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Ohristmas on the “ Polly.”

Ir vas the good ahip * Polly,” and sho sailed
the wint1y eon,

For ships wust sal, though fierco the gale,
amtl a previous freight had sho;

aas the captan’s little daughter stood be-
sule her father's char,

And fHlumed the dingy cabin with tho sun-
shinue of ber hair,

With n yo-heave-ho, and a yo-heave-ho!
Ifur ships must sait
The' tierce the gale,

And lond the tempests blow,

The captuin’s fingers rested on tho pretty,
curly huead,

“Foomorrow will bo Chrnistinas-day,” the
tittle malden said ;

* o you supposoe that Savta Claus will find
us on tho sea,

And make Lelieve the stove-pipe fs a chimney
—just for me 2"

Loud langied the jovial captain, and * By
my faith,” he eried,

“If he shonld come we'll let him know he
has a friend fnside 1

And many w rugged sailor cast o loving plance
that uight

At the stove-pipe where a lonely little stock-
fng fluttered white.

With a yo-heave-ho, and a yo-heuve-oh !
For ships must sail
‘Tho’ fierce the gale,

Aud loud the tempests blow,

On the good ship *¢ Polly ” the Christinns sun
Jooked down,

And on a smiling little faco beneath a golden
crown,

No happier child ho saw that day, on sea or
on the land,

Than the captain’s littlo daughter with her
troasures in her hund.

For never wasa stocking so filled with ourious
thiags !

There were bracelets made of pretty shelis,
and rosy coral strings

An elephant carved deftly from a bit of ivory
tusk ;

A fan, an alligator’s tooth, and a little bag of
musk.

Not a tar aboard the ** Lally ™ but fult the
Christmas cheer,

For the captain's little daughter was to every
snilor dear,

‘They hoard a Christmas carol in the shrick-

ing, wintry gust,

For u.kiittle child had touched them by her
simple, loving trust.

With a yo-hicave-ho, and a yo-heave-ho !
For ships must gall
Tho’ fierco the gale,
Aad loud the tempests blow.
~ —&t. Nicholas.

The Story of & Hymn-Book.

CHAPTER XIV.
MEETING TO PART, PARTING TO MEFT.

. TaE soquel must be told as it was
collected in courss of timo from various
sources.

When poor Lizzio Cutler awoko, and by
and by sought her hymn-book, it was miss-
Ing. Little Bobscarched everywhere, but
foupd it not.  Lizzic ‘was distressed, Bob
was onraged.  Mrs, Cutler declared, with
the most awful asseverations, that she
knew nothing of it. Bug shrewd little
Bob had his suspicions, and said, ¢‘Never
wind, Liz, wo shall find it again; you may
.depend on it she's ‘ popped "it.”

{r. Duncan and bis friend Mack Hob-
- day, conting in to visit the dying gir], were
 inforined. of tho cause of her distress.
And when the hymn-book was discribed,
and Bob told how he had found it at
‘Toudon Bridge Station, Mark exclaimed,
“Why. it must bemine  yours, Duncan !”
And when Duncan looked a little puzzled,
Merk explained—

# Tho hymn-book that has been with ine
in slI"my wandorings—the ono you gave
. g years ago.”

Tazzie was consoled by the gift of
. another book, with nice large print, be-
" cause, as Bob.maid, ho eould spell large
+ letters s much bettor,

Bub others were now interested in the
rocovery of tho book.
vain, howover, wero pawnbrokers
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visited, and publlio-honses.  For, ala? as
Henry Duniean too well knew, there wero
publicans who wonld take the dnldren's
shoes, or o famuly Bible, in exchango for
drink.

Lizzie now began to fad tapully.  And
ona day, when her mother wan absent,
und uni\ hittle Bob was with her, she
eathed her last. Poor Bob, who was
domg his bost to read ta his xaster, did
not know sho was gone tll ho mssed the
short quick sound of her breathang, and,
looking at hor, saw that her vy es were fixed,

When her daughter was dead, n senso
of her wickedness ecnne over M. Cutler.
Remorze  and  prolonged  indulgzence in
diinh had a powerful effeet upon her.
She wonld not stay o do worc than
Juuh at Lizzav's dead body. Rusluige from
the spot, she tisnped from place to placo,
trying o escapr from the acusstions of
conseienco and  the terrors of a dis-
ordered brain,

At length she was found, mauy miles
from London, ragged and bonnetless, a
fronzied wanderer by the wild sca-shore.
She ended her days in thoe paupers’ lunatic
asylum.,

Little Bob found a friend in Honry
Duncan, and was by his kind interposition
received into an orphanage for destitute
children.

Before, huwever, littlo Bob Cutler dis-
appears from this lustory, let it be said
that it was a kint frow his sharp aud shrowd
mind that led to the dicovery of the lost
hymn-book, and the happy association of
ite several owners.

When overy search and  inquiry had
heen wade, Bob one day strua( out, the
bright iden of the second-hand book.stall.

