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The Family.

THE FIRST CIIRISTMAS MORN,

€ AL M on the histening ear of nipht
Come heaven's metodlous straias,
Where wild Judea stretches fay
Uer sitveranantied plains,

O'er the blue depths of Galilee
There comes a holier calm,

And Sharon waves, In solemn pralse,
Hex silent groves of palm.

Celestial cholrs from courts above
Shed sacred glories there f

And angels wath their sparkling lyres
Male music in the als,

The answertng hills of Palestine
send back the glad rep'y, \

And greet from all their hoiy heights
The dayspring from on high,

“Gloty ta God 1 the sounding skies
Loud with their anthemy ting 3

** Paage to the earth, goodwwill to men,
From heavea's eternal Ring!"”

Light on thy hills, Jerusalem !
The Saviour now is born s
And biight, on Bethl¢hem's joyous plaing,
Breaks the first Christmas morn |
—&, H, Sears

MORE BLESSED TO GIVE.

Tiey were talking about Chnistmas.
Who has not heen talking about it for
a month past? The children were
telling each other what they hoped to
gel.  This boy was almost sure that his
father would buy him a velocipede.
And this girl wanted and expected a
new doll that could open and shut its
eyes; and so on. A good munister,
the pastor of their parents, came near,
but they were so engrossed in compar.
ing Christmas notes that they did not
see him, and he overheard what they
were saying. He thought 1t would be
a good time to give these lambs of his
flock a Bible lesson. So, after salut:qg
them kindly, he said : My dear chil-
dren, you ate all expecting a happ
Christmas, are younot 2" * Yes, sir.”
they rephed. “Well, you know that
the word blessed in the Dible means
happy. And when the Bible says that
anything is a blessing, it means that it
makes them happy who haveit, or who
doit. Now, the Apostle Paul tells us
that this was a saying of the Lord Jesus
himself * It is more blessed to give
than to recaive) He means, of course,
that to get nice things is pleasant, and
should and does make people happy.
But he declares that those who give the
things are happier than those who get
them. So, children, if you want to
have a rcal merry Christmas, happier
than any you have ever enjoyed, I ¢can
tell you how. You get something for
your parents, and for the poor boys
and girls 1n your neighbourhood, and
you .will find that what Christ says is

.

The' childred . listened respectfully,
yet- somewhat.sdly to the good pas-
tor's wofds: - ‘This was a aew view to
them of how to be happy. They did
not quite understand it, and yet it must
be true since it was in the Bible, At
length one sharp little fellow gathered
up his wits and sad. “Mr Jones,
oughtn’t we to love our parents better
than anybody else in the world2”

4 Certainly, my boy.”

# \ell, then, if we love them we
should try to make them as happy as
we can—happier than we are ourselves
—shouldn't we 2"

% Of course you should, That’s just
what I've been telling you. Get them
some pretty Chnstmas gift, or make
sometiang for them and see how glad
they will be”

' But,” persisted the little fellow, “1f
it is more blessed to give than to re.
caive, and we want them to be happier
on Chastmas than we are, 1sn't it the
right way to let them give us 1ots of
things? If we give to them they will
be blessed as the Bible says, but not
*more blessed.’” We want them to be
more blessed, and they can’t be unless
we let them do all the giving.”

The preacher was puzzled, I don’
know just how he answered the boy.
And 1 don't know just how to answer
a good many people who come to me,
or write to me, in the same spirit. They
are so generous in the matter of glving
that they want me to have the best o1
1t all the time, Lyery mai bnngs me
letters asking for a donation to some
church or hospital, or to some impecu-
nious individual; and they all quote
the words of the Lord Jesus, “It 1s
more blessed to give than to receive.”
None of the writers are selfish. Ob,
no, they ate wholly benevolent.  They
want to make me happy. Indecd,
they seem more anxious to promote my
felicity—utter strangers to me though
they are—than to help the needy inst
tution or themselves, I am tempted
sometimes to feel annoyed by the fre-
quency and the pentinacity of these
appucations. But of coursethat would
bewrong. I ought to be profoundly
grateful. They generously offer me
the best place—that of the more
blessed, and are willing, in order that 1
may have 1, to take the second place,
that of the receiver, who though bless
ed, 15 50 in an inferior degree. .

