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HOUSEHOLD,

Changes.,

@ (Valentme March, in the Presbyterian
- Banner )

~ Years ago we hung the stockings
'~ By the open fireplace old,
. And the treasures found within ther.
Were as precious, then, s gold .

_ There were seven little stockings—
Seven hanging in a row;
Then the longest one was Martha's,
And a tiny one for Joe.

- I can sce them as they hung there;
o (I had knit them, every one, ‘
~ When the winter shadows darkened,

And the day’s toll all was done.)

I can see them by the fireplace,
With their shadows on the jwall,
As the Christmases long vanisheq,
Come to-night, at mem’ry’s call. *

Ah! how swift the years have travelle:l,
Led by that old trickster—Time,

And I see the Christmas stockings,

% / Like a sweet old pantomime,

Yet, I do not grieve me sadly,
Grieve not for the years long flown,
For to-night, the dear God willing,
‘We will welcome back our own.

Yes, to-uight they will be with us,
~And their wee ones, not a few,

~ But instead of seven stockings,
-We will hang up twenty-two.
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* Mamma’s Christmas Gift.
~ Mamma,’ said ‘Billy, ‘what do you want for
Mﬂmﬂ'
me,’ eaid Bily’s mamma,
Ww of a single thing that I want.’
-~ ‘But you must say you want things, said
~ Billy. “You must—it's a sort of game. It
doesn’t matter whether you really want t.he
Emr or mot?
z:t‘u ti;’tlandemts%d.h said ‘mamma, en-
‘the gamé, Wmm
i ﬁoﬂd like ‘a’ diamond aﬁn. v
“what elle‘l' un& &ﬂy‘ ‘Yoa mut
nian.’ RN :
‘I want a long mhhn uktu' :
~something else—say lots of thingl
ant a new carriage and a lace eolhr ‘and
‘curtains for baby’s room. . .
“Mamma,” said Billy, eommg ;lm tp l\er
and speaking earnestly, ‘dont’ you want
@ card like that. one 1 painted this mnrningr'
~ ‘Oh, dear yes, said mamma, quickly,
ghould love to have a beautitnl ursl like t thone

‘1 don’t

AR

paint.’
i mvwent to tln wmdov and ukakod out at
the snow, and _the sparrows thping on the
1k that ran down to the street.
After a minute or twq, he caute to mmm’:
ide again. ‘Mwhns _he_said ‘solemuly,
T won't say which, cause I don’t want to
_your anrprin' but one of those thin
me you want you’ra svm.-ly to g

tmas.”
*!gmu leaned over nndf Kissed his ‘bright
a and said, softly: ‘I d’o 'omler

Gnn be —St. mmm.(
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for her to make the presents than to buy
them outright. - ‘But, papa,’ said the child, 'l
don’t know what to make myself, and mamma
won’t help me, she says she can’t stop.

There are memories in many of our own
hearts of Christmas saddened and almost lost,
because parents failed to see the necessity of
troubling to make the blessed day a season
of joy. Listen to the words of the Great
Teacher: ‘Inasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these, ye have done it un-
to me."—‘School Journal’

A Wise Plan,

Already preparations are beginning for
baby’s Christmas. A flood of toys will be
thought out and provided for the child that
is likely to inundate the nursery and make
all semblances of order impossihle- These gifts
become s0 nurerous that satiated little own-
ers turn from one to another without gaining
any thorough enjoyment, or their funcy lands
on one to the exclusion of the others. Cer-
tain it is that the toys are no longer attrac-
tive after the first novelty wears off, and
many of them become more or less broken or
marred, and the little ones become discon-
tented and long for new pleasures to conquer.
Now the wise mother has a little scheme
which she does not reveal to the child, and
which averts this undesirable Yule-tide reac-
tion. She selects from among the mass of
toys a number which are to be laid aside for
some future time. The upper shelf of some
closet or a large box in the attic serves as a
store-house for some of these treasures, There
they keep fresh and are a hidden treasure that
is sure a little later to provide a delightful re-
velation. When the playthings in the nursery
have become an old story, they, in turn, are
relegated to the attic and are replaced in the
playroom by the fresh toys, which have been
sent down, and which are hailed with delight
by the little ones, who havé forgotten them.

