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December, '1}

City editors

had responded
erously to an appeal for magazines
weeklies and dailies. Tl
both ends of the long div fl

vere sold at

Statior

ery contributed by popular stationers
1d

was  also s it the news stand

evening papers

Amateur new

with vim and success

contained
delightfully told
and the writer's autograph added to the
value

letter
information

Every
pleasing

SOme

I'he had been a limited time for
preparation, but the post office br t
over one nundred dollars, and v
pack itained an article fully equ
to the m given in exchange

I'he left-overs were of su 1l er
that they

were as useful in the

pillow  cases hosiery haundkerchief

candles, brushes and combs

range being covered

A few, however, not tl
usefuls were lace ar 1
necklnces, opera
luxuries, and these we
after the booths were A
auctioneer in countryman’s \
rier with bell announced the sale a few
minutes before it took pla

A Mothers' Corner
For Christmas Day
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A Prayer in the Midst of Mercies: By
George Hodges
Heav v Fathe '

We thar " y
with w vl ‘ gly «
us; for 'l A tecting
from harm safety 1

temptation

pointments into unexy
We thank 1T
health; for the
~M‘« for the sa
home But defend us f
oy
lay in |
p the fea
all agea |
Visit &
e lines
n bitterr
f pain or gr
Father, all the empty places, conseciated
by love and sorrow

Fill us with Christmas gratitude
FANEPA AN
To Mother at Christmas
By William J. Fischer

Mother! My sweet! I hear the
bells

sound of

And in mine heart a new-born joy swift
wakes

And lifts its little hands, and lo! God
takes

The thoughts so glad while earth’s loud

organ swell

My heart this night is full of waiting
prayers

My lips for thee with love are musica

And life is bright, reflecting lights that

Have come from thy pure eyes, weighed
down with cares

I hear chy voice eall through my heart'’s
wide door,
I see thy face, by swift ye
I feel thy hands steal into mine
hold
But love—the love that makes men rich
and poor

ars surcoled
They

The moonbeams light upon thy silvered
hair;
How quick the artist-years can change
a face!
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But thine is sweeter now, for tae en
brace
Of those

grey locks gives thee a saintlier

air

And whilst thou'rt here, my sweet, here
at my side,

I pray that God may not let cold snows
fall

Upon thy heart, but that warm springs
enthrall

Thy spirit with gold sunshines, glorified

And, th thy life, may that sweet

The peace all feel when Yule-tide
spreads its wings,
Ihe pence that soars above

earthly things

mean

And builds us heavens, near and sanc

tified.

And in the cheerful manger of thy heart
Let me e'er dwell—a child. O mother
sweet!
The shepherd-words will soothe the
burning heat
I'hat oft consumes me in the city’s mart

Christmasses

O let me be where ne'er
part!

O let me live where joy treads ever
free!

O let me rest where peace waits watch.
fully,

In the warm manger of thy Mother
heart!

| Found—The Spirit of Christmas

By Mrs, Honore Willsie

Every year brings to all of us the old
Christmas thrill; that hidden glow of the
spirit, that uplift, that yearning, that
gaiety,

For Christmas is not a custom. Like
Easter, it is an instinet. But while
Easter is our joy in immortality, Christ-
mas is the joy of life; of Inmg,}x.’ loving,
of laughing

How good just living is! How warm
the hearth flame! How deep the glow in
the eyes of a friend! How eoft tlic kiss