I cannot help thinking how taking
our Saviout's words to mean just what
they say, belicving them, and acting
out the belief would revolutionize some
of the popular usages of the day. A
rich man gathers alf the poor people of
s neighbouthood Into some public
hall and givesthem a Christmas dinnet.
While they are enjoying it somebody
makes & speech, and tells them how
grateful they ought to be to Mr, A. for

his liberality, Dut a Baupcr, who un:
derstands the Iible better than ihe
speaker rises In his place and says:
“Not so. The obligation is on the
other side.  Mr, A, ought to be geate.
ful to us. He has the best of it,  We
are blessed as receivers, but he is * more
blessed ' us the giver, It needs poor
folks like us to make a rich man like
him happy. Instead of our thanking
Mr. A, he ought to come and thank
us” Andthen Mr, A, to be consist.
cnt and scriptural, should come forward
and say: “That 1s right. You enjoy
your dinng¢r, but you cannot cujoy 1t
as I do. 1 am your debtor, and 1
thank you for the blossed privilege of
ministering to your wants."

If we could get this idea of the de.
claration of our Lord into the hands
and hearts of all the rich people—if we
could make them understand the supe.
rior hlessedness of giving, what would
our Board of Relief and other benevo:
lent institutions do?  Why, they would
be deluged with donations.  They
would have to advertise for benefici-
aries, They would have to send out
all their so'lciting agents as distribut-
ing agents. Instead of a midsummer
drouth, when we have to pump up
water, theze would be a spring freshet,
Allthe channels woutd be submerged
and money would flow freely whenever
it was needed. Just think of t—our
millionaires going to Pauper Alley and
Starvatton Lane, hat in one hand and
bag of gold in the other, and saying to
the hungry and half.clad, Won't you do
me the favour to take a hundred dol
lars and so make me happy? Strange
as that sounds, there may be something
likeat in the millenium—that glad time
when angels shall sing agan, " Peace
on earth, good will to men,” and when
the Lord Jesus, coming back in glory,
shall repeat the words, It is more
blessed to give than to receive,"—
Obadiah Oldichool, in Interior.

+*

TO-DAY.

O xiaiT of raghts | O night
Desired of man solon

The ancient heavens fled forth In light
To sing thee thy new song }

And shooting down the steep,
To shepherd folk of old,

An angel, white they watched thew sheep,
Set foot beside the fold,

It was so longago ;
But God ¢an make it now,
And as with that sweet overflow,
Gur empty hearis endow,
Take, Lord, these words outworn,
Oh, make them new for aye 3
Speak—1* Unto you a child is born,”
To-day—to-day—to-day {
m—fean Ingeloi.

CHRISTMAS IN FOREIGN
LANDS.

