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DOWNRIGHT HONESTY.

 What this ago wants is a revival of
downright honosty,” says Moody. It is
the adjectivo that makes this statement
romarkable. It intimates, we think, that
though wmost people would consider them-
gelves honest in the main, there aro times
and circumstances when deviations from
the straight course and the candid state.
ment of the matter might be tolerated.

Thore is in the minds of many people,
though there ought not to bo, a difference
between honesty and * downright ” bon-
easty. A man who would not take an-
other's silver dollar might deceive “a lit-
tle " for tho sake of eelling a bill of goods.
A person who would not confcss to a de-
liberato lie might deceive in being *not
at home  or ¢* 8o glad tosao you!” as a
matter of social convenience.

The difference between honesty and
 downright *’ honesty is not visible; the
tender conscienco recognizes no difference.
Men in bosiness, in society, in sports, in
religions work, can find no degrees of
honesty. becauso God provides for no such
thing.—Young Men’s Era.

THE RELIGIOUS NEWSPAPER.

For illustration of the cconomy sand
value of the weekly church paper, take
the 52 numbers of the year and estimate
tho amount of reading. It will be found
to equal that contained in eight volumes
of 300 pages each, exclusive of advertise-
ments. All this for all the members of
the family weekly, for threcor four cents.
Surely you must be very poor indeed, or
this information oa religious and literary
things must be of very littlo interest and
profit to you, if you cannot afford to pay
for it three or four cents a week. Surely
it is not very much of & compliment to
the tastes, and literary and religious wants
of a man’s family, for him to say he can-
not afford four cents a week to put them
in possession of such literature. There
probably are families in such extreme
poverty that thoy cannot, without actual
suffering, spond threo or four cents a week
for food for the mind. Buat we ere not
much afraid to make a good round guess
that nine-tenths of the families who aro
depriving themselves of a weekly religions
newspaper spend from five to twenty-five
dollara a year for things not half so nec-
escary o their happincss ag a weekly re-
ligious nowspaper. They may not think
so. Bata carcfaland candid investiga-
tion of the matter would probably con-
viaco them of the trath of our supposition.
Four cents & week wounld make very little
difference in tho setting of your table, my
newz-hungry brother. Fourcentsa week
would make very little difference in the

wardrobe of your family. You must
dress very cconomically indeed, if, for the
sako of bringing moro than 7,500 ordinary
book pages of good literary and religious
reading matter into your family daring
tho year, you could not, without bad re-
sults, cut down tho exponsesof tho family
wardrobe four centsa week. Now once
moro, just lot ug whisper in your ear (too
low for eoven your family to hear) and
agsk you it you have not some personal
expenses which you could diminish at the
rato of threg or four conts a week, with-
out curtailing the comforts of your fawily
any, 30 that you could givo them the ad-
vantago of a good roligious nowspaper §

THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

®ur Poung Folks.

LITTLE THINGS.

1t was only a little thing for Nell
To brighten the kitchen fite,
To spread the cloth, to draw the tea,
As her mother might desite—
A little thing ; but her mother smiled,
And banished 1l her care,
And a day that was sad
Closed bright and glad,
With a song of praise and prayer.

‘T'was only a little thing to do
For a sturdy lad like Ned
To groom the horse, to milk the cow,
And bring the wood from the shgd;
But his father was glad to find at night
The chores were all well done.
¢ I am thankful,” said he,
** As 1 zan be,
For the gift of sucha son.”

Only small things, but they brighten life,
Ot shadow it with care, .
But iittle things, yet they mold 2 life
For joy or sad despair ; .
But little things, yet life’s best prize,
The reward which labor brings,
Comes to him who uses,
Arnd not abuses.
The power of little thiogs. i
—Myrs. Mary Fenton, in Restitution.

A CHRISTMAS STORY OF TWO
MADGES.

« I say, Madge, thero's a jolly little
ir-tree over hore—just the thing for your
Christmes tree,” said Tom Grauby, a lad
of ten, as, boy-like, ke scrambled upa
baok and looked over 2 hedge into a
plantation of fir, spruce and the like.

Then he lifted up his five-year-old
gister to tako a peep—Harry, his younger
brotber, mounting up after.

