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If I Were £ants Olaus.
BY FRANCES BENNETT CALLAWAY,
I woul@n't leave all the goodies and

plums
In the great blg hounse on the hill.
The selfish boy there has more than
enough,
And does nothing but stuft
Hvery day in the year,

1 would save somse of
the sweetmests
and 4rums

For the poor little
cottage down there
by the mill,

A sack of bright gold
1 would drop =at
the door,

And diamonds like
walnuts roll aver
the floor,

And aven up things
that are queer

iIf you were Santa

Claus - Ho! Ho!
Ho!
Now [ happen to
know

The boy who lives in
the house on the
hin,

Poor fellow, is miser-
ably lonely and fil.

Every day in the
year,

But ‘the youngsters
at play in the cot
by the mill,

Why, the urchins
rushed out in the
wind and the
sN0W,

And captured the
richest I have to
bestow,

Health, hearty good
spirits, love—
whisper it low—

These are gifts for
a4 prince to hold
dear,

HER OHRISTMAS
GIET.

BY SARAR O. S8ADTLER.

“Joy to the world!
the YLord has
come {”

Over and over again
the words of the old
hymn rang in Mabel
Hllett’s heart, and on
her lips tvo, as her
skilful bands busled
themselves with the

Christmas prepara-

tiona,

“Joy to the world!
the Jord has
come !

Let earth recelve
her King;

Let ev'ry heart pre-
pare him room—"

She. stopped with o
sudden thought. Had
her heart been 8o
full sometimes with
thoughts “of friends
and loved ones that
she. had neglected to
prepare for the King
himself?  Christmas
came on Sunday this year, so thers were
really two Christmases to prepare: for,
the Sunday Christmas, as well as the
Monday holidsy. Perhaps this was the
reason why her heart was so full of real
Christmas joy. She remembered a
Christmas back in her childhood when
it had been hard to wait untli the dMon-
day for the Ciaristmas fun, Had sbe
bedn repeating tha same childish thought-
lessness eveér since ? Had the making

ot giftts, the gresting of frlends, the
dymns, the evergreens, even ths Christ~
Toss cakes and pies, been more to her
at this holy season than the coming of
the Jord * Henoefurth her heart slionld

Y

© prepare him rvom.” She would always
love a Sunday Christmas after this.

“Joy to thas world ! the Lord has come "
As ghe sang, her thoughts reached out.

It was & hymn they sang at missionary
meetings, as woll as at Christmas. The
joyftul strain suggested, by contrast, an-
other hymu she had hoard at migslonary
meotings : “ Oer those gloomy hills of
darkness,” and the vision rose before her

thought came to Mabel, a thought which
made her hoart stand still., Like the
shepherds, she was “sore afrald.” Was
God spesking to her? Did he want to
send her, as ho sent Paul, * far hence” ?

Bohold 1 bring you good iidings of
great joy, which shall be to all people.”
She had heard the words so many times.
Why had she never thought before of the
ned of heralds ? Truly, thc message of
Joy neecded telling many times hefore it

A WINTER SCENE.

mind of the sin and ignotance and
wretchedness of the world which npeeds
the Saviour. Pcor dark world! But
the Suz of Rightoousner was rising
with healing in his wing., and her volice
rang ont clear and strong:

“Joy to tho earth ! the Saviour reigns,
Let men their songs employ.”

Some day the whole world should sing
the song that vas upon hor Jigs. The
blessing was full epough to flow as * far
as the curse is found.” The time would
come when &1l creation should “ repeat
the sounding joy.”

With the Christmas Sunday 8 new
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should reach “all people” Did God

want her to be one of bls * herald
angels” ? It meant bardship, tial,
sacrifice, sho well knew. Hers had been

such a happy, happy life! But was not
that all the more reason why sho ahould
publish the tidings of joy ? It is Joy
the sad world needs. Her cyes fell upon
the crimson of the holly berries she wore.
Yes, the story of the cross was all bound
up in the angel's song. " Glory to God
in the highest, and on earth pcace, good
will toward men." “ Who for the JO)
that was sot befcre him enduréd the
cross, despising the shame, and is set
down at the right hand of the throxe ot

. Ak T a3

Ged** Sho tegan to understand unow
the text fn her iittle dally dook. It
soemed such a strange text for Christ-
mas Day that shs could get liitie out of
it when rhe had read it iu the morning
*Yea, and it I be offered upon the sacri-
flco and gervize of your falth, 1 joy and
rolofce with you all.” It wzs a Christ-
mns toxt after all Tt meant a Christ
mas gitt, an offering  Surely the Christ-
mas giving meant, in eoms mezsure
sacrifice and service,
and then mutual re-
jolcing. Hrw much
more the rejolcing
when it was the sacrl-
fice and servics of
faith! As her oyes
rested upon the alar
which was part of
the Christmas do-
coration of tho littic
church and a text
ebich bher own hands
had heiped to put in
shining evergraen
*“ The word was madr
flesh, and dwelt amung
us.” sho remem
bered the context to
whirh sbe had turned
tn her effort to find
a Christmas meaning
i her un-Christmas
Hioe text: Yo shinc
as lights 1n the world
hoiding forth the
world of lfe.” To
show Jesus, to follow
his guldance, surely
the joy must out
weigh  the sacrifieos
while still his volcs
spake “lo, 1 am
with you alway. even
to thy end of the
world” Small won-
der if Mabel heanrd
Nttie of the sermon
that Jday. her thoughts
were so busy, but the
Lord had spoken his
“ Fear pot*™ to her
soul. She was bis
own. and bhe shou!d
have the glad obedi
ence of her if.
If Gua bad 1ndeed
spoken  to  bher Af
the thuught that had
come tnto her beart
that Cbhristmas Day
was God's plan for
. her littde 1ife, she
would hear bhis volce
agaln The same hand
that Jlad the Wise
Men from the East
by the  wondrous
star, would lead her
too, and when she
saw It, she would.
ke them, rejoice with
cxceeding great joy.

At bedtime she told
her mother all about
it, and togother the)
talked of the new joy
and purposs which
kad come to her that
Christmas Day.

“We will all have
8 share In tho °sacr
fice and seirvice’ of
this Christmas offer-
ing, sald her mother
tonderly.

*And in tho rojoic-
ing, t00,” s2fd IMabel.

“ Yes,' gald ber mother, “ for we ‘en
ter into the joy of the Lord by entering
into the sources of that joy, and if f--
138, ag for him, it {8 tho way of the crose
we may rejolce *hat wo are made par
takers with him, that when his glory
shall be rovealed, wo may bo glad also
with exceeding joy.”

Mabel had picked up a little book frem
her table *“See my gond tight tex'
sho sald, and she read aloud, “Bor yc
ghall go out with joy, and be led forth
with peaco, the mouniains and the litile
hills shall break fortl before you :Iato
singing, and all tho treo of lac fleld shall
clap their hands.”
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