In Burgundy, carols are exceedingly

pular, Indeed, not more cherished
s the German's Christmas tree, with
its flittering ornaments, and the Christ-
child, or the Englishman’s red holly.
berries, mystic mistletoe,  blazing
hearth-fire and smoking plum-pndding,
than are the the ditties sung, all through
Advent, until Christmas Eve, by the
good folk of that province. Fireside
gossip mingles with the quaintly-word.
ed praises of *the little Jesus.,” Bag.
pipes drone in the village streets. The
strolling minstrel is always accounted a
welcome addition to the neighbourly
hearth.side gathcnings, and when Christ.
mas Eve is past, the piper makes the
round of the houses, whence he fails
not to issue with many a compliment,
as well as some small coin, by way of
teward for the playing of his uncouth
and shrill-sounding tunes.
Wine and chestnuts provide refresh.
ment up to Christmas Eve ; then, a big
supper is furnished forth to as many as
can assemble under onc roof. Burn-
ing brands support the huge suche or
yuledog, which is believed, by the
small fry of Butgundian humanity, to
fetch in its wake a delectable shower
of sugar-plums. ‘Therefors, are these
little people as quict as their super.
abundance of vitality will permit—for
they know that, if good, something
nice will be found to reward them, in
their slippers or wooden shoes, on the
MOIIow,
On the score of noisc and hilarity,
the grown-up folk atone for all defi-
ciencies of the youmysters. * Noell
Noel!"” echoes and re-echoes every-
where until the midnight mass is said,
to attend which the pious carry diminu-
tive, particoloured tapers, amidst the
jubilation of the chiming church-bells.
In Sweden, when, at their hrightest,
the aurora: boreales make scintillale
their crimson falchions, which rend the
golden sky-curtain to let one see the
purple fteets of cloudland pass in an
encganting procession before the silver
blink of the stars, then do the peasants
dance on the straw in honour of yule.
tide, and rustic damsels throw steaws
at the rooftimbers, to ascertain, by the
ntnber of straws sticking thereon, how
many groomsmen will stand beside
their brides at the altar during the
ensuing year. Songs and tales, brandy
and nut-brown ale, and a great yule-
cake, cheesecrownced, apple-wreathed,
and, set as the base for the three.
branched Christmas candlestick, areall
objects of importance at Swedish yule
tide festivities.
In a countey not far from where **the
two sputits of the globe, the magnatic
and the electric,” according to Miche.
let, do nmightly hold carnival in the
polar crele, the poor Ieelanders are
allowed, as a rare treat, 1o have bread
to cat with their Christmas mutton and

In Southern Japland, should the

houscholder neglect to provide an am
ple store of fuel for the scason's needs,
in popular belicf, the digusted
swains, or Christmas goblins, will so
befoul the wood-pile, that there shall
be no getting at its contents.
also, it is, that the girl who wishes,

{ulc-

There,

nuptially speaking, to leam her fate,
places a table in the centre of a vacant
chamber, and on it two glassesthe
oncof water, the other of brandy ; then
taking a broom, she must sweep the
room three times carefully, against the
sun; and if she is to cnter the marned
state, her future husband will appear
before she completes the third round,
and drink from the water glass, if a
sober man, oz from the brandy tumbler,
il he be a drunkard.  Again, if 2 Lap-
lander at Christmas, before retiting,
Rulls off his boots and flings them over
1 left shoulder, he shall know, from
the shoes pointing toward the doer,
whether a long journey or death will be
his portion during the new year; butif,
on the .other hand, the boot toes tumn
mmward, he can feel assured of another
twelve-month’s lease of his present
existence.—Decenber Table Tolk,

THE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT.

Just after the clection a woman re.
siding in Indianapolis was seported in
a daly paperassaying,inreferencetoher
favourite presidential candidate: Oh, 1
dohope that he s elected. For sixweeks
my husband and T have baen making
three prayers: first, that he might be
elected ; seccond, that my husband
might get well, and third, that I might
not get sick. And now, if all three of
our prayers are answered, we are goin
to statt in and pray for all the world.”
Probably, with some of this expanstve-
ness of heart, 4 good many of us are
ready just now, having had a good
Christmas-time, made satisfactory col-
lections, given and received some
pleasant tokens of affection, inter.
changed warm and friendly expressions
of good will with those around us,
smiled once more intd the face of the
world, to join in the good-natured and
self contented prayer, ** God bless us,
every one.” .

How much of our Christmas spirit is
of this nature—based on a sort of
phbysical contentment, and a genenal,
week-long satisfaction with our environ.
ments. We want the large, enduring,
hopeful, loving spirit to possess us
which shall lead us to be unselfish,
chgery and benevolent all the year.
The man who prayed, * God bless me
and my wife, my son John and his
wife, us four and no more,” no doubt
felt vary good and affectionate, but then
neither ge nor his prayer was very
large, nor rose to the true proportions
of the genuine Christmas spirif,:"in
which the welfare of “men” and the
“ earth ¥ 18 sought for. ’

