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PLEASANT HOURBS.

109 'w

oy fsiot up tall green hemlock boughs,
|1 What it was no one kmew, and they
be  1vgot to gucss, as Miss Marion brought

foat o box of games borrowed from

Boenced to teach tho elders to play
them with her, after giving the younger
fues & box of blocks with which to
4|l taild houses and castles. After o few

merry games with Miss Richards, Mrs,
swrrs invited them into tho kitchen,
shere was a table sot with cakes,
B oanges, sandwiches and milk, aod in

vhich had come to darion in the box
fom her mother tho day béfore, and
B o the top, in raised sugar lotters, were
- J} o words, “ Merry Christmas.”
M The delightad children sat down,

B rot be told whither the cakes and
¥ oranges went. Then the lovely pink
l litie3 were taken off, and one given
torich child, *to be kept to remcm-
il me by,” Miss Marion said, giving
one also to Mrs. Storrs and laying one
by for herself. The cake was cut, a
great part of it eaten, and then they
| went back to the parlour again. Mrs.
8 Storrs had slipped quietly away & few
moments before, and lo! the curtain
{ was goune, and in the corner stood a
® small but beautiful tree, bright with

i of popped corn, with a great gilt star
[ on top aud numerous bundles hanging
E amid its branches.

B Lu whispered to Joe, “I told you
3 folks had trees. That is Miss Rich-
3 ards’. Isn't she good to show it to
- usi”

Joe assented with a nod, and with
fithe secrct wish that be had a tree
B like it.

But Miss Richards stepped to the
tree, and taking off a parcel, read the
# name “Ann Jones.” Ann stood be-
| wildered ; but with a smile and the
| words, “That is yours to keep, Ann,
8| with o Merry Christimas,” the bundle
§( was placed in her hands. That wasa
8| fruitful tree. There was a present for
Mievery one (including Mrs. Storrs and
N| Marion, who had each placed a gift
J| for the other, secretly, on the trec),
8| with a large horn of plenty full of
3| mixed candy, & string of popped corn,
i@l and an orange spiece besides.

R Then when the tree was empty there
#icame a quiet hour of story-telling by
B| Miss Richards, beginning with Evan-
geline and ending with the wonderful
B story of the manger at Bethlehem.
8! Then Mrs. Storrs and Marion tied on
little hoods, and buttoned sacques, and
hunted up caps and overcoats, and
M! with a kiss for the girls and a hearty
B hand-shake for the boys, Christmas
B Day at Wood's FHollow was over. Joe
B lingered to the last, and as he raised
| his eyes at parung, with a suspicious
Qi moisture in them, he said, holding up
| the precious knife,—

§| “Miss Richurds, I won't—never—
| be bad no more, to pay for this ;” and
j| though the grammar was poor, the
§, unmistakable look of decision on the

whst he said ; and whatever Joe Stono
meant to d-, ho usually did.

Many years afterwards, Marion, no
longer Marion Richards, met in a large
gathering a tall, keen-looking man,
who, after cordially sbaking hands,
said to her, * Miss Marion, do you
remember the knife you gave me years
ago? I have it gtill. I won today
my first law case, and I want to tell
you that my first desiro to be some
vody, and my first knowledge of Christ,
came from you as you st telling the
children of Wood's Hollow the story
of Christian love of which you had
Just given us an example in our first
Christmas tree.

And Marion answered bim softly,
“Ah, Joe; loving and doing are the
only powers that shall yet conquer the
world for Christ.”

The Children’s Day.
Yxs { Christruas is the children's day.
Tho’ al) the world is bleased ;
"T'was little children Jesus took,
And in bis armns careased.

He loves tho little children hast,
To them his caro is given ;

He blessed some of us on carth,
And some in his aweet heaven.

We may uot understand it now,
His life of love and duty,

But we shall know it when we see
The King in all his beauty,

So we will love the precions gift
Sent down to us from heaven,

And try to do his blesged will,
To whom all praise be given.

O Christmas day, O children's day,
O precious, precious story ;
For them wo'll sing the Saviour’s praise,
Till we ghall sing in glory.
—J. R. Murray.
SANTA CLAUS.

Saxta Craus was one of the oldest
ideas of the Celtic West in Pagan timnes,
as he was of the Pagan East before.
In Christian times he was still re-
garded with religious reverence, sit-
ting, as he had sat for ages in Egypt
and elsewhere, in the arms of his
mother. Santa Claus was, in fact,
the child Jesus in the middle ages;
and throughout that period the festive
creed of Germany and all Celtic Europo
was that he visited all family dwellings
of good Christians on the eve of his
anniversary, and brought with him
gifts and presents for the children,
The truth of this original belief is
plainly encugh indicated by the word
“claus,” which, in the Gothic or
ancient Gerrasn, means ‘“child” and
“son.” Santa Claus formerly meant
the Holy Child.—Selected

We are not done yet with that
“cent & day ” idea; there is too much
in it to let it dic. According to the
Report of the Conunittee on Statistics,
presented to the Genera! Conference,
the membership of the Methodist
Cburch now aggregate 197,000. Let
some of our juvenile readers figure out
what & cont & day from each ¢t those
will amount to in the course of a year.

OHRISTMAS TREES.

