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My Dear Nieces and Nephews : Entering on’the new year of 1893. thj^i^oat piayed coarse practical jokes upon

Onr sorrow for the loss of John G. Whittier, Uncle Tom. evervbodv and everything within his reach, so

"r;
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“ his m.nor oak8l .nd hia left hand^ that pme ^«a bei ^ tQ ^ DeCember whioh blinked merrily down upon the hurrying

SSPI?iïSs ^«sasss aspigST*us.ndîn the fulness of his fame, in a ripe old tions will be given in our next issue. ^X^^hn^fttoion, and festoons

S**5rtt?ï,SrÆM Arlh„'s Christmas Lett,,.

of laurel leaves sent by the Queen. During the Arthur seated himself upon the floor, m i L nQte led forth8 upon the night winds ; 
service the choir sang Crossing the Bar and corner of tbe ro0m farthest from his mother ; he P streamed from the windows and through 
' ^henSn!rLn0d«s teCThffi dÏh dAmong wrinkled his eye brows, puckered his mouth, ^ doora M they swung to and fro, while softly

beautiful ones. The greatest living Englishmen ^._ me”- he tod WMmth and glow had not

I «S.--Ü'î^îis«.wæs ■«»-
can be rendered by us all, the tribute to a pure, we uw on r renu Arthur Hill. th name_but its name seemed an empty title.
kindl7> from pictures He stretched out his little numb fingers, with The curtain was not drawn—what need of
TÎl “dLd.?LJw' W Har ^ Me many of a sigh of reUef ; for printing was hard work for that’ since the frost had worked so thick a 
of them, ^bj. “j ’ and nephews Artur’s chubby fist. Then he glanced furtively screen that not even a loving star could peep m
Iheir lines to you, _ my , nd?Sn0W over his shoulder, to make sure his mother was with a happy Christmas greeting. Mrs. Hill,
Who does not know_ Miaude» knQwa”hde ballad not looking—but no ; stitch, stitch, stitch her ^th an old shawl over her shoulders, sat close
B,°”?d \ . y, Th charire o7 the Light needle went through the heavy coat, and she did to the table, with a dim kerosene lamp beside
Briide ^nd ”§de on the geaTof WeÎM î ' not once look u£ So he folded the Ptecmus her.
SrTif you have not yet read ‘ Enoch Arden, * letter in a pamstakmg manner, and sealed it in I
« Locksley Hall, ' or ‘In Memoriam, ’ than the envelope addressed .
which, perhaps in the language is no better * Mr. Santy Claws, ts noT.nd again, but she dashed them away
interpretation of the real sorrow of a true and 8taffing it into his little pocket-regardless ^"“nte^ras preciou8 ; for if the coat
friend. . . I of opposition on the part of letter or pocket I J finished to-nicht and taken back—There is much to look forward to with pleasure wentP£ftiy 0ut of the room ; but his quiet move- outlook for to-morrow. And
during the coming wmter if you undertake to ment8 ended on the landing just outside, and he there wa y larder and coal-hod
read what either of these_ poets,have written, a tQre d„wn the sUirs and through the streets to h(£ to frantic effoits at faster working ;
winters reading which will wulen you the post office. d when the dock outside told the hour of
knowledge, give you grand swipe for thought, perhaps the thought that there were but two colder thrill through her frame,
and which will open for you fresh interests in day8 before Christmas and the consequent fear the cold, hid pulled off
the “ primrose path of literature. that the gentle reminder might not reach Santa A > , /• d WM footing ruefully at

Were Uncle Tom around the latter end of this c, j time, gave the deer-like fleetness to his one of his stockings, g y
month, and able to suggest to fathers and 8tnrdylittfo feet. . ' œ ^Cok^' he ^“'holding it up before his
mothers something about Christmas presents, I There was no one in the office, so he walked _ , comical expression on his little
rather think a copy of these books would grace boldly up and dropped the letter through the mother, with a comical e p
the little library of each of my young relatives. alot and watched it sliding down the inclined mottled tace stockings
You will think my letter sad I fear, beginning ,ane into the receiving box Then, with a fear O Arthur how y Saturday
with two who “have crossed the Bar, and of being detected he ran out of the office, and out . 1 menue
ending up with this being the last letter of this with his handa in his pockets scampered home night. , - and
year. Yes, the very last. Some, whose faces I Arthur’s letter lay among the others for a half ButM vawnin„ stocking toe to 
saw in thought as I wrote the first letters, are hour or so, and then a clerk began assorting them ££h«£“®edfiu J** agaigto the
missing, and some wee faces, who a year ago I ^or the mails.
took no interest, are peeping in. The yeM8 “ Here’s a good one !” and he laughed heartily
come and the years go, and we grow from baby- ag be beld up the crumpled envelope,
hood to be old men and women. The friends nMr Santa Claus !” and he laughed again, 
you have now in a few years will be changed, in company with two or three clerks who had
and each of you will fill a niche being made gathered around him.
ready for you somewhere. _ Just then the door opened and the postmaster

came in.
The clerk held up the letter,

Claus—address not given ! Are you acquainted 
with the gentleman’s residence ?”

Mr. Morris took the envelope and laughed 
also, as he glanced at it, and was about to throw 
it down, when a sudden vision of four little 
maids, with an un questioning faith in Santa 
Claus, rose before him.

“ Perhaps I can find the gentleman, he said, 
with a twinkle in his kind blue eyes ; and put­
ting the envelope into his pocket he walked

mincit <®em*s ^Department.

<2

She was blue with the cold, and her fingers 
stiff that the needle went laboriously through 

Her tired eyes filled withso

stocking.
“Do

tk“ No, I am afraid they won’t,” she said, half-

bitterly. „ , , , , ,
“ But I don’t want em to ! and he looked 

at his mother, who

a’pose the presents will comeyou

with a perplexed expression 
was afraid his presents wouldn't come through.

He examined the hole again, taking its dimen­
sions by thrusting three fingers through it and 
stretching them apart.

Yes, there was no doubt a good-sized toy could 
squeeze through that hole. ^

“ Can you mend it, mother ?”
“ O Arthur, don’t ask me to do anything ! ” 

she answered fretfully, and Arthur moved away 
a little ;_tor never in his life before had he heard 
his mother speak like that.

But the next instant she reached out hei* arm, 
and snatched him passionately to her heart.

“ Arthur, dear, mother is sorry that she 
spoke like that to you,” and she kissed the little 
cold face, while her tears—so near the surface- 
rained over her own face and his. “ 1 am tired, but 
that is no reason for my speaking crossly to you ;

11 The work of the world is done by few,
God asks that a part be done by you.

bid dear old ’92
* ' Mr. Santa

Each of us can say, as we 
adieu:—

“ I see not a step before me.
As I tread on another year ;
Hut the past is In God’s keeping. 
The future His mercy shall clear ; 
And what looks dark in the distance 
May brighten as I draw near.

So I go on, not knowing ;
T would ratherValk in’the dark with God

I woufd*rather waffi with Him by faith 
Than walk alone by sight. ”

Or in Whittier’s words:—
I know not where His islets lift 
Their funded palms in air.
I only know I cannot drift 
Beyond His love and care.

awav.********

It was Christmas Eve. There had been a 
heavy snow storm the day before, and it had 
cleared off very cold. The people were muffled 
in furs to their eyes—if they had the furs—and 
hurried along over the crisp snow, which sang
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