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CHRISTMAS EVE.

Gob bless the little stockings
All over tho land to-night,
Huug i the choloest corners,
In the glow of crimson light!
Tho tiny, scarlet stooking,
With hole In the hool and tos,
Worn by wonderfal journoys
The darllngs have had to go,

Aud hoaven pity the cbildren,
wuurever thelr homes mey be,
Who wake at the first gray dawning.

An emply sock to nes,

Left, in the faith of childnood,
Hanglng againat the wall,
Just where the dazzling glory
Of Santa's light will fall,
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* WHERE'S SUNDAY 1"

LirrLe folks can sometimes glve far better
answers to great problems than their elders,
It s promised tnat **a lttle child shall
lead them.”

"Dalsy {5 only three, but sometimes she
has deep thoughts, and asks questions it is
dificult to answer, The otherday she came
to me quite suddenly, ang eald, « Wherea

Sandsy 1"
I did not know what she means, and had

nothing to say. So the blue eyes grew
tronblad, and she pondered In silence. Just
then her brother, one yesr older, came into
the xoom, and she ran to him.

Tom, where's Sunday 1"

“Up in heaven with God,” replied he,
without & moments hesltaticn, “He only
lets us have it once a wask, you know.”

It was a good answer, sud perfeotly satis-
fied Dalsy.~Xouth's Companion.

WHAT IS CHRISTMAS?

Wio doesn't know what Christmas is
and why we observe the 25th of December,
cach year, with such joy? Why are the
windows of the stores so beautiful for many
weeks! Why do we ses happy people golng
abont the streets with big bundles carefully
wrapped! And papa, and mamma, and
brothers, snd alsters—why do they look so
wise and svy nothing? Even the Sunday-
tchools catch the spirit, and for wecks there
are gatheringa * to practise music,” the super-
{ntendent says; and committess talk about
programmes, and decorations, and many
other things  But what does it all mean?
Even the youngest reader answers very en-
thusiastically, « It's Christmas!” What is
Christmas? “The Saviour’s birthday,” you
answer,

Ah ) Ohristmas means Christ's * holy day
or feast "' ; and this is the time to rejolce and
think of the work of the dear Savicur, Bat

o | why do we make s0 many presents at this

time? “Beciuse wo want our friends to be
hsppy, and because we enjoy glving some-
thing to them.” But this is not our friends’
birthday—it {s Obrist's birthday ; and if we
aro glving presents, we ought to glve them
to him, ought we not * “ How oan we give
them to him?” a little one asks, Jecus
said, * Inasmuch as ye hews done it vnto
one of the least of theso my children, ye have
done it unto me.” We glve Jesus presents,
then, and make bim happy, when we glve to
those about us who can not have for them-
selves. In the older countxles they used al-
ways to gather all the people fogether, and
the rich baron or lord would farnish a feast
forall, Now those who have must give to
thovs who have not.

Iiow many boys and girls give to their
friends bacause they know that these frlends
will glve to them In return? Would it not
b3 more in acgord with the Savionr’s idees
to give to some one who can not refurn any-
thing to you? Here 13 the pleasure, here
the roward. If the Sanday-schools avery-
whero would try this plan, would it not
be much more blessed? Instesd of glving
prezents of candies, so commaon at Chrlstmas-
time, supposs each school uses that monsy
for the poor psople of the neighbourhood, or
for the misaslon-cause, or to help soms hard-
working, half-paid minister and his family—
do you not think thare would be more bless-
ing, more love, more happinass in that scheol
than ever boforet Would the members
not be celebrating the dear Lord’s birthday
In the proper way—by glving him some-
thing rather than by requlting him to pour
g;z;;f his blesslngs for othexs 2 Our Young
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GETITING READY FOR CHRISTMAS,

Tarx's & subtle alr of myatery sbout the
house to-day ;

There aro whisperings and hidings, but not
in merry play;

There's & sound of shutting boxes ; thare'’s a
nolss of scampering feet,

When the cohildren come with sober steps,
with faces grave and sweet.

There are breakings-up of savings-banko,
odd pennies from papa;

Thera aro earnest consultations with auaty
and mamms ;

There are calls for soraps of satin, skelns of
zaphyr, shreds of floss;

There are searchings in thick folles for
aatumn leaves and moss,

No diamonds ever shone a3 bright as mo-
ther's eyo3 to-night,

And no gifts with money purchased could
glve such rare delight !

Though the stitches be uneven and the
blanders not a few,

She only sees the perfeet work her darlings
try to do.
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FULL, YET ROOM ENOUGH.

« Mamua,” said six-year-old Fred, “I cm’t
love God and yon hath, =2 I il chivoss you,"

“ Wby, ny “ohilds what do you mean by
saylng that you cannot love both ”

“'Oauge that's what the Sunday-school
lesgon eays; it says that I must love God
with all my heart, and there isn't but one
¢‘all’to it; so if I love him with all, there
won't be ono bit left for youn,”

Mamuma laughed, and only asked Fred to
come with her, Going to the cellar, she
quietly asked him to help her fill a larga
pan with potatoes,

¢ Theze,” sald he, piling on the last big
fellow, “it's fall.”

¢ Full, yot thera's room,” anawered mother,
a3 sho next took & bag of beans and com-

menced to shake them Into the big. crevicas
between the potatoes, .She pourad -and.
shook until & quart or more had disappeared.

and the psn was specked with white.

¢ Nelther {s {t full yet” she eald; and
taking up & shovelful of sand she scattered
that over the pan, and it; oo, dlsappearad
and another after it,

“ Not fall yet,” she said again, as ahe took

s cup and began vouring water on the paun;

snd she poured nd poured uutil several
quertz wers gone.

“ Now, you see how & thing can be tnll
and yet hold mors—of something.elsa. So

your hear: may be full of ths love of God,

and plenty of room left for me and papa and

sister and play and boka"—Qur Chfldren:.




