovereign

sway
Upon our glorious Christmas day.

The poor child waits at the area gates
For the toothsome morsel she knows will
como
For the Christmas cakes that ‘ some fairy
makes,"”
While even the sparrow will get his crumb.
Ab, yes, for an ang 1 broods to-day
| Uer the poorest mortal’s thorny way—
11 a time of feast, and a time of song,
And no bitter thoughts to the hour belong.

| 0u the cheerful hearth, 'mid song and mirth,
Dear ** Grandima " sits in her snowy fuills,
And softly tells, as she hears the belf;.

Of her wedding rude o'er the frosty hills.
Then ** Girandpa ™ smiles and nods assent,
Aud tells how the happy tune was spent
| Tlat Christmas day, when he took his bride
From her father’s house on that famous ride.

In some blest homes, when Christmas comes,
Ihiee g nerations fondly meet,

And no sight more rare, or bright, or fair,
Will ever, perhaps, our vision greet.

A Chustmas greeting to all we send ;

A Chustimas aessmg that hath no eud ;

May each coming year be filled with joys

Oh, fathers and mothers, girls and boys.

for the poor children in their own
olass, or for the outside poor who may
be brought in to receive the gifts.
2 Hold a little fair near Christinas,
where the articles for sale will be the
work of the children,aesisted of course,
to some degree, by the mamman. Let
the proceeds of the fair be give. as
a Coristmas gift to some benevolent
object,
3. An intense interest in doiog for
others has been aroused by simply
tuking a collection each Sunday for six
weeks bef.re Christmas, {or the specisl
purpose of making a gilt to some
charity, as the Children's Hospita!.
4. A primary teacher has told meof
a plan which she followed in her class.
She told the children that she would
have a large empty box set in the
Sardav-school room, and they could
put into it anything which they would
hhke to give to make poor childien
happy on Christmas. The box was
well £llad with toys, books, and wear-
ing appuarei, which she after wards dis-
tributed, giving the children a graphic
description of her visita,
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Not Trustworthy.

BY FRANK H. STAUFFER.

Oxe afternoon a gentleman was
shown into Mr., Lamar's library,

« Mr. Lamar,” askid the visitor,
do you know a lad by the name of
Gregory Bassstt 1"

«] guess so,” replied Mr. Lamar,
with n smile, ¢ That is the voung
man,” he added, nodding to Gregory.
The latter was a boy uged about
fourteen. He was drawing a mup at
the wide tab'e near the window.

“A biight boy, I should judge,”
commented the visitor, lovking over
the top of his glasses. * He applied
for a clerkship in my mill, and referred
me to you. His letter of application
shows that he is a good penman, How
is he at figureat”

« Rapid and correct,” was the reply
«Thav's good ! Honest, is he 1"
«Oh, yes,” answered Mr. Lamar.

« The work is not hard, and he will
be rapidly promoted, should he deserve
it. Oh! one question more, Mr. Lamar;
is the boy trustworthy "

v I rogret to say that he is not,” was
the grave reply.

«Eh!" cried the visitor. * ThenI
don't want him.”

Taat ended the interview.

« O uncle | ” cried Gregory, bursting
into tears,

He had set his heart apon obtaining
the situation, and was very much
disappointed over the result.

«(regory, I conld not deceive the
gentleman,” Mr. Lamar said, in a low
tone, more regretful than stern.  * You
are not trustworthy, and it is a serious
failing ; nay, & fault, rather. Three
instances occurred, within as many
weeks, which sorely tried my patience,
and cost me loss of time and money.”

Mr. Lamar'’s toue changed into one
of reproach, and bis face was dark with
displeasure. .

