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i field.”

put on the hall table, and rashal after
the curpple with "

“ My bay, that was stealing.”

4Ol yes, sir, L sce that now, but 1

The Oarpenter.
FY RLLEN ¥, TALROT.
1 warcn him in the sunshine Lright s

i » homely aight, o . R . And poured 12 on Clirist < Mleased feet
'\\:t:g:inl?' with.hjo':‘ligint.— didu't stop to think, [ was running foutined all the compantons of her | l.., . ,5"?,‘.‘:! \m‘.,‘,: w'hm don
For Jeaus was a carpenter. to get my own shilling, when ove of | vouth,  Thowe of hee malile Ife had ] Ot b for the Master and Jond,

the teachers told me to pat it in the
finehox because my bLall was m the
orchurd ; so then 1 had no shithng ts
put on the hall table for the Doctor,
and yet it wasn't my fault that the
rules were broken, Tho ball was
wnine, but another chap hiad been play-
ing with it in a forbidden part of the
grounds. I told the Doctor 1'd iaken
his shilling, menning to give him mne.

Methinks T see the dear Lord stand

With tools within his holy hand,

And some long task before him plasned,
Like auy village carpeutet.

My graclous Lord ! 1 can divine
How beantiful, how trwe and fine,
\Was any work that was of thine,

= \When thou wert village carpeater.

3hall we on humble callings frown,

\When all the living seraphim,

The sngele and the cherubim,

Adored the kingliness of him
\Vho was & working carpeoter?

me asa thief.

Then who need mourn his low estate,
Or mnrmur at & labouring fate,
Sinco Jusua made all labour great

To haughty grow with pridoand ain,

Then may this little thought creep in, “ Rupert Alleyn, sir.”

That Jesus was a carpenter. “ Rupert, why do you shrink from {asked. T don't want them, “Fwas & wonsas wle offered the fres,
- meeting your father " away ! Mother! Mother? Why | And for you, this bright Christmas day,
THE BQY WHO.RAN AWAY. «QOl, because he will_hate me-for | don't you comet L wanty mother 2’ Thia story of love is

«TiCKETS, please.”

A gentleman, reading the Times in
the corner of the milway-carriage,
dowed his ticket marked * Brook-
A lad, cutled up asleep
opposite to him, snored so soundly
that the guard laughed and shut the
door. i

« 1 suppose-your ticket is all right,
my boy 1" said the gentlemau, kindly,
when about tén minutes later the
shriek of » whistle aroused the sleeper.
«You were asleep- when the-tickets
were examined.” :

«lts all rirht,” suid the boy,
sleepily-; “T'm going to London.”

«Then it’s all-wrong, my-lad ;this
is the Brookfield train.”

«No;no! I-can't go to Brookfield.
Oh, let me _get out—let me jump!”

«Yot shalldo nothing of the sort.
You would kill -yourseif. Now, sit
down _and explain- why you must not
goto Brookfield. If you avein trouble;

love father? ™

awhile, and he will hope and pray tha

was his-mother.”
«How do you know -that fathe

into the gentleman’s face,
o Because-the boy who-ran away-i

PLEASANT HOURS.

e =

to stay apart from the other Loys till
father crme, and father should know
1 couldn't stuy there
and face futher, so I ran away and
tramped to Marsden, and tried to
slip into the London train, but Ihe
made 8 wistaky and this is going to

wy theft, and 1 did-so -want-linto
love -me—nobody has since he went.
I can't remeiber mother, but I did

« He will not-hate you, cbild; he
will -love you-nud pardon you, and be
sorry for your sin and sutfering, and
he will assure Dr. Driver -that you
will-never act so-wrongly again. He
will keep you at home with bhim

his only-child tnay grow up as good,”
and true hearted and-honourable as

will-do all this1” asked Rupert, open-
ing s Ulue eyes- widely, and-lovking

my own-dear-son,” said"Mr. Alleyn,
opening his arms _to-the boy, “and
God's-mercy-has-_led-you.to one who
Joves you best. I wax just on my way
to your-school_to see my little Reu.

“I WANT MY MOTHER.”

Over: an old, old wemou fay oVwdy i
ir afe bad Ban ore of care
whe bad

dyme,
and toad, of pan anl oo

long beon in ther groes Tt by old
nge, with Jier tho dvighters then-
aehies decrepit wath the burden of
~oventy fise and cghty .ur.\r-Aslu frad
peens oblizad to find refuge ared sheluer
within aludbouse w ddix

But she was (oo old ta sane for 11
Paverty and pubdic chanity Bad Tost W1
terpor for Jur bt st She we
sblngons of her sarronndimgs Hor

Or on » Iabouting class 1ook down, but 1 wouldn't tell him who huu been | aund, had Kt o sos Tild upen the tat all of the guests 1 the roow

» . H . ¥ “ "R

When !:e:h.c: xnh::l}ymvn breaking the rules nm} got my ball it | present, and hor thougthts Toaded thew 1A e told of the honour sho pald him
Boua oarpen the orchiard, Dr. Driver said Iwas| alven with the neones and dayn of By the breath of tie fragrant perfume.

childhond, and in plantne tones she
e utued, 1 want my wothua® 1
want ) mother '

The daughters, hearing her call,
went to the bedside, askigg, ¢ What
do you want, mother1”

She looked at them with edes in

When be booauie & carpenter? Brookficld, and, oh, dear, I shall have | which was no gleam of revognition. | rpe fragrance of offerings so preciows
adif 6 rtal heacts begi to face my father after all 1" All memory of husband nud cluldren Shall e kinown {u the spice-laden sir,
And if our mortal hearts bigin « What is -your uawe, my child 3™ | had long faded away. And the Load shall with oil be avolnted,

“ Who-are these old women1® she
Go

The-poor- old-daughters themselves
trembling on- the- verge of the grave,
turned away weeping. Theirmothers
love bad stood tho-test till now, but
in life's last hours she was again a
Intle child, and as she felt the chill of
“death stealing over hier. she louged for
her mother’s sheltensng-arms.

