PLEASANT HOURS.

The Christ Child's Birthday.
BY EMILY A. BRADDOCK.

No mauger holds the blessed Chlid,
As in the long ago.

In valn, to seek him, wiso men's feet
To Bethlehom would go.

Yet still to him, in his far home,
His childhood is 8o dear,

He comes, a chiid, to keep with us
His birthday every year.

When a bright star gleams In the Ea.
In the dim solitude o

His Mttle fect come down the hiils
And wander through the wood.

Oh ! glad are all the trees for him,
With joy thoy bend and lean,

Laurel and cedar, pina and fr,
Have kopt for him their green.

.
Some ittlo bird a welcome sings,
Winds pipe it, bigh o low,
Its volce s in the trembling dawn

And the hushed wastes of snow.

All in the star-wake's white, bright path,
Ho glides across the sca,

The waves, that know his olden step,
8iog In zlad symphony,

To every home of the wide earth
He comes, ho enters in;

No poorest hovel bars him out,
Nor even woe, nor sln.

e brings the little children gifts,
Thoy laugh and shout, in gles,

And know not that the Holy Child
They have for ccmpany.

Ho nestles closo to saddest hearts,
He wipes away each tear,

For the sweet Mother-Mary’s sako
He holds all mothers dear.

Oh ! blessed Christ <hild, come to us,
Bring us some gift, we pray—

Thy loving smile, thy tecder touch,
To bless our Ckristmas Day,

And wo—sball ge'd, frankincense, myrrh\|
Our birthday offering bo ?

Nay, love for love thou cravest most—
This will we give to thee

THEE DRUMMER-BOY’S LETTER.
BY COUSIN WILL.

Evening had como at langth, bringin,
to our wearled zoldlers & briet resl;;lt
from the tolls and dangers that had beer
crowded into the earller hours of the
day. The enemy, after flerco and re-
peated attacks upon the British position,
bad retired to some dfstance, awalting

before to re-

sume the fight,
. “1 guess we shall be left undisturbed
now for 2 few hours at least,” exclalmed

far away. Home, wite, children—should
he ever seo them agnln ?

Meanwhlle, Charlle had contrived to
get hold of a sheet of writing-paper, It
was a bit crumpled, but would aerve hia
purpbse.  Using his drum for A table,
the youngster began a lotter to his mother,
You and I would doubtiess have felt it
to bo & caso of * writing under difficul-
ties,” but Charlle was learning the happy
and very useful art of making the best
of things, Taking from his pocket tho
stump of & lead pencll, ho wrote & few
cheery scntences, telling his mother to
keeD up her splrits, “1 am quits well,”
he sald, “and though we were in a big
fight this morning, 1 was not wounded
at all.  But whatever bappons, mother,
I want you to feol sure that I hayo tried
to do my duty.”

Just then, howover, Charlie's lotter
met with a sudden The

trother in some distant home prompted
the act. Ho turned, and taking the rope,
sald, “Jump on,* and away went the
sleigh down tho street with the little
red tassel flylng In the alr, and & pair of
oyes dancing with delight, and ono little
doy at least made happy, and the young
man went on. Only one little act of
kindness, yet surely it was recorded in
heaven, It was only littlo anowfiakes
which went to compose tha whole, and
%0 will our record be in heaven. It will
be the many little acts of kindness, A
kind word or act costs little, yet they go
far in making others happy.
Stratford, Oat.

Christmas speaks loudly of God and of
his thought for us. Christ was God's
great love-lottor to the huumé Tace; &

THE PRISONER'S PET.

A French convict, under sontence for
Ufe, was a troublodome prisoner. At
times he was very violent, and in the
tutervals of his viclence he becamo so
sullen that the warders wero always oo
the lookout for troudls,

One day. so The Youth's Companion
tolls the story. they saw a change In the
man’s face, Its sullenness had dlsap-
pearsd, Tho prisoner lovked Almost
happy. ‘The ghoat of a smilo hovered
about his lips. His eyo now and agaln
turned Sownward, and it becams evident
that someinlng was hidden fn his bresst.

