
MASSEY'S ILLUSTRATED.
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Christmas.

THERE is a certain oharmi about Christmnas tint
does flot attach to any other lioliday. It may lie
tint becatnse It is an intereeting holiday for te
littie folk, tint the ehildren take such happiness ini
it. The littie ones, after ai!, are the dearest treas-
ures we have on carth, ant in1 making thicm happy
there is a refleeted happinoss uipoit aurseives tint
carnies with iLjoy and gond will. LtLthem believe
in their burly, rosy, fur-clad idol, Sauta Clatis.
Let 1dm corne down the chuînineys of gooti boys' and
girls' houses with bis precious freigbt, and let themn
write letters to their Scaiidinavizin deity wit]î I.s
fleet reindeers. WVe know a mutiier who treasures
a ltLde scrap of papr-a missive writtcn in ait good
fait> to titis sine deity-far more titan te auto-
grapli letter of the most distinguished inan, for it
represents te perfect, simple trust af a chili!.
IlDear santactaws," it says; Ili wish that you would
hring me too books a new fuir cap too keep îny lied i
warmn A pouund of candie A flic peanuts good sauta-
elaws. " In our efforts to keep Christmas wclI, as
Tiny Tiîn saîd, niay IlGad bless us every one! "

hristmas Time.

I F81 et0 happy 1 cannot; koop stilli1
Just oino day more sud 'twiIl bc Cbristmnas Day,

And ail tho bouse le ful of secrets i>aw,
And cverybody w hispere what; the' sa>'.

Mhen I go ln the door, unie.s I knoek,
Or ratblo wir.b my hand upon the Iatch,

Mammnra bld, e eometbing underneath ber chair,
Ând au»;>' juu>ps up bomethiug es to sosie)>.

John% gat a bail for Ds, and yeeterday
Hie lot me bounice it on the playroomn floor,

And how we laugbod, when Becs came running Up
To aek about the racket at the door.

I've made a hoart.shapod pin bail for papa,
Ând auut.y's-book mark now, at last, je done;

She bas not seen it, and ehe cannai, guose
Wbat; I have for ber-O, 1; le such fus

Ta-night, when nurse went down ta get aur tca,
I watcbod the mîau ihtîng the lampe boiow,

Andi eaw thom twînkiing up the long, long stroot,
Like a procession of tare down in tbe Buow

When jingle, jingle straight up to our door
Came tbro' the dusk a horse, and wagon, too,

A man juimpod ont with bundies la bis arms,
Aud ta the stalrtep ail tho cbilclren ilew;

Tbon Joan>' took tienm ln, but oro we saw,
Ilamma ran up the stiîrs and drovo us back,

But Rab salit ho was sure ha OsW a eled
When, naughty boy, hoe peeped out thro' the crack!

To-morrow nigbt I shail not go to sioop,
Bat wateh the wlndow, Saiîta Claus ta ses,

I tbink ho e papa, but now ho lives
lu the epsre-roam, sud aunt>' bas te Ire>.

An'd ail the bundies Zona>' pute in thero-
To-marrow haw the bell wiii ring all day!

O dear! how I wish Clirîimas wonld corne,
And Sauta Clas, and nover go away.
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»<Rsop Improved ; or, Vanity Rewarded..
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Latdy: "lI thought I foid youi I wsntod cured pataÛoes for
dinnor."- Bridgect: 1 The bostior "'as bue>', mata, and l'm no
groomn.1

IlGacci morning, littie orphan," sid the corn to the cats.
"Wby do yae eau mie orpban 7' repiod the oats. IlBecauso

you have 1>0 fodder," cbuekied the corn. The ate wae
shockt.d.

Suddea Reminvsi.-Stranger (la Kansas): "Can you direct
me ta tho cainai> seat?" 31r. Dugout<esadly>: "lNo-a I can't,
etrang',r. There tvas a cyclone ho' e ist week, and I ain't
hoard ylt whsr the county sent weut to."
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