« There it ie,” said be, pointing it
out; **just tho thing; and wo might have
it, porhaps, for the asking. 'Twould
save money to have ono given us,
ch, Harry? 'Iwould make the fruit
finer. I'd ask Mr. Crosby if he wasn't
such a crosg-patch.”

“It's a beauty!” said fivc-year-old
Madge adwiringly, and then

« T gay, hero ho comes,” spoke Tom,
under his breath. “Rur snd ask him,
Madge, if he will pleasogive it you; he'd
not say ‘No’ to sucha teeny-weeny as
yon,” said be, setting the mite down on
her feet, and putting her forward.

And.she, with tho innocent boldness
of a child who bad scldom been denied
any babyish request, tripped off to mcet
tho gentleman coming up the country lane
in the sunsbine. He wasa tsll, stern,
uohsppy-looking, middle-aged man, with
8 stick.

' Ploase, sir, will you dive me a Chis-
mas-tree for my morry Chismas? Tom
says there's one over there, just the fing,” -
lisped wee Madge, stopping before him
anad looking up into his face.

# Ah; and whot may your neme bo
be, little lady 1" asked Mr. Crosby, peer-
ing dogm at her.

“ Madge. Tom callsmo Teeny-weeny,
ob, 50 often? but, of coarse, that isn't wy
name,” was thoanswer, giving her beada
littlo jerk, which sct all her pretty brown
curls dancing.

Madgo ! Ho had a sistor Madgo onco
upon a £me, long ago, who used to call
him Bob, and followed him about overy-
where, liko this little ono did thoso broth.
crs of hers spyiog at her up tho lane—he
snd Harry. Now, Harry was sleeping, &
bravo young soldier, in a foreign grave ;
and Mago was——. Mr. Crosby came
back from his faded dream, snd asked of
tho child, scanning him silently, with
protty brown cyes, ¢ Avd soBob thinks
hocsn scoa troo jost tho thing in the
plantation?”

«“ Oh! not Bob; I said Tom—that's
my big brother, and Ilarry is the other,”
answered Madge, glancing away up tho
lane at the two lads slyly laughing down
at her.

« Tom und Harry—it sounds very like
Bob and Harry,” said Mr. Crosby, half to
himsolf. ‘To his wee companion be said
—4Well, now, supposeyou were to come
to-morrow morning at any time, and sce
my gardner about it? Choose any tree you
like, and he will plant it for you just ready.
What do you say, little Madge?” And the
name sounded like music on hie lips, be-
causo of that other little Madge of long
ago.
% Oh, thank you, sir! it will be just
nico.”

She gave a pleased littlo jig, and trip-
ped away to tho two waiting for her.

Mr. Crosby, with a sort of mistiness
in his eyes, turned in at a side gate into
the plantation. The prattle of a child,
very like the chime of silver bells, fell on
his car as ho walked and mused, and out
of it rang the words, soft and clear—

“ Xe wacz't a bit cross.”

He knit his brows, but it did him no
good toknow thatthe children didnot think
him what the village people said he was
—cross by name and nature too. Then
he wandered back to his lonely house, a
wee shadow AMadge, as it secmed to him,
trotting by his side all the way.

% Go, little lady, you've come for your

ree," said ho tho next morning, crossing
the lawn, as Madge and ber brothers, led
a round-abont way from the plantation
by the gardener, apppeared at the front
of Crosby Hall, as Mr. Crosby's placo was
called. Tho gardener carried & mite of a
fir-tree, planted in a by no means large
tubfal of carth. *What made you
choose that bit of a thing¥" asked Mr.
Crosby, pointing at it with his stick.

Madge flushed, as over a fault.

“Well, you sece, sir,”’ said Tom,
answering for her, * She's only a tecny-
weeny, 50 she ought to have a teeny-
weeny tree,” with a mischievons glance
at Madge; “and besides ”—here he
stopped.

4 Yeg, my boy, and besides? Finish;
I don't like half-speeches.”

#*Well, we havon't got money cnough
to buy things for a very lacge treo.”

“Tom's only got sixpence, and I three
penco,” blarted out Harry, befors Tom
could screw his face into a frown and stop
him.

**Tisn't much, but I think we can do
it pretty grandly with such a jolly tres
for nothing,” obsarved Tom then, as next
best to stopping him.