It is a good plan. 1t keeps the nursery
from being overcrowded with toys, and, best
of all, it varies the monotony.—Seleoted.
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Christmas Truths.

"Tis not the glfte g0 much as ’tis the giving
’!Pt?i:?yi‘pr (Ghristmas mirth, .
no “dying, rather’tis the hving
wm b W tuc‘o! worth

Not by bhe ded s0 mueh as by the doing,
By O T,
No t sl »
Exists tﬁo ‘kzlen;l prl?le. -‘_ TR

Tis not ti:e word itself, but how it's spoken,
That soothes or wounds the heart—

For censure still may seem but friendly token,
_While praise may leave a smart.

 —Edwin L. Mﬂ
_.._.__.——-—-
What h the thou'lt of Chrhtmuj lehg.
What is the hent of Chﬁmz jnn.

Before nnd After Chrlstmns.
‘Aren’t you sorry Christmas is over, Elsie?

50! “asked a little girl of quick fancy
and quaint speech, her arms full of toys as
ctnmblod sleepily upstairs on her way to
,.bed. re boeun alert for an

ihe e eyes flashed widely open,

- and ‘she answered joyously:

~ micest things

-—“nnnruw.uw. Tousk ‘oue of the
"" 'Z hmmg
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inner flaps are irredeemably inky and it sinks
from dignity of an ornament to the service-
able familiarity of an implement—that he
realizes how exactly Marion has made him
what he wanted. And how, until Jack has
worn -his new tie and Amy her new furs, and
both Jave discovered that others besides
themselves eonsider thé effect to be all that it
ought to be, can they appreciate to the full
the elegance of those new adornments?

Day by day, too, the new picture in the
parlor grows into the affection of the family.
Mother and the girls, who come to dust, re-
main, duster in hand, to gaze; its glimpse of
wide woodland gradually becomes familiar and
dear as their own garden. To lose it would
be as if one of the windows was closed in
with a blank brick wall

Every one knows that Christmas comes long
before December 25th, every one, that is, who
has planned and toiled and looked forward in
the true Christmas spirit. Moreovey, if this
loveliest of all seasons is slow in eoming it is
still slower in going. It vanishes so relue-
tantly, so imperceptibly that we scarcely know
when it is gone. In the happiest houscholds
Christmas is never ended; for there is always
enough of its bright and generous charm, its

peace, good-will and unselfishness left over
from one year to last until the next.—Se-
lected.

The readers of the NORTHERN MES-
SENGER will confer a great favor on the
publishers by always mentioning the
NORTHERN MESSENGER when replying
to any advertiser who uses its columns—
and the advertiser will also appreciate it

OUR NEW MESSENGER STORY.

“THE RED, RED WINE'—A TEMPERANCE
STORY BY THE REV. J. JALKbON
WRAY.

It is a source of much satisfaction to us te
give our readers this powerfully written tem-
perance story The author was for years a
v.hamplon in the eause of total abstinence, de-
nouncing with voice and pen the traffic \yhuch
is carrying woe into happ hotnes in’ fh"
Nand, and in these days as wéll as in the Eng-
land of the days in which the |tory tells.
“T'here i not one incident,” says ‘Mt. Wray's
son, ‘which has not had 'its ounterpart in
the lives of those who at one time dwelt in
the main street of the East Yorkohirg 'vmag-
where the author spent his ear 3T

If in parts the story is t , the’ fault is
with the dﬂnk, not the narrator, un& there 19
‘brightness enough in the lives of the grand
des and the sweet little moing 1o _comfort
‘s for, their trials. ’

~ This serial will will begin h ‘the New Year's

nun r, and will run ‘:l:n:. little o:er :v:
m d which some of you

mn:m : not now taking the
v will like to try it. Four half-year
to start vm.h mropemg chap-
ter, v rpodved for sixty cents, if sent in
on a form -imlhr to the coupon ¢lven below.
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llcn]?. John Domu nnd Son, ‘Witness’ Block,

Dear Biu,—-—l have not been h.klng the
‘Northern Messenger, nor has it been coming
to my home for over a year. I would like to
‘take it on trial for six months, beginning with
the first issue of the new serial, entitled, ‘Red,
Red Wine.! | enclose fifteen cents.
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