« [ gave yon sowe money to deponit
in the bank,” he resumed. * You
loitered until the bank was closed, and
my note went to protest. One even-
ing 1 told you ta close the gate at the
barn. You neglected to do wo. The
colt got out through the night, fell into
» quur.y, and broke jtaleg. Ibhadto
shoot the pretty little thing, to put an

d to its suffering.”
o red b » humili-

“ Next I gave you a letter to mail,
You loitered to watch a mun with a
tame bear. ‘The nine o'clock mail
will do, vou thonght.  But it didn't,
being a way mail, and not a through
mail. On the fullowing day 1 went
fifty miles to keep the appointment I
hacr made. The gentleman wis not
there to meet mne, because he had not
received my letter. 1 lost my time,
and missed all the benefit of what
would hive been to me a very profitable
transaction. It is not too late for you
to reform ; and unless you do reform,
your life will prove a failure.”

The lesson was not lost upon Gregory.
He succeeded in getting rid of bis
heedless ways, and became promig,
precise, trusiworthy.

The Christ-Child,
8Y DR. MARTIN LUTHER.

Frou heaven above to earth I come,
To bring glad news to every home;
Gladl tidings of great joy I bring,
Whereof I now will say and sing.

To i{m this night is born & Child,
Of Mary, chosen mother mild ;
This little Child of lowly birth
Shall be the joy of all the earth.

He brings those bleninf: long ago
Prepared by God for ail below ;
Henceforth His kingdom open stands
To you, es to the angel-bands.

Now let us all, with gladsome cheer,

Follow the shepherds and draw near ;
Who is this Child so young and fair?
The blessed Christ-child listh here.

My heart for very joy doth loap,
MY lips no more can silence keep ;

1 too will sing with joyful tongue
That sweeteat ancient cradle song—

Glory to God in highest heaven,

Who unto man His Son has given,
While angels sing with higiest mirth,
A glad New Year to all the earth.

>
Whose Was It ?

A TRUE STORY.

A crowp of schoolboys chatted very
fast as they half ran, hulf walked the
planked sidewalks of a Pennsylvania
city street. Just ms thoy turned &
corner several started, for in the path
near by glistened a silver half-doilar.
Three boys saw it at once, and each
claimod it as his own., Loud words
followed, & few fiata were clenched, but
Peter McCarthey beld the money in
his strong palm, and would not even
show it to the rest, Peter was very
fleet of foot, so he made good use of his
limbs in trying to g-t beyond the reach
of bis pursuers. But run as he would,
some one seemed to keep puce with
him at every step, and 8o in despair he

bounded into the open schoolroom door,
threw his cap towards its nail, and took
his seav before schooltime. Ouace in,
he could not retreat, for the principal
st at her desk and her rules were
never to be broken. The boya all
entered—balf the school, perbaps—all
who were near, at least to watch the
lad who meant to keep the whole.
Several hands were immediately raised.
« Pleass, Poter McCarthey bas found &
big piece of muney,” said one. ‘Piease,
three of us found it av once, but he got
it first.” Y Please, and he won't share
it with us at all.” ¢ Yes, ma'am, and
he wont treat, nor nothing."

The teacher closed the register, placed
it in her drawer, and cnlled the lads to
the recitation seats,  Pcter came with
a flushed, excited face, while some of
the rest looked daggers at bim siyly.