The warders ware uneasy. i{ad he
some weapon concoaled beneath hin
clothing with which he would seck to
surprise them and regaln his lberty ?
'"35{ must find out.

word of an
of Christmas

alarm was sounded, and avery one
promptly responded to it. Tho enemy
had been reinforced, and wero again ad-
vancing to storm tho British position
During severnl hours the battle raged
flercely, and numbers fell on both sides.
At one polnt of the struggle the colonel
gavo orders to sound the ndvance Be-
fore the bugler could do 50 & shot struck
him, and ho fell lifeless to the ground
Charlte happened to be standing close
by as this Incldent occurred.  Without
a moment’s hesitation ho selzed tho
bugle, and sprang forward with it in his
hand. The notes rolled cut loud and
clear, the men responding with hearty
Britlsh  cheerlog, Alas! tho brave

youngster had scarcely finished the call
when he, too, was struck by one of the

cnemy’s bullets. They carrled Eim

Sergeant Bell to ono-of his comrades,
“That drummer-boy yonder is a plucky
little fellow., The sharp tussle we had
with the Boers early this morning was
.the first time the little chap really
“smelt powder,” and the cool way he
‘marched along with us in the teeth of
their heavy firing was semething I shan’t
poon forget.” . -
“0Oh, you mean Charlfe,” replied his
comrade, pointing to a Jad who was just
then coming towards them. ¢ There's
no mistake about his being plucky. He's
a Band of Hope youngster, and the other
day'I heard some of our fellows chaffing
hm unmercifully on that account.
Cbarlle only laughed, and sald, ‘ Well, I
mean to bo true to my colours, as a good
soldler ought to be” That’s what I call
real grit, you know.”
. A few minutes later Sergeant Bell sat
down at the door of his tent, and began
reading a newspaper It was ot long,

yer, before his

an 38 to the rear, with
but failnt hope that anything could be
done to save him.

Caco agaln the attack was repulsed,
and as soon as ho could Sergeant Bell
hastened to inquire after poor Charlie.
To his great relief the surgecn spoke
very fayourably of the vase.  * The Mt-
tle chap will pull through all right,” he
sald, “but it was a parrow equeak. An
ioch or so higher, and It would have
beenall up with him ¢

Charlle recognlzed his friend, and
begged him to send off the letter which
he bad commenced a few hours before.
“ Pleago tell my mother,” he sald, “ that
1 couldn't finish it Lecause I'vd been hit,
but be sure and tell her also that the
doctor says I'll soon be well again.”

“Yes, my iad,” exclaimed the sergeant,
as his ayes filled with tears, “ and I shall
tell .her also Low nobly you did your
guty.® He kept his promise, and {n
the midst of her anguish the mother’s
heart was greatly comforted by knowing
that she had zo-brave and true a son.

LITTLE THINGS.
BY M3, 0. T. COOKE.

The beautiful snowflakes came tum-
bling and tossing down in their graceful,
fluttering way, each one seemingly bent
on baving as good a time as possible.
Up in the sweet, purs air, before coming
in contact with the muddy street, and
each little flake seemed to whisper to its
companions, *“ Hustle up, and give me
room. Don't you .3¢0 X am-~n import-
ant business*  Little Harold, comfort-
ably clad In red cap and mitiens, and
with the rope of his litt's sled held
tightly in one hand, looked. vith longitg
at tho white spow-covered walk. At
that moment a young student stepped
quickiy out of his boarding-house, hurry-
ing off to tha college, and with head
aching from an overcrowded braln. He.
wae & stranger, yet tho anxious look of
1ittle Harcld did not eacape him, and who

S @RITIG_ USDER PIFFCOLTIELY

¥nows pechaps the t{wug!n of = fittle

THE WISR MEN Y20K THE EAST

‘The

is that * God Is love.” In Christ, God's
Invisiblo lovo, his mercy, his forgivencss,
become vialbla, hus God mant-
fested In tho flesh. What & wondorful
revelation it 181 Learn this. To love
is to be like God. The great heart, ten-
der, pititul, patient, bemevolent, rejolc-
ing with those who rejoice, and weeplng
with thoso who weep, I8 the porfection
ot human character. Tho noblest man
ia God's eyes is tho man whoso love {r
Inrgest and deopest. Tho eloquence that
reaches up to the ear of God ls love
Manbood finds its divine fulness in the
grace of love,

The saloon must go, or tho boys must
go to the saloon.

The Wiso Men from the East.

Wko are theso that ride 5o fast o'er the
desert’s sandy road,

They have tracked the Red Sea shore,
and have svum the torrents broad,

Whose camels’ bells are tnkiing through
the long and starry night—

For they ride like men pursued, iike the
vanquished of a fight ?

Who are these that ride so fast ? They
aro eastern monarchs thres,

Who have lald aslde thelr crowns, and
renounced thelr high degree,

The eyes they love, the hearts they prize,
the well-known volces kind,

Thelr people’s tents, thelr native plains,
they've left them all behind.