« Motlier, T so tived and sleepy
L-want to beundressed and-go to bed.
Now-hear me sy my prayers.”

Tho shrivelled Lands clasped thew
selves together—as they had been
wont to do, ol ! 5o iy years ago-—
and the trembling - voice-faltered out:

s

T
4 Now_1 lay me down to sleep,
1 pray the Lord my soul to heep,
1 § should dic hefore I-wake,
1 pray the bonl my scul to take

= Aud thus 1 ask for Jesun’ sake”

«Good night!” she added, softly,
after amoment’s pause.  She closed her
eyes, but opened-them- directly, with
an-eager-happy look. Her daughters

-Arctie travellers, some notion-can-be

Mary.
Trie Yol the bedoved -liuiple.
AWk telte na the story ko aweet,
U Vs whia breghit the tich cintment

Fir st lacithed the eotliest tevasure
AVath never & thought of rewanl s

e hisew not that in aatig rememt tanee
Her namne the £ar future shoull hold,

~he thoyght not that i iradous mamotfal
[he tale of her Tove shionld be told.

11ut e ¢n as she stood by the Master
Arud nope but hie thought vpon her,
T acent of lier thrice precions omtment
Pervaded the houre ahere they were—
The off ring ahe nade unto Jesus,

And Mary, 1 tenderness bandoang
For scrvice - hier sale Joving care~

In wipsnyg the feet of the Kaviour,
Bore the ador wway in her hair.

O beautiful type of goot doing !
Sweet sysnbol of what they may win
Who pive thuir deusest hesst's trensure,
Thinking ouly of Jesus therein,

Though that were 1o part of the care.
1 Ths feant 13 au ollering by women—

st et A et

A PLACE WHERE FIRB ALMOST
GETS COLD. i

A rensoxy who has never been in

the Polar regions «an-probably have

no 1dea of what-cold really is; but by-

reading the terrible expetiences- of

formed of - the-extreme cold. that-pre--
vails there.  When we have the tem.
perature down to aero out-of doors, we
think it-atter cold. Think, then, of-
living where the theriometer goes-
down to thirty-five degrees below zero
in the house,-in-spite of ‘the stovel
Of-course in such-a ease-the fur-gar.
ments- are piled on until a man-looks-
like n-bundle-of skins.  Dr. Moss, of
the English Polar -Expedition of 1875
and ‘1876, among-other odd- things,-
tells of the effect-of-cold on & waxed
candle-which-he barnied-thers. The
temperature  was thirty-five degrees
below-zero, and” the-doctor must have

You need not have tried to avoid me,
dear 1ud ; my love for-you is stronger
than you thougnt, Let this teach you
and me, too, that there s a-love
greater than any-other—the love of
otir_Father in_heaven. We try some-
times -to_get -from _him, we -feel 30
frightened -of the Judge of all; but,
oh, my child, his tender armns are
held cut to us in deep compassion, and
he-is willing to forgive-our every spot
and-stain.  Like as_a-father-pitieth
his children, so the Lord -pitieth them
that fear him.”

Rupert ctung to. hiw:-newly.found
father-in & mapture of “thankfulness
and -joy, bt he -never-forgot- those
carnently whispered words_sbout-the

perhaps I-can help you.” saw- herface grow- young and radiant.

The gentleman’s face looked o
leasant-that the poor boy; who-was
_weary, friendless snd-hungry, broke
into sobs; and told-his story-with-his
facc halt hidden by hie sleeve.

- J'vg ran-awsy from Brookfield,”
hesaid. * T -was at school there—Dr.
Driver's-school, and Dr. Driver smid
he'd tell my father I'm a thief.
Fathe’s been-in Indis since-I-wrs
five—1'm-ten-now—and he'li soon be
home. I had-a:skilling of-my-own,
and-I-waa-in-the hall when-a-poor
cripplé-chap-oame and bogged of the
“Ihoctor, and he_only-asked for bread ;
bet Dr. Driver ardered him of, snd 1
J thought, * He shall-have sy shilting.’
“But-he was down:in the gardes, e 1
wmght up o chilliag the - Dester Jud

heen -considerably discournged when,

«Oh, nwother! mother! I am soupon looking- at his candle he- dis.
glad-you've come!” -| covered that the flame had all it could-

She stretched out ner-arms.  There | do to keep warm, It wan 50 cold that
was one bricf-minute, and then the | the flame could not melt all the wax
~weary. pilgrim, whose fect had trod the | of the candle, but was forced-to-eat
rough paths of earth for nearly.a hun its way down the inside of -the wax,
dred years, was at rest— leaving a sort of outer skeleton of -the
candle standing, There was heat
enough, howeter, to melt oddly shaped
holes in this thin, circular wall of wax,
and the result was-a besutiful lace-
jixe cybnder of white, with & tongue
of yellow flame burning inside it and’
sending-out into the darkncss-many
streaks-of light. This is not only
curious-effect of extreme cold, but-it
shows how difficult it must be-to find’
soything like warmth in « place where

¢ Where the child shall find its mother,
Asd the mother find her child.”
— Selected.

P

A TARREYEAR-OLD, when. rebuked
by her mother for some childish ini-
quity, made answer: “ You didi’t see
me.” «But somebody did;-who was
it1” = Dod; Lot he won't tlL” said
the tot.  Many older persons bave the.