THE WEEK OF PRAYER,

following so closely upon the Christmas
season, would seem to be well and
wisely placed, finding us with softened
and opencd hearts, realizing the world's
umversal need of the blessings of Chrst,
Whether at the best ime of the yearor
not may be-wisely questioned. There
are arguments on both sides. It
certainly a good way to begin the year.
Many a preciousrevival has commenced
with the services of this week. One
thing isrertain; theprogramme this year
is one commending itself to all nter-
ested in the week, above many of its
predecessors. ‘The prime object in the
first observance of the week, in 1856,
we believe, was to pray for the conver
sion of the heathen worid to Christ,
and the power of the Holy Ghost in
the work of missions. Gradually, in
order to make a programme that would
last through a week, every good object
under the sun, at home and abroad,
that was dear to Christian people, was
introduced, and foreign missions left
to Saturday evening, when a great many
churches hold no services.  Let us ba.
ware of the spirit of formality, not to
say iormalism,to which we are tempted,
by havingaprogrammespread out before
us, to pray our way through, topic by
topic, as we weed and hoe our gardens,
and feel that a good work has been
done when we dispose of them one by
one. Rather, let each of the world's
great wants, as suggested by these
topics, arouse our hearts in loving im-
ortunity to zeek upon cach the bless.
ing of the Almighly Sprit.—JZlerald
and Presbyler,

The Children's Corner,

THE CHILDREN'S CIIRISTMAS

CHILDREN play at Christroas,
Reund the cheerful bire 3

Children sing sweet carols,
“To their hearts’ desite ;

But the Christmas music
Has too short a tune,

Anl the joyous lavghter
Stops 100 s0on.

1.t g3 carry Christmas
With us lh:ou.gh the year,
Bring the joys of Chtittmas
Other hearts to cheer;
Tell by gentle actions,
And by looks of love,
Of the peage Christ brought us
From above

For He left s tiches
And IDLs palace bright,
To bring homa the children

Wandering In the night ,
And Ee tids s foliow
In Ulis footsteps blest,

milk porridge.

Giving others always
Of our bust,

VISITORS,

IN coaches mado of leather
They go Incrowds together,
They every one wear patty white,
Although they come In broad daylight
Not stop for wind or weather,

We cannot do without them
Althouph we sometimes doubt them,
And if you don't know what aze these
Just ast. the postman, {f you ploass,
For he hnows all about them,
b ML LM I Litth Men and Wonien,

CATHERINE'S DECISION,

“Wuy should I divide my candy
with -Helen? Why should 17” de-
manded Catherine ; “if they were put
in my own stocking they must be meant
for me 5 they are mine,”

Madeline was silent, assorting her
candics in two piles ; now getting along
smoothhv enough, then waiting to think
and to decide,

*Tell me, Madeline, why should 12"
again demanded Catherine ; #“1do not
wish to.”

“Then do not do it, sister,” replied
Madeline. " You know it must be a
free gift, or it is no love gift at all.”

“ But why should 1?" persisted Ca.
therine ; “if Helen were my sister, like
you, and had none, it would be differ-
ent ; but why should I now?"”

“Ask mamma about it,” replied
Madeline; “mammaknows about every-
thing.”

“But you know too, What made
you coax me lo do it 2”

"Beqause! thought you would hke

ity and it would please Helew, and that
1t would make you feel glad all day.”
.. "' Oh but, Madeline, why ought I to
IIII?“E’ it? I do not like 1t; why should
' Because this is the day for love-
gifts”

“What are love-gqts? You are a
funny Madeline,” ‘

" Something we giveYor love's sake,”
replied Madeline, afiet stopping a
minute to think,

o But surposel do not love Helen
so dreadfully much, then I cannot give
her these candies for love's sake ; now,
Madcline, do you think I can?”

" Yes,” replied Madeline, decid=dly,
at the same time viewing a pretty candy
she held in her hand with uncertain
eye.  Which pile should this candy be
laid with ; her own, or the one she was
selecting for Helen? She decided
that Helen might have it, as the Jast
very pretty one she had laid on her
onnh pile,

“What makes you say *yes?' Ido
not like ysu to say yes. "How can I
give it for love's sake if I do not love
H(‘:‘le[l; so dreadfully ;nuch i

0 you remember whose birthda
this is, Catherine ?” y

“Yes; mine, of course,”

“ But who else was barn on Christ.
mas Day ?*

“Jesus. But, Madeline, it is polite
1o answer people when they ask a ques-
tion.”

