HAPPY DAYS.

ANNIE AND WILLIES PRAYER.
A CURISTIMAS STORY,

BY SOT'HIA P, 8NOW,

Twasthe ovo boforo Christmas; ** Good-night ™ had
been aaid,

And Annio and Willie had cropt into bed ;

Thora wore toars on thoir pillows, and tears in their
eyos,

4nd cach littlo bosom was heary writh sighs,

For to-night their atern father's command had becn
given

That thuy must retiro prociscly at soven

Inatead of eight : for they troublod hum more

With questions unheard of than over before.

Ho told them ho thought this delusion a sin,

No such a thing as ¢ Santa Claus " over had boon.

Eight, nine, and the olock on the steoplo tolled ten—

Not & word had boen spoken by either till then ;

When Willie's sad faco from the blanket did peep,

And whispered, * Dear Annie, is you fast aslcop?™

¢ Why, no, brother Willie, " a awaet voice replies,

¢“I'vo tried in vain, but I can't shut my oyes;

For somehow it makes mo so sorry because

Dear papa had said there is no ‘ Santa Claus ; ?

Now we know there is, and it can't be denled,

For ho came every year before mamma died ;

But then I've been thinking that sho used to pray,

And God would hear everything mamma would say,

Aud perhaps sho asked him to tand Santa Claus here

With tho sacks full of prosents ho brought every
year.” :

¢Well, why tan't we p'ay dest as mamma did then,

And ask him to send him with presents aden?

“I've boen thinking so, too,” and without & word
more

Four bare littlo feet bounded out on the floor,

And four little knees tho soft carpet pressed,

And two tiny hands were clasped closs to each
breast,

** Now, Willio, you know we must firmly believe

That the presents we ask for we're sure to receive,

You must wait just as still till I eay amen,

And by that you wil} know that your turn hes come
then,—

Dear Jesus, look down on my brother and mo,

And grant us the favour we’re asking of thee :

Bleas papa, dear Jesus, and cause him to see

That Santa Claus loves us as much.oven as he

Don't let him get fretful and avgry again

At dear brother Willio and Annie, amen ! "

Their prayers haing cuddod, thoy raised up thelr
hoads,

And with hearts light and cheerful again sought their
beds

They were soon lost in slumber—both peaceful and
deop,

And with fairios in dream-land were roaming in sleep

Eight, aino, and tho little French clock had struck
ten

Ero tho father had thought of his childreu again +

*1 was harsh with 1ay darlings,” ho mentally said,

** And should not have sent them a0 carly to bed ;

But of courso thoy’vo forgot their troubles cro thus,

But then I dented them tho thrivo asked fur ks,

But just to make auro I'll steal up to their doar,

For I novor spoke harsh to my darlings before.”

So saying ho softly ascended tho stairs,

And arriving at theirdoor heard both of their prayers,

His Annlo's * bleas papa * draws forth tho big tears,

And Willio's grave promiso falls sweet on tis cars

‘¢ Strango, atrango, I've forgotten,”said he, with a sigh.

** How I longed whon a child to have Christmas diaw
nigh, .

I'll atons for my harshness,” he inwardly mid,

‘“ By answerlng their prayers, cro I sloep in my bed.”

Then he turned to the stairs and softly went down,

Throw off velvet slippors and silk dressing-gown,

Ho first went o a wondorful * Santa Claus' storo

{He know it, for he'd passed it the day beforo).

And there ho found crowds on tho aame orrand ay he,

Making purchase of presents, with glad heart .nd fron,

Nor stopped he until he had bought overything

From a hox full of candy to a tiny gold ring.

Thoen homeward he turned with his holiday load,

And with Annt Mary’s aid into the nursery ‘twns
stowed,

Therowore balls,dogs and borses, books pleasing tosco,

And hirds of all colors were perchied in the treo :

Yhile Santa Claus, laughing, stood up in tho top,

As if getting ready for more presenta to drop,

And as the fond father the picture surveyed

Ho thought for his trouble he'd amply been paid ;

And ho aaid to himaelf as be brushed off a tear,

“I'm happier to-night than I.have been for a year

Horeaftor I'll mako it a rule, I beliovo,

To havo Sants Olaus visit us cach Christmas ovo

So thinking he gently extinguished the light,

And tripped downstairs to retiro for the night.

An soon 28 the beams of the bright morning sun

Put the darkness to fight and the stars one by one,

Four little blue oyes ont of aleep opened wide,

And at the same moment the presents espied,

Then out of their beds they sprang with a bound,

And the very gifts prayed for weroall of thém found ;

They laughed and they cried in their innocent glee,

And shouted for papa to comequick and sce

What presents old Santa Claus had brought in the
pight

(Just the things they had wanted) and left beforo
lighs.

¢ And now," said Annie, in a voice soft and low,
‘¢ You'll believe shero'sa Santa Claus, papa, I know;”
While dear little Willie climbed up on his knee,

Determined no secrot between them should be;

And told, in soft whispers, how Annie had eaid,
That their doar, blessed mamma, so long ago dead,
Used to kneel down and pray by the side of her chair,
And that God, up in heaven, had answered hor prayer!

Blind fathor ! who caused your stern heart to relent?
And the hasty wotd spcken 50 so0n to repent?

Twas the Being who bade you steal softly upstairs,
And mede you his agent to unswer their prayers.

A ¢37LD being asked what were the three
preat feasts of the Jews, promptly sad not
unnaturally ceplied :—* Breakfast, dinne.,

| and super,”
L.

» CHRISTMAS IS COMING.

A merny, merry Christmas to oll our
little people May the day be to each onon
day of right blessed cheer! and may it o
followed by many and many anvther even
more bright and blessed!

Chngtuns 18 tirst of all the children’s day,
because 1t 13 kept 1 memory of the buth of
one perfect child who came from heaven to
found a kingdom of Jluld-hearta.  Tue truo
cluld-heart is loving, faithful, and obedient,
and it is the gift of the Child-Kwg, the
gentlo Jesus, who reigus Lord of all i
heaven and in earth,

Any one who can receive a gift may enter
this kingdom ; and what time can be better
for ouo that is yet outside than this lovely
Chnistwas-time, when the very air secus
full of giving and receiving 2

Come, dear children, come now and give
yourselves heartily tothe blessed Lord who
gave himself so completely to you on the
first Christinas-day, and who has been giv-
ing, giving every day since: If you have
already ontered his kingdom, give yourself
to him now for fuller love and service, and
let this Christmas be the time we shall learn
how truly blessed it is to give. Remember
how Jesus when he was on ecarth took the
little ones in his arms and blessed them,
saying, “Suffer the little children to come
unto me, aud forbid them not, for of such is
the kingdom of heaven.”

NOT SO FAST.

“0, MamMa,” cried little Blanchs, 1
beard such a tale about Edith. I did not
think shecould be 8o very naughty. One—"

“My dear,” said her mother, * before you
tell iy, we will see 1f your story will pass
the threo sieves.”

“What does that mean, mamma ? "

“1 will explain it. In the first place, let
us ask about your story, s u true?”

I suppose so; I got it from Miss White,
and she is & great friend of Edith's.”

“And does she show her friendship by
telling tales of her? Iu the next pluce,
though you can prove it to be true, is &
kind 27

+1 did not mean to be unkind, but T am
afraid it was. I would not like Edith to
speak of me as I have of her.”

“ And s ¢ necessary 7”

“No, of course, mamma ; there was no
need of me to meation itat all.”

~ As we put flour in sieves to get the good
apart; from the bad, so let us ask, when we
are going to say something about others,
these questions: “Isit true?” “Isitkind?"

1 Is it necessary ?