Diligent search  was made in  various
directions. At last Mr. Duncan found his

way to the London-road book.stall, and
having @iven o disniption of the missing
volumg, and of the persun who most likoly
offered it for sale, the wouden-legged
vendor of literature romembered the
cirentustances, lmpressed upun his mind
by the fact of his having sold the book
almost as soon as he got 1t, while, as ho
gaid, “hymn-bouvks, and suvmons, and
that sort of thing, are generally very slow
sale.”

¢Nay,"” he said, ** What's more, T think
I can tell you who bought it.”  And from
the depths of a bulky and ditty pocket-
hook he produced a card -Gilbert Guest-
ling. The Hawthorns, Qakshale.

That aight’s post took a letter from Henry
Duncan to Onkshado, and Gilbert Guest.
ling knew how the hymmn-book had been
rescued from the deep, and something of
its interosting story since.

Tho singular circumstances led to the
formation of a friendship between Duncan
and Gilbert, AMark Hobday, too, was
invited to The Hawthorns, and it was
around the glowing fire in the very kitchen
where of old Mr. Richmond had preached,
and old Allen Nichols, the shepherd, had

ainfully Hutted, that the story of the
}:)'mn-book was recounted. The old
farmer and his wife were gone. Their sun
Clement noy held the farm, and his sister
Alice found a home with him, as she had
done with: her parents.

I had the satisfaction of again taking
part in a servico in the kitchen, thuugh a
neat chapel now adorned the village of
Oakshade. And Henry Duncan was the
preacher, and Mark Hobday added wonds
of prayer, and Gilbort Guestling led tho
singing from my own pages.

All that is past now.  Mark has again
crossed the Atlantic, and is settled in his
Western home.  Iis old parents’ have
been called away, and entered with humble
confidenco into rest. Little Bob Cutler
spent his last sutmer holiday at the faru.
He i3 a big, stout lad now, no trace of the
London gamin remaining upon him, and
next year he is to go to Mr. Holday
Philadelphia,

And Henry Duncin and his good wife—
for he is no longer alone have found
another ficld for their doyoted and self-
sacrificing labours.

Alice Wilmot T ean never speak of her
by her mariage name  has gone to join
her husband in the better country. Thirty
years of geparation have bren succesded
by a blissful union, wluch can s 20w neither
interruption nor end.  And nas I thivk of
those that are gone, and of thuse that aro
following after, I fell that no aong of mine
can be more suitable as 1 closo this

narmtive than that glorous cuttanst of
poetry and piety

S Como let us jon eat friends above

That bave ohtarrsd the puse,

Aud on the eaghe wings of love
‘To jova celoatial riso

Let ali the saints teveestrial sing
Wath thew to glory gones

For ull the wevants of our King,
In carth and hoaven, aro ono.

“ Ono fnmuly we dwell in him,

One Churceh, above, heneath,

Though now divided by the stream,
The uarrow atream of death ;

Ounc army of the living Ged,
T'o his command we how ;

Part of his host have crossed the flood,
And part are crussing now. "

COf whom the wchole fumidy in hearen
and earth is named.”—Ern. 3. 15.
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A CHRISTMAS MESSBENGER.

BY KATE L. BROWN,

It was ncaring Christas, and the Gray
children were busy as other little poople
aro apt to be at this glad timo.

Every moment out of school was mado
uscful.  Alan locked himself up in his den
and woko the echoes pounding and planing.
Madge and Cecil vanished into their own
room and shut the deor. If mamma
chanced to come in, they would jump and
scream, and cover thangs with their aprvns,

Bat little Marjorie could have no share
in these merry mysteries,

Two weeks befure, when coming homo
from Kindergarten, she had slipped on a
bit of ico and fallen.  The Iittle hand that
had been stictched out to save horwolf
received all the furco of the shach,

The doctor called it a sprim aud said, as
ho bound it up, “ Let all thes ingers rest
a long time, and not do any wurh.”

¢ Nothing for Christunas, Uncle Doctor?”
sobbed Marjuric with criuson chiveks.

 Nothiug for Chistmas, pet,” said
Unele Doctur firmly yet hindly. ¢ Al the
merry little men have had a Jund blow,
and if we donot let thom rest they nmy not
bo ablo to work again for many months.”

Poor, dear Marjoric ! In the Kindor

arton where so many thngs begun for the
wme peopleand her Sunday shvolteacher.
Was she to be the only one who was not to
be agiver this year 7 \fter the first fow
painful days Matjurte weat to Kindergar-
ten as usual.

She could do very litt! while there with
Mr. Right hand in a shng.  But she was
lmp‘)icr to go, and hstened more atten-
tively than ever.

“I'm so glad it wasn't my tongue.” she
told her mamma in comfidence, **fur then
I couldn’t sing or tell abont things.”

As Christmas drew near the weight upon
the little heart grew heavier and  heavier.
At Inst one afternoon mamma found her
curled up un the sitting renn sofa, crying
vory rel tears,

“Come sy lap, Laabthamn, and tell all
about it,”" said this dear mother.

So the brown curls were pillowed on
mamma’s shoulder, and the story was soun
given.