" Yes, T know, but if this is Jesus’
birthday we want to do something to
show we remember Him, We give
llgve gifts for fesus' sake on Christmas

%Y
I wish we did not give love-gifts on
this day,” said Catherine, progmptty;
" 1 wish so very much.”

* Oh, then we would not hang up our
stockings, or have any candy, or pres-
ents, or nice things at all to-day, for
every single thing we get to-day 15 a
love.gift.”

“ How queer.
like it, Madeline,”
* Ob, Catherine, that is because you
are not big, and do not think, Mamma
says that God gave us a great love-gift
—His only Son--and whenever the
day comes around everyhody gives
love-gifts for Jesus' sake, in memory of
‘h’i.‘{'{,f, grga‘; gift so long 2go.”

y did God gwe His own Son
Madeline 2" 8 ’
“You know mamma has told us, He
gave Jesus to come into this world and
teach us how to be good, and then to
die for us on the cross.”

“Why did He die on the cross,
Madeline 2

“ Mamma can tell you best about it,
but it was to save us and give us
heaven.”

“*And this is His birthday,” said
Cal'l'a;rinc. 1ad

“Yes, it is a glad day, everyhod
is glad 10-day.” § ¥ Yooty
,“And He is very far away,” con.
tinued Catherine, as though thinking
aloud; "and nobody can give Him
any presents.”

4 Oh, yes, they can; that is just it
think again.”

“#People can give lovegifts and
remember Him”

“Yes. 1 am sure you will like it
when you think more about it.”

“And Jesus loves us very much,
very much indeed.”

“ More than words can tell, Cather.
ine; and it is very pleasant to show
Him, on His birthday, that we are
thinking about Him and trying to do
kind things for His sake.”

¥Yes, it would be very pleasant.”

" Maybe you would {lke to tryit,”
suggested Madeline.

*“Then it does not make any differ-
ence about my loving Helen so dread-
fully much, Madeline; it makes no
difference at all.”

“You nced not do it just because I
told you ; it would not be a love-gift if
you were not willing and pleased.”

“ No,” replied Catherine; “mo, it
would not be 2 lovegift at all then;
but, if 1 should, I should, no matter if
1like it or not.”

I am not sure if 1

“What are you doing, Cathcrine?”

inquired mamma, “ that you should do
no maticr it you like it or noy 2

T am just going to fix Jesus' love.
gitt for Helen, I do not Jove her so
dreadfully much, cither, but if I should,
I should, and I like i"~Christian a?
Work.

[ ———————

= Qur Story,

AT CHRISTMAS TIME

Lox Marcus was in a bad mood,
Usually he was the liveliest and most
wide-awake of all the Kastside miners ;
but this night his heavy eyebrows nearly
met with the frown on his face, and
first one and then another inquired
what was “up” with Lon, It wasmid.
way between Thanksgiving and Christ-
nas, and ever since ‘Thanksgiving Day,
Lon had been growing sober, and, as
onc of the men expressed it, “ ruther
touchy.”  And when the men, on the
night atluded to, ’gathcred about the
long, rude table of the Jodging-house
for the customary game of cards, Lon
Marcus put on his greatcoat without a
word to any ong, and went out.

“ Now, where do you suppose he's
going?* asked Ben Hanscom, a great
muscular fellow, six feet in height, but
with a fine eye and by no means a for-
bidding countenance ; although his
long beard gave him cather a rough ap-
pe:‘zr:lt;c’e. )

* Ile’s going out to mope and sulk
| reckon,’F sai%l it Bixbyl': a thought:
less fellow, who cared more for drink

"o el

cll, I'm done with him.” ex-

cla_imcd rotlicking S Wilkinsh-"?"wh?)fs

goin' to plag, and who fant? ‘For m

E:m. I believe Lon's homesick, but
ales to own himself a baby,”

“l gucss.hc’d ‘baby’ you once he
heard you air opinions of that kind,”
reiorted Ben Hanscom, his fine eycs
taking on a new expression not alto-
gether pleasant to contemplate,

“Well, don't get mad, old boy. 1
don't think we need arow in the family
to enliven things” said Bill Bixby.
* Hullol " he added, ** here comes Tom
Frothingham and Nick Holland, 1 say,
Holland, take a hand, you and Tom.”