smiled, I s.ppose it really belongs
to some one person, and that that per-
son, whoever it may prove to be, has
lost it, and frels sad wbcutit. I should
be sorry if it proved to belong to some
poor child who had been sent of an
errand for his mother.” Peter and
sexeral others wiped their eyes. “ We
might get & lot of cherries, and treat,”
said one. ¢ Yes, or peanuts, or
candies,” said another. * We might
try to find the owner,” said a third.
Just then the scheol-beil rang, * Which
would be the nearest right 1” aske.d the
teacher. * The last,” said Peter, as he
placed the money on the teacher's desk.
¢ Perhaps I sball not find an owner in
school,” she said : *“ in that case it will
huve to be decided hereafter.”
Just as the moment for opening the
school came, the bell at the detk waited,
the pupils folded their hands, one
hundred and twenty or thirty puirs of
them, while the tescher held up the
shining silver. No one in her room
claimed it. She opened the primary
department door.  The teacher sat on
the platform trying to comfort s little
girl of ssven years who was sobhing
violently.  All she could make ont of
ber broken words were tbess:  All—
rhe'd—got—Benny—sick—madicine "
« Well,” said Miss Whiteman, “did
yo1 wish to go for medicine now 1"
But the child on!y screamerd the louder,
“Can't! O dear! O daar!”
“ I've something to tell you,” said the
lady who entered. * All loock al me.
I wish that little girl who is crying to
look at what I hold up, und tell we if
she knows whose half-<d.llar thisis?”
The child gave a loud exclamation of
delight and rushed up to the lady to
snatch it from her band.
« Not yet,” she said gently ; “ come
with me.”
She led the sobbing, broken-hearted
little child to the desk in her room,
wiped her fevered brow, and asked if
the boys who found a halt-dollar lying
in the wtreet would keep this child's
little brother from the medicine she
was to take to him after school.
« No, indeed 1" they responded.
« Boys,” said she, * do you know thie
child ? she is a stranger to me.”
Many hands were raised.
«She is Mrs. Maloney’s girl, Bridget,”
said one.
« Her mother washes for & living,”
said another.
« Her futher's dead, and there's four
children besides her, younger,” said &
third.

« Will you treat with cherries and
peanuts, boyst” she asked. But only
one! respoase csme ; it was Peter

« Will ‘you please forgive us,” be
said, * for just thinking so selfish as it
wan, and give Bridget the money L

And so the little red face was lifted
and kissed and the money placed in the
chili’s hand ; and she fultered out
« Thank you, iady ; I'm sureit’s bound
to make Benny well agsin,” and passed
into her rocwu.

From every action of our lives thers
is a result. Nothing comes by chance.
The loss to little Bridget resulted in a
losson that can never bo furgotten by
those schoolboys. It will be remem-
bered also by many more in the im-
prewsion it has lefs upon the under-
standing.

*| McCarthey who spoke.

A LitTLr fellow, three years old,

who bad never eaten frosted cake, asked

“Do you think some one threw the

han't e e G P e
gh Christmnas in the Primary Class.
q:;% BY MRS, W, F. GRAFTS,
Fm | “Cunist came and bronght God-
lien |- like childhood to the earth.” Tt is
‘ast, || MR theicfore fitting that children should
ve u | | NI keep His birthday with great gludness.
||J Look ut the pagan Chinese; they are
‘ willing to sell their littlo children for
oved a small nnmber of postage stamps, that
have nlready done duty on letters. To
] get these facts into the child-soul is the
ite ] gladdest, the grandest thing a teacher
ron, can do at Chiistmas. Let this, then,
tion, | be the firet thing,
En-| ‘How shall the children keep His
ould . b“"thddy ! With as much as possible
con- | of the apirit of Christ in their hearts.
]ef: The coming of Christ to our earth was
ner, the grundest seif-saciifice ever made.
|othe Shall we then teach the childven to
I:an observe His birthday byself-indulgence
£ of and self gratificationd Wil thus do
and Him horcurt The grandest, truest
der- wuy te obgerve Christmas would be to
lrope hol? w vuiversal religious festival, when
pairs “"g hearts of men, women, and little
s clnlc‘iren would be turned to their
jenoe wiour in apocial gladness and grati-
roﬂ‘f1 tnde,  Each teacher in the Sunday-
[ his school can do something to bring this
roner !libout.. Even the smallest child may
hysi- “arn that the best way to keep Christ-
Bxity Mas is to help others.
- wes | 1. If there is to be a Christmastres,
mmm bring the gifts to 811§t

Ghregory lifted his hand in
ated way.

money away?” she asked, Every one

at the table for a giooe of * that cake
with plaater on it.




