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)K»moHNioa of her nhoee, another faced her in »h* 
waah bowl, end e wee one ww m the 1k>x Uwide U, 
brush end comb.

• rheee will almost All my poor, little emntv 
puree.” she thought, as who took it from a drawer 
and touched the spring—but there, rigid Iwtweon the 
retl liningw, was the higgewt fairy that had yet an 
pearvtl ! v

Such a merry time a* whe had dreewing that morn 
ing! Mamma wiw oalled in ooutinually. And how 
they laughed ovwr every new discovery !

At break faut, who waw wrvotl first to a wmall pieoe 
of silver com ; another, juwt the name wige, shone in 
the bottom of the glana of water brought her. It was 
really enchanting—unite like the story of Midas she 
had just been reading, only whatever ho touched 
turned into gold. She wondered if the chicken, po
tatoes and rolls would turn into silver when sho 
tasted them ; but, No! Although she looked very 
suspiciously at every tiling on the table, not another 
fairy showed itself. i

Ifow many times that morning she counted her 
ten silver fairioe, 1 cannot tell. Bat what fun she 
had hunting after the other Are, upetaini and down- 
stairs, from attic to cellar, under rugs, in work bas
kets, and in every conceivable place ! Searching was 
all in vain, however; fairy number eleven did not 
appear until dinner time, when it flow out, most un
expectedly, as Bessie was unrolling her napkin, and 
its silver mate lay temptingly among the nuts when 
deiaert was brought in.

Bessie spent a happy afternoon sitting in the midst 
of her many presents, and planning how to spend 
her little fortune. Some of her fairy pieces should 
turn into a pair of warm mittens for poor Johnnie 
Davis ; many times it made her heart ache as she had 
watched him trying to shovel snow with such red 
hands. She would carry a basket full of fairy cakes, 
frosted with pink and white sugar, to old colored 
Susan (she had overheard her telling the cook that it 
was many a long day since she had tasted anything 
nice): she would change her biggest fairy into a pret
ty doll for that distressed • looking crippled girl who

The long looked for day arrived at last, and many 
hearts were

THE HEARTS CHRISTMAS
heating high with anticipation, for 

Christmas Eve would come that night. A gentle 
snow was falling, fast covering the dark oartli with its 
beautiful mantle of white, and Hans stood at the 
window gaming ont on the lovely scene and wondering 
in what way the Ixird Jesus wonld send his Christmas

Shall bps of listening choirs.
And balls in lofty spires,
Join the Aral Gloria of the angelic throng.
And not, O Heart, in thee
An answering melody
The music of the heavenly host prolong ?
With holy seal and love,
And works thy faith to prove,
Within thyself thy Bethlehem prepare ;
Bring to His waiting shrine 
The best of what is thine,
Thy gold and frankincense of praise and prayer 
So shall the truest, heft fulfilment he 
Of type and sign and ancient prophecy.
And when His burning Star 
Shines in the east afar.
Rejoice with heart and voice, for unto thee.
On the glad Christmas morn,
Shall Christ be bom !

Edith E. Wiov.ix

somehow. He wondered if it would come down from 
heaven like the snow that was then falling ; and while 
his little heart was filled with loving thoughts of the 
dear Christ-child and of the tieantiful song which the 
angels sang to the shepherds so long ago, he hoard a 
rap at his door, which, wlien opened by his mother, 
admitted a lady who wished to know if Hans lived 
there, saying she was sent to take him and his mother 
to the grand house on the hill, where her mistress 
wished to see them.

Hans’ poor mother.waa quite bewildered, and could 
hardly throw her thin faded shawl about her, so 
tremulous were her bauds ; but Hans knew in a 
moment that it was something about bis Christmas 
tree, and he danced aboot so joyously that he qnite
shocked her sense of propriety.

The way was not long but lie could hardly restrain 
himself to keep pace wtth his sober mother ; aud heLITTLE MAES' CHRISTMAS TREE himself received a little check when ushered into this 
princely house, where they were seated in a luxurious

eye fell on a real Christ-
----------------- ----  " ; . —I

bounded 
I asked

the Lord Jesus to send it.”
His mother was astonished at her usually quiet boy. 

Just then the kind lady entered and said, ” Yes ; it is 
yours ; and she opened the door, revealing to them a

parlor. But in a moment his eye fell on a real Christ
mas tree thiough the door which was left ajar, and 
nothing could restrain him further. He 
towards it, exclaiming loudly, •' Tis mine !

4 4 "117HAT is the matter with my dear little Han8 
YV to-night ?” said his mother, as she paused 

in her spinning and laid her hand on his bead ; for be 
had eat long nihi| into the dancing flames of the 
open Are, ana she missed the usual cheery smile from 
his face, and the glad words with which he was aoous- 

en ter tain her in the long evenings of her 
is a poor little hot in which they lived, ami 
the father shut his eyes on that home to 

open them in a far more beautiful one, Hans and his 
mother had known what it was to be very poor in this 
world’s goods ; but they were rich in faith, and the 
memftee of many a lordly mansion would have given 
maoh to have had the peace and joy that Allied their 
Km

But there was something unusual to-night in the 
mind of little Hans, and his face was anxious as he 
turned it to hie mother and said, “ Mother, I’m sorry 
we cannot have a Christmas tree this year, for all the 
hoys end girls at school are going to have one. Oh, 
mother, don’t yon think we can ?’’