“ We met Marcus on the way home,”
said Tom Frothingham, as he and his
companion seated themselves at the
table. *“Not so very inviting a night
to be out, I should think ; it blows big
guns, and what with the loncsomencss
and the racket of the wind, a man must
want exercise pretty bad to walk out to-
night.”

' Something’s come over Lon,” re-
plied Ben Hanscom ; #all at once he's
flumped, and from being one of the
jolliest, he's one of the glummest of the
crowd,”

“ Little homesick,
gcf‘lejd Nickh}{ollland.

ust what I proposed,” said Bill
Bixby," but Hanscom shut me up with
a bang.”

“ Well, suppose he is1” said Nick

Holland again. Nick was a young
fellow of about eighteen, with fair,
cutly hair, a clear, white skin, and red,
boyish cheeks.  *Suppose he 15,” he
repeated, “'sabout the worst tinie in
the world for a fellow reared outside of
heathendom to think of home, if he
ever had one, We're none of us very
old,” he added ; “and if the truth were
known, we nearly all ran away from
home, 1n the first place, because we
didu’t want to mind anyone, but we're
bound to cut all restraint. I've more'n
half a mind to bolt myself” he con-
cluded, with passionate emphasis,
* Real neatlittle speech for a young.
ster of your age; quite well worded,
too,” said Tom Frothingham, with a
palromzmg smile,

“1don't know as I objected to the
homesick idea so much,” said Den
Hanscom, his face unconsciously tak.
ing on a longing expression, “ but what
I did flare up 1t was hinting there was
anything of the baby in Lon Marcus.”
“ No offence meant, old man," said
Bixby, impatiently fingering the cards
and shufiling and cutting them with
great deftness and skill, Come,
come 1™ he added, tapping the table
with the edge of the pack, “who's
ready for the game 2"

At this they all 3ave attention , the
cards were quickly dealt, and the game
went on. It was about half an hour
later that the door opened, and Lan
Marcus stood before them, a new ex
citement in his eyes. At sight of lus
flushed face and nervous manner, in.
quiring looks were raised to his face,
but the men were mute, waiting to hear
his story, if, indeed, in that dull region
there could be a storyto tell.

* Say, comrades, what do you think 2"
he began in a suppressed voice. “1
belicve you profess to be something of
an M.D., don't you?"” he inquired,
turning to Tom Frothingham,

41 studicd medicine a year or two,”
answered Frothingham,

*“Well, you will have a chance to
test what skilt you may have in a few
minutes,” Lon went on.  * It'sa tough
case, but there’s a poor old fellow who
is probably dying dowa by the central
shatt. Hc was to go on with a com.
pany of mcn who intead to form a
settlement at the old Henchman Gulch,
They are going to try to work the old
lead, and this appears 10 be a man who
joined them after the original pany
started. He's older than any of the
vest of them, and far older than any of
us ; about sixty, I should say. The
others must push on to the end of
their journey, but this poor fellow can't

perhaps,” sug-

go another step. I told them that they

and cards than for anything else in the |h

could leave him here, where there was
a sct of young men decently settled,
and we'd ‘do what we could for him,
Fhey'll have him here on a litter dic
rectly. We couldn't let him die out in
the cold, you know.”

His cyes appealed to the lercules
of the family as he spoke, stalwart Ben
I!:}nscom.' who answered promptly,

‘No, sir] I guessnotl Not'if we
know ourselves |

" Now, how best to make ready for
our poor guest, that is the question,”
said L.on, looking around,

“There's the feather bed you all
laughed at my bundling upand bringing
along ; you can put the poor fellow on
that and welcome,” said Nick Holland,

" I’kno.w how to make first-rate
gruel,” said Bill Bixby, pocketing the
catds and willing, for “once, to tolerate
an unfinished game,