Evirr well-regulated family should
have s Christmas tree. Children take
delight in it, young peoplo are to be
pitied who do not enjoy it, and old
people always love to watch the happy
company about it. Next to tho satis-
faction of sitting under your own
‘*vine and fig-treo” is tho pleasuro of
gathering around the brightly lighted,
wonderfully laden Christimas troe.
Long may this green tree, with its
marvellous  fruits, flourish in our
Anmerican homes, the centre of & merry
throng, and of happy recollections'
Because our churches and Sunday-
schoola havo Christmas trees, do not
think thehome tree unnecessary. Cling
to the old custoru, and muke the home
circle the brightest, jolliest, denrest
spot in all the world.

Christmas trees cause some trouble,
to be sure. They usually insist on
shedding their foliage, and then weep
candle-grease in penitence, but * with
oll their faults we love them still,” and
would not banish them for these little
frailtics. ‘The trce once adwmitted, how
shull we deck it for the festive rites of
Christmas-tide? A very pretty and
at the same time inexpensive tree is
what we may call

THE ARCTIO TREE.

A well-shaped hemlock shrub is best
suited for this purpose. TFix it firly
in & broad low box. The idea is to
give the shrub the appexrance of a tree
heavily loaded down with snow and
ice. The snow effect is secured by
tearing (not cutting) cotton batting
into long narrow strips, and fustening
them with thread or fine wire along
the top of each bwranch. When this
has been done, the tree will begin to
look quite wintry. Now for the ice.
Almost all large toy stores in cities
have glass icicles in stock. Suspend
these icicles along.the snow-covered
branches. The weight of the glass
will causoe them to droop quite natur-
ally. Then over the whole tree
sprinkle “diamond dust,” a prepura-
tion of mica, to be had at almost any
drug store, which will make the snow
glisten and give the green of the tree
a frosty look. Tinsel shreds also may
be used to advantage. About the base
of the tree an Arctic scene may be in-
troduced. Cover the box with cotton
to represent the snow-<clad earth.
Snow-houses may be made of the snme
material, and skilful fingers’ will find
little dificulty in fashioning a few
Esquimaux. A sledge and a half-
dozen toy dogs will complete the scene.
Over all sprinkle the magic powder.
Pure white candles should be used to
light the tree, which with its contrasts
of durk green and snow white will
make a fairy-like picture. 1 e el s
icirles eannot be obhtanwd a substitute
may en-ily Lo found in small eyl dn
cal glass Leads, which ave to be bought
almost anywhere. Make strings of
these on white thread four or five
inches long, and bhang thews oo the
branches. Instead of the diamond

fine in & mortar, but it is better if
possible to obtain it already prepnred.
Tinscl may be bought in sheets and
cut up into very narrow strips, but
this too is botter when made for the
purpose. Give the “Arctic Tree® a
trin.  We are sure you will like
it. Remember that it will appear to
best ndvantage only whea the roow u
darkened and the candles lighted.

Making Ohristmas Presenta.

THRRES a subtle alr of mystory about the
house to-day ;

There are whisperings and hidiogs, bus not
in merry play;

There’s a sound of shuttiog bozes ; there'sa
noisoe of scampering foot ;

Then the children come with sober atepe,
with faces grave and swoot,

Thero aro breakings up of savings banks,
odd pennies from papa;

There are earnest consultations with aunty
and mamms;

There are calls for scraps of satin, skeins of
zephyr, shreds of floes ;

There are soarchings in thick folioa for
sutumn learves and moss.

The artists, too, ars busy painting horve.
ahoos, tiles and ahells ;

I hear half.whispered cowmments, * Those
lovely lily bells 1"

*What colour is a Jeasamine!” *J wanta
lighter blue,”

] think I'd pud a darker shade in that if X
ware you.”

What quists all the busy tonjueat they
hardly dare reply

To the simploat of questions, but hesitate
and try

Tobe strictly non-commital. ¢ Hush.ah.sh}
be careful now, don't toll.”

Thero aro smiles and words balf spoken, but
they koop their secrots well.

Lo tho mystery's unravelled, for upon the
Christmas troo,

By the light of coloured tapera, fair, and
beautiful to see,

Books and statues, toys and vasce, but the
dearest gift of all

Are tho work of tiny fingers, plannod and
wade by children amall,

See! cushions, book marks, pen wipers, of
every size and sort,

And what if grandma's footatool has a leg a
trifle short?

It is covered with a patch-work of & very
crazy kind,

And cthe rick rack’s vory crooked—well ¢
thoy tell me love is blind

4

Here aro lovely glowing pictures; can it be
tho leaves and fern

gems of art could turn ¢
Théso *coloured wutlives * might pot do for
the Fren.h Academy,

Christruas tree.

No dinmoods ever shono as bright aa
mother’s oyes to-oight,

And po gifts with muuey purchascd coul,
give suct rare Juighit,

Thou,b tie stitches were upeven and the
blutders Lot u tew,

Weenly s e purfect wors our o oty
tricu %o do.

—~Kate Lueree

Tug Lord Jesus is a jeninus Goi
He is jenlous of thy love, thy conn

him ; be suspicious of ail that would

That we gathered in the autumn to such

But they hold the Elico of bonour npon the '

dence, and thy cowpany; therclone -
love him, trust him, and ablide witn !
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freckled face showed that he meant | —Outlook. dust, isinglass may bo powdered very | lead thee from him. . ? D
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