His mother’s heart grew heavy now, as she felt 
what his disappointment must be; for in Oermanv

toil. B
tree which thrilled the heart of little Hans, who be 
held, the Arst thing, the coveted skates suspended on
one side, and amid the lighted candles which covered 
it many a present which would delight the heart of
any boy, English or German.

He then began to search for the Bible he had asked 
for, which, with a parse of money and many an article 
of warm clothing, he found hung for hue mother. 
After the tree a bountiful supper was given them, such 
as the boy had never seen before.

“Oh,” said Hans to his mother, “I want to thank 
the Lord Jesus for all these things before we eat I”

“ You had better thank the lady, too,” said his 
mother.

“ Yes," said Hans, “ hat Jesos sent it."
The lady was so delighted with the faith of the Ut

ile boy that she promised to be their friend in the fu
ture, which promise she faithfully performed; and the 
xx* tittle dwellings through her kindness, became an 

attractive and comfortable home.—Children's Friend.

iristmae-time tar more than hero,
it had cost her an effort to tell him, a few da'

she had not been
to earn as much as usual, and therefore she could not
this year have any Christmas tree. She turned for

to him, and showed him a single thaler, which
all the money she had, and also her poor

out shoes, which she had long been to replace
muni. her whose print THE CHRISTMAS FAIRIEShad grown so fine to her I’m so

for my dear boy, but yon see we cannot thi»
Br M. E. K.

He spoke no more for a long time, when he suddenly
Avar Both sat thinking. It is only a week before 

Christmas, and, as yet, no gift has been decided upon
"ived in a distant city.for her pet niece, who lr _____

It was hard to know what to 
soemed so well supplied with every 
could want for comfort or pleasure, 
good child, and so unaelflsn, that she was a general 
favorite, and her friends, young and old, were always 
sending her some pretty trinket, until her own room 
was a kind of museum of love-tokens; every corner 
was folly her bureau loaded, the table covered, and 
the walls adorned ; in fact it had almost become a 
proverb in the family that “ Whatever Bessie wished 
for always came.”

Now she was ten years old, had declared herself 
tired of Christmas trees, and announced that to k«np 
up a stocking for Santa Clans to fiU was too 
uuh—she should tike to^keep Chrism as some new way.

ig over. At 
ied: “I have

desk, wrote a 
ded into it a

a tittle
geeted, and how successfully she had escaped being 
caught.

“Well, Mamma, it’s the merriest Christmas Day 
I ever knew 1 I tike all my presents very much, but 
I think I have enjoyed my fairies the most. I know 
what I shall do to-morrow. I have got it all planned. 
Some other people shall see fairies too.’’

And thanking her Heavenly Father for all His good 
gifts, Bessie tucked the crowded purse under her pil
low, lay down, and was soon fast asleep.

Early next morning, with Mamma to help and ad
vise, Bessie started out on her pleasant errands of 
love ; and the silver fairies disappeared rapidly into 
all lands of the oddest shaped parcels, until Bessie’s 
big basket was full, and her arms too. Such fun she 
had distributing her fairy bundles, and such looks 
and words of gratitude as she received in return I 
“ Why, it’s nicer than my Christmas, Mamma,” she 
whispered, at she turned to leave the poor little crip
ple, whom she had made so happy by giving her the 
first doll she had ever owned.

So, many sad hearts were made glad that day, and 
tiie whole long year, by Aunt Ruth’s Christmas foi*

This little letter he put in the poet box in the morn
ing, and then ran downstairs with hie glad fooe, which 
waa a great relief to his mother, though she tittle 
dreamed the cause.

The intervening days passed on all too slowly for 
him, but too rapidly for his mother, who feared that 
grief might return.

Meanwhile let us follow the tittle letter, which he 
had put in an envelope directed to the Lord Jesos. 
It arrested the eyes of the postmaster as he looked 
over the mail that d»y, and with a he pot it in 
his pocket, for he knew of no mail-coach which would 
take it any nearer to Him. But that day at his 
dining-table, he opened and read it, greatly to the 
merriment of those who heard it. But it chanced (if 
anything happens by chance) that a wealthy and good 
lady, one of the children of this same Lord Jesus, was 
a guest at their house, and her heart was touched, and 
fks md|i “ Dear tittle boy,,be shall have his Christmas 
ties. The Lord Jesus will send it through me.”

an idea I I know it will please her.”
She immediately went to her writi 

long letter to Bessie’s mamma, and 
crisp bank-note.

On Christmas morning Bessie opened her eyes up
on a bright silver quarter which lay on her pillow. 
Beside it was a tiny note. She opened it and read ;

“DBA* Bbsms : lam one of fifteen silver fairies which am 
to appear to day, with a Christmas greeting from tout Aunt Both. Take us wl together down to some big store to morrow, 
and w# will turn into whatever small thing you may wish for.”

“Oh, how nice!" said Bessie. “What a fanny 
auntie I always doing something different irom other 
people. I don’t quite understand what it all means, 
but I am glad enough of this bit of spending-money, 
for I hadn’t one cent left.”

And, wide awake, she jumped out of bed and be
gan pulling on her stockings, when, to her surprise 
and delight, she found a shining piece of silver in the 
oot of each

ries.—St. JVi

In our advertising columns will be noticed the wire 
window gnard advertisement of Messrs. Greening A 
Co., of Hamilton. We would direct the attention of 
those who have charge of churches, schools, and 
other public buildings, to this simple, neat and durable
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