" And L'l watch to-night ; I'ma game
::tlchﬁr; qtmtc a respectable “pecies of

when it comes to watching,” put §
Si Wilkins, hiog," put in

“There isn't, in reality, a single
hc.:uhen amongst us, put us to our test,”
said Lon Marcus, “and I kncw there
wasnt, T knew Icould count on every
one of you fellows to do what you
could for a poor dying man, It's har, A
he continued, *that there’s never a
woman around to remind him of the
n}other he' must have had once, and the
piace won't seem over homelike ;
we'll do the best we c:m.'?me hke; but

At the end of an hour, a poor, worn-
out man was being as comfortably cared
for as he could be in the old lodging.

ouse, where, as Lon Marcus had truly
said, was never a woman to minjster
with deft and tender touch to his fast
lessening necessities. The party with

¥ | whom he had journeyed were only too

glad that warmth and
found by the way,

For a day or two the man was too
exhausted to speak more than a word
or two at a time; then there was a
partial rally. Tom Frothingham, who
had some doctor’s skill, and was also
possessed of keen Yerccplions and a
quick eye, knew almost at the first
glance that the sick man’s hours were
numbered.  But everything that could
be done was done. Had anyone sup-
posed the inmates of the Eastside lodg.
ing house merely rough, heartless men
before this sufferer was dropped among
them, no such impression would haye
lingered after seeing him cared for as
he was. The men went and came on
tiptoe. Not a quick word was spoken,
Each was willing, helpful, subdued.
Convcrsat‘:on was held in low, friendly
tones, The reality of some oncoting
event of solemn import was duly recog.
nized and respected.  Oncewhen Lon
Marcus ventured a kindly inquiry as to
whether he should write to anyone, or
send for friends, the answer was re.
turned with desperate sadness :

. "I belong to no one, and no one
living belongs to me. I'm just going
alone; that's all. Lay me anywhere
when I go; there'sno one to question
or care about the spot.”

It was a week since he had been
brought to them, and a week before
Chnsu}ms that a night came when the
invahd's restlessness seemed prophctic,

“T want you all,” he cried, his cyes
!argc and bright and his face flushed.
‘1 want you allt I want some one ty
tell me the things they used to tell me
years ago, way back when I was a boy,
You'te all young yet, and can remem.
ber about them,”

 Tom Frothingham tried to quiet
him ; bu.t it was no use., Whatcver
was on his mind was forcing itsclf out
with resistless force, and finally Tom
wen:t to the inner room to summon the
rest,

“Come on, mates,” he said, *“our
poor old charge is going fast, and
there's something on his mind he either
wants us to help tell him, or else he
wants to tell us,”

They stood 10 hushed silence about
the little cot,  Seeing them all there,
he began in a feeble, anxious voice :

“You've been mughty kind, oh,
mighty kind, to a poor old body hke
me. 1 know well enough it 2in’t been
pleasant to have an old man drop
down among you just to die; but I
want one thing more. I want some
one to tell me about those things I
used to heat very long ago, before I ran
away from everything good and reli-
gious. I mean things about God and
heaven and Christ, Oh, yes,” he added,
longingly, “that'a it; tell me all about
Christ. You sce I want Him now,
Tell me¢ me right off, some one, how
does Hesave folks? You mustknow 1

His hungry eyes swept over the faces
of the six men, all in their early prime,
and one, that of Nick Holland, the
face of a mere boy.

* You have to believe in Him,” said
Nuck, softly, his boyish face flushing as
he spoke,

“Y¥es, yes ;
to believe?”
. The restless eyes, no less than the
importunate voice, demanded immedi.
ate reply.

':,Why. you have to give yourself
up,” said Lon Marcus, his sensitive

shelter had been

but how do you begin

face show’ing clear in the Aickerin
light of the candles. ”...m,‘,;

“Yes, yes| But I've been a hard
case. lran awa{ from my parents be.
cause they would teach me Christ,
Then I ran away from churches and
decent society, because I wanted noth.
ing of Christ ; and I came to places like
this scttlement, to hear less of Christ,
and now I know, when it's t00 late,
mates, that there's nothing not no oac

but just Christ can esse the pain of m
soul, and I tell you il’s awr:'tll l)g:
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