The very heart of faith’s dim rays beamed
on them from afar,

And that same hour they rose from off
thelr thrones to track the star;

They cared not for the crucl scorn of
those who called them mad;

Messlah’s star was shining, and their
royal hearts were glad.

And they have knelt at Bethlehem! Ths
Everlasting Child .

They saw upon his mother’s Iap, earth’s

0] meek and mild;

His little feet, with Mary's leave, they
pressed with loving kiss,

Oh, what are thromes! Oh, what are
crowns, to such & joy as thig!

me! what broad daylight of faith

our thankless souls receive,

How much we know of Jesus, and how
easy to believe;

*Tis the noonday of his sunshine, of kis
sun that sotteth never;

Faith gives us cfowns, and makes us

kings, and our kingdom is for over.

Aan,

Ob, glory be to God on high, for these
Arablan kings—

Theso miracles of royal faith-with east-
ern offerings,

For Gaspar and for Melchior and Bal
thazar, who from far

Found Mary out s2¢ Jesus, by the shiniog
of a star. —~Fabar.

oy their opportunity, asd
two of them suddenly fell upon him from
bohind, each solslng an arm, ‘Then they
began to search him. Thoy found that
tor which they songht, but it was not
» kaifo nor other dangerous weapon. I
was nothlng more harmful than & fine
arge

When it was discoversd, tho distress
of tho prizoner was intenso. o broke
down uttorly, fell upon his knces, and in
an agony of fear and desperntion cried,
“Don't kil him! Heat mo it you liko.
chaln mo; but it I may not keop him, lot
my poor rat go fres."

The stern guards wore moved to pity
They kad never secn this man subdaed
before. _Every traco of flercencss wak
Instead of hurting tho rat they
Then the man roso and went to his work.
The light hat all gone from his face.
His pet was lost to him,

A fow dayg paised, and then, while the

convicts wero at work in tho yard mov-
ing wood, the prisoner Joso feit some-
whing tickle his cheek, Ha turned
quickly, and uttered a cry of joy. There,
on hig shoulder, was the only friend be
had in the world, his rat, which had
found him out and come creeping up to
his face.
With eagor hands he put it In hls
preast as before, and turning o the
head gaoler, sald z *Slr, it you will only
let me keep this rat, I solemnly promise
to submit to you in every way, and naver
to disobey youn again.”

The permission was given, and tho
man, with a giad smile, retyrncd to his
work. From that day the dreaded con-
vict was a now being. Ho becamo the
pest-conducted man in tho prison, and
his great utrength and energy were used
to help the governor.

The rat was seldom away from him, it
shared his meals and slept in bls bed,
and the man’s sparc tino was spent In
making little toys of bone which he sold
in order to buy daintles, such as sugar
and gingerbread, for his pet.

& BOY'S RELIGION

1t a boy is a luver of the Lord Jesus
Christ, though he cant iead a prayer-
mesting or be o church officer or a
preacher, he can be a godiy LOY, 1o A
‘boy's way and in a boy 8 place. He need
not ceasc 10 bo a boy because he 15 a
Christian. lie ought to funm, jump,
¢limb, and yelt like & real boy But in
't all bo ought to be free from vulgarily
and profaufty. Ho onght te eschew to-
bacco In every 1orm. and have a horror
of intoxicating drinks. Ho ought o be

gentle,

He ought to take the part of small doys
agsaingt larger onmes. lio ought to gz«
cour.zo Oghting. He ought to retuse W
be a party to mischief, o persecation, or
decelt, #1d, abovo all things, he ought,
now and then, to show his cotcurs. He
n2ed not always bo ipterrupung 8 game
to say ho is A Christlan, but ho ought
not to be ashamed to say that ho refuses
t¢ do something because he {cars tod
or is a Christian.  He ought to take no
part In the ridicule of sacred things, but
should meet the ridicule of others with a
bold statement that for the things of God
he fecls the decpest reverence.

Troubled soul, where'er ye be,
That this sacred morning see,
< Christ is come for thes, for theo.

Thino the song tho angels sing,

And no sceptred Eastern king

Hath such gifts as thou mayst bring.
—Salested.

“1 think it would be a good plan 1o
send Willle up into the coantry for a
month,” suggested Wilitoa lather * Hos
pever been on & furm, and it Foud be
rather & novel oxperience fur him "

No, you dont, Intervupted Willle
“I've heard all about the countsy, and
I'm not golog anywhers whero they have
[ machinea  It's bad encugh
when it's done by hand.”