* Chrostins meaus guing,” subbed Mar-
jorie, *‘everyone says so.  Heavenly
Father gave us the baby Jesus, the wise
men gave presents, people give thing to
each other. 1'm left ont “eause 1 ean't give.
It won't be a truly Chnstinas.”

Mamma wiped away the tears,

“\Why, darling, you can give something,
even if the hands are nut strong ctivagh to
weare and sew. You aml give the swuectest
thing of all.”

<Ol mammadear, what 1”7

“You can gno your paticnce, fur onc
thing. That is a beanuful thag @ g0 om
Chnstmas day. The dear hoavenly Father
would bo glad to mee thuse patient,
guod little hands, than all the lrantiful
work they might do if they were welt and
strong.  The angels gave ticirsonga ° joy
awd the shephends thiir gladuess. Taewe
were Just as much gifts w the Litth Jnld
in the wanger as the gold and jeneds the
wiso men hrought.™

“Why can't { learn a carol and sing it
at breakfust, aud then yo to Ugncle
Doctor's and sing it thers, and Mfise
Faith's, too 7"

o n e - - — -

** That 1 8 lovely woa, Marjorie.  You
oan by a wweenger of oy na the angel
wore ”

So when Chostinas meanmz camo the
futnily wean madoe glald by the weat mum.
of the littde Chrstimw mewenger

Uncle Doctor's peoplo weru weill at the
table, when a little fiquro appeared in the
doorway.

Her arms were full of packages from the
fanily, and there alio atood with abming
oyon and tlusliod cheoka as the sweet notes
and swaotor wonds mng vut.

*You aro the best prosent we've hnad
yot,” said Uncle Doctor.

On the way howno war a glooiny looking
cottage whore Andrew Craig and his wife,
Janet, lived, **I wondor }‘l they've had
any Clristias,” thought Marjorio as she
pausod beforo the door.  'The «old couple
wera just eating their seanty snorning neal
whet' a swoot velco stole in upon thom.
Was it an angol in its whito cloak and hat
ringing so cheorily 1

* Qoo news to you:
‘To great aml smnll,
Good nowa to f’ou 1 bring?
(od senida toaday his nobileat Son,
To be your Lond and King.
Fling open wide your hearts, O mon,
Roceive Gud's Clirtmas gift again,”

Was it an angel? ¢ Go to the church
to-day, Janet,” mid Androw Crayg, **and
thank G for ua hoth,  We've almost for.
gotten hin * - And whilo tho wifo wasawsy,
the mvalid took down an old Book that
had dust on s cover, and with wot eyew
read agun the story of the first Christinas
Day.

A OHRISTMAS MISSION,

Suun a stonny Chinsunas worning as it
was! The anow lay 1n great drifta along
the village streets, and was still falling—
the white tlakes wlurling and flying until
they altsest blisded one. G\N{ help the
poor on such a day !

Margaret was very happy that Christmas
moermng, M apito of the storm without, for
everything witlun her home was 80 cosy
and beautiful and loving ; so many gifts
had leen showaied upon her that she
searcely knew whom to thank first.

“1 have too much,” sho snid ; *every-
Buody is too gumld te me,” and the blue syes
glistened with teams.

She was just going to breakfast whon
shu vierhenrd the servants talkimg of a poor
wotian, whe had been found the night
hufore, in a nuserable shanty, without food
or fire.  Immediately Margaret must know
where to find her. They told her as well
as they eonld. Before they know what she
was about. she bl a basketful of nourish
ing food and duinties packed, and in a fow
et nts was proparal te go vut in the
storm.

> Muss Marganet, it s not fit for you to
be g out i this storm,” said Ellen, the
covh . <*you will gt your death,”

1 yuess not. Ellen,” sid Margaret,
lavglanyg rsther sobierly. = If sane people
i cdaad this weatha wathont food and
firc. 1 certamly am in my comfortable
cotlung. *

* But you have not Lnd your wien break
fast.”

*Ine you think that T auld enjoy it
whale T kuew that sume vno Wis atarving *
Wiy, Ellen, every mouthful would chuhe
me.

She aoon found the poor creature she
waa scking, e whom shic seomed an angel
a8 she untored thye duat and wune to the
pallet upon wlueh sho Jey.  And so she
was an angol b uf Gaal's “nossengers ”
went to Jioer aind condint vno ol b “oary
clnldren.

Manearet aoon found a neghbour to
tunld a warm hire, and wwako things an com
furtalde ar possle ander the arcum
staniy, while abe Lol saw that the

wt woman ate a gl bakfast,

Shae then Jeft her, promisng to comeo
agam soun. She vondered sly it wasthat
the way homo sevnisd & shott and the air
so much wanner.  Was it not beeause she
had received i bt heart the Lloreing of
hun who sanl.  Tiawah an yo did it
unto ono of tho least of ticao my brethren,
yo did it unto wo 1" .

Will you not muake wime «no happy this
Christmas that you too suny recaive tho
blossing of the Christ child ?
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