« And I shall have my Chismas tree

and my merry Chismss in two moro
deye. When will you have your Chis-

mas treo and merry Chismas1” repeating
tho magic words as if sho loved to speak
them, said Madge, glancing ap st Mr.
C rosby, who stood toying with her browa
curls.

©J shall have no merry Christmas,
much less & Christmas trae,” was tho
slmost stern Teply.

“Qht” Madgo looked first at her
brothers and then at her treo admiringly.
“ Como and havo part of mine,” spoko the
mite, flaghing up her baby glances coax-
ingly at him, *“He may, mayn't hol”’
said she, with = look at Tom.

“You shouldn’t say ¢he; you should
say ‘Afr. Crosby,' " corrected Tom.

“Yes, mir, como; 'twill bo & babyish
affair; still, mother says Christwas isa
timo of givoand take, you know, beeauso
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of the first Christnas ;" and Tom gave a
confidential nod. ¢ Well, you're giving
us the tree, and wo'd like you to come and
share our fun ;" and Tom drew himself up
ag if he'd made a finc speech.

“But who are you? I don't even
know whero you live.”

¢ Father's a solicitor in Hilton, only
wo live oat here because rent is cheaper.
You see, wo aren’t rich in anything but,
but——"

¢ Children 1” suggested Mr. Crosby.

“ Yes, wo've got six younger than me
—I'm tho soventh ; but father says the
more the merrier, because of the love.”

** Love makes Chismas,” piped Madge.
« Have you got any at your home?”

“ No”—a very blank, ¢*“No,” to such
a question,

“Then, come to my homs ; wehave,
oh! so much there for everybody.”

“Thanks, dear; we shall see ;" 80 he
dismissed the happy young thinga.

“\We have, oh! s0 muach there for
everybody,” seemed to riag through the
lonely house in childish tones, as Mr.
Crosby paced his dining-room to and fro,
where his sister Madge's step and voice
had not made music since she offended
him and went ont to the home of another.
Now, that other was dead, and only the
homo left to her and some children.

1t A little boy to see you, sir,” said a
servant, peoping in upon him.

“Ah! show him in”

“ Mamma sent you this, sir.” This
was a note, which Tom put into his hand
with a bow.

“Ah! yes; anote asking me to the
Christmas tree party,” said he, after
reading it.

“Thank you; I will come;" soho ne-
cepted his invitation.

What a dream of peace—or, rather, of
longing for peace—was that parly to him,
Iaughing with the children over the
crackers, wondering over the many farth-
ing articles it takesto deck a Christmas
tree, and bow tiny tapers will persist in
going out again and again, even on a
Christmas treo ; and, last of all, guessing,
or pretending to guess—for he knew the
secrot well enougk—who coanld havesent
them each a present packed in paper from
Hilton, which the servant troughtin just
ag ho was leaving.

This was Christmas Eve, and on
Christmas Day followed tho return visit
of Madge aad her two brothers to Mr.
Crosby ; when that gentleman's heart was
so full of that love which ho thought dead
snd gone, snd which kept crying,
* Madge, come back, come back 1”

“Ob! who is that protty girl, Mr.
Crosby 7' asked Madge, as he and his
young gucsts went tho rounds of the
dining-room, after dinner, looking at the
pictures.

¢ That is my sister, Madge,” answered
Mr. Crosby.

* Where is she? Why isn't she here
and her doggie, too,” for the picturochild
clasped & dog in her arms.

‘ Bocause—because I'vo novor ssked

her here; snd her doggie is dead. TI
show yoa his gravo in the plantation some
day ;" and Mr. Crosby turned bishead
away. .
“ Are you crying about your Madge
and her doggie I inquired tho tender littlo
soul, slipping her hand into his. * Why
don’t you send for her back} She'd
make yona merry Chisinas, samo asI do
in wy home.”

Ah? why? A

The picture Madge scomed to whisper
tho same question to him in the silent
Toom, after his young guests were gone,
and late that night, with tho Christmas
stars poeping inat him, ho sat down and
wrote—

* Como homo to me, Madgo; bomo to
Crosby Hall, and bring the young omes;
then wo will try to live over the old lifo
in the now—a new lifo and a now year.”

And sho cawo back; what is more,
sho and her brotber gave weo Aadgea
third name, the swootest of all—*Tho
Peacemaker,” which, tho child herself
said, was ‘“a bit of Chismae”—Lile
Folks.



