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Santa Olaus’ 8ister.
WY JULIA ANNA WOLCOTT.

We 8tood at a crowded counter,
Little Geraldine and I ;

There was only a day before Christmas
And hundreds vere waiting to buy.

The shelves and the cases were covered,
And the counters were plled up high,

With the lovellest things for presents
Ever seen by a mortal eye.

‘'here were books with most beautiful
pictures,
And the strangest, most wonderful toys,
That were brought from over the ocean
On purpose for girls and boys.

‘there were dolls that could waltz and
play tennis,
In dresses of satin and silk ;
And horses to wind and set trotting,
And cows that you really could milk.

‘There were dogs that could bark Iike the
live ones,
And birds of most brilliant wing,

with springs hid away ‘neath their
feathers,

That would make them fly upward and
sing.

But the eyes of the child who stood by
me
Had wandered away from all these,
And the sparkling Christmas angels
And the minfature Christmas trees,

And were scanning the faces about us—
The faces that huddled and pressed,
And looked weary and cross with the
effort
Of gotting in front of the rest—

.

When, grasping my hand, she whispered,
With eager, childish grace,

*Oh! that must be Santa Claus’ sister,
She’s got such a Christmas face !

1 looked where her ecyes had lighted,
And, 1o !in a threadbare gown,
Stood a queer, little, bent, old woman,
With a face that was wrinkled and
brown,

But the eyes that beamed out from f{t
Were radiant with love and joy,

As, from 'mong all the beautiful objects,
She selected one poor, cheap toy.

And the worn, brown face was illumined
With a smile of good-will toward men,
That told, more plainiy than words might,

She was keeping Christmas then.

I glanced at the forms about me ;
There were women In rich attire
Whose unearned gold enabled
The purchase of each desire.

There were those of delicate feature,
Of gentle breeding and race ;

But the queer, little, tent, old woman's
‘Was the only “ Christmas face.”

In shame, from my own I hastened
To smooth the impatience and frown,
As I looked at “ Santa Claws' sister,”
In her faded, threadbare gown,

And T blessed both the child and the
woman,
For their Christmas sermon sweet,
As I pressed through the throng of shop-
pers,
And on in the crowded street.

HOW THE TREE SAVED THE TOWN,
CHRISTMAS IN HOLLAND.
BY FRED. MYRON COLBY.

Holland, sunk below the sea-level, and
defended by its dykes against the mad
waves of the German Ocean, is the queer-
est little country in Europe; and Haarlem,
on the river Spaarne, is one of the queer-
est and quaintest of Dutch cities. Its
plcturesque bulldings and narrow streets
still speak of the wars-and tumults of the
Middle Ages. Wars were frequent then,
and each one seems to have left its scar
or its heraldry on the city’s livery.

Three hundred and seventeen years ago
this December, the city lay in leaguer.
An army of thirty thousand Spaniards,
led by the cruel Duke of Alva, besleged
the place, which was defended by about
four thousard men—Dutchmen and Ger-
mans. The Spaniards had inundated in
blood the ruins of two cities—Zutphen
and Naarden ; but these horrors, {nstead
of intimidating the courageous defenders
of Haarlem, only inspired them witk new
ardour.

At the end of the first month's slege,
the city still resisted firmly, and the
thirty thousand men encamped beneath
its walls began to doubt it they should
ever win- it by force, and resolved to.re-
.sort to stratagem.

-, Christmas eve, 1572, was chill and-dark.
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, and wintry. Tho snow lay to the depth ! Karl, as it insplred, suddenly dashed
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of sovera! Inches; and the wind, which
sweeps without obstacle over the plains
of Holland, blew sharply. The Spanlsh
camp lay sllent and In darkness—npot
even the midnight mass scemed to put
the people in motion. In the clty, how-
ever, there were many houses lighted.
The German soldfers had brought from
the fatherland the custom now generally
observed throughout Christendom of

lighting a tree in the ovening, and hang- |

Ing 1t tull of gitts, to be distributed
among the \arlous members of the
family ; and as these auxillarles were
qQuartered In private houses, not a few of
the citizens had introduced the novel
fcature In  connection with the other
Christmas rites,

One of these houses was situated near -

the gate called St. John, and a littie be-
hind the ramparts, It was owned and
occupled by Arnold Van Merk, a citizen
of note, and a prominent officer in the
forces of the city., Domiclled under his
roof was a German officer, Captain Karl,
and several soldlers, besides his own
family, which consisted of his wife and
six children.

Van Merk's house was one of the high-
est in the city. From the upper story
one could Jloolt out upon the ramparts,
and above them over the camp of ‘he
Spanlards. and to the flat country be-
yond. The window of this room was 6f
that large style which may still be seen
in Dutch houses, and through which, by
means of a pulley and cord, provisions and
merchandise are ralsed to the roof cham-
bers. Ordinarily it was secured by large
and heavy shutters. Without this win-
dow the tree could not have saved the
town.

Cold and cheerless as the night was out
of doors, in the mansion of the Van
Merks there were warmth and comfort.
There was nothing present to rewind one

"ot the slege and its horrors save the

armour and the arms hanging upon the
walls, and the packages of lint scattered
around. In almost every house {n Haar-
lern the women made lint to bind the
wounds of their hrave brothers.

Van Merk and his guest, Captain Karl,
came home very late. They were officers
of the night, and had been the round of

_ the clty, finding everything in good order,
, and the enemy quiet. At their own deor

they were halted, and asked for the
countersign,

“ Holland, Orange and Liberty.”

And with these words the two men en-
tered the great house. It was one of
Captain Karl's own German soldiers who
was standing on guard; and several othess
were busying themselves in getting ready
the mystic tree, which was placed in the
upper chamber of the mansion. Al
though it was midnight, the Van Merk
children were sitting up, impatiently
waiting the suminons which was to re-
veal to them the glories of this wonderful
tree. Karl had promised them a grand
surprise—and children never forget pro-
mises,

‘“ All {8 ready,” came the signal down
the stairway.

‘ Follow me, then,” cried Captain Karl.

Up three flights of stairs they mounted,
the older folks walking gravely behind;
the younger ones, eager and impatient, in
advance. What a marvellous sight it was
to their wondering eyes! In the middle
of the great room stood the tree, a lofty
fir, blazing with light, and decorated with
a glorious array of costly gifts. The
tllumination dazzled them. Never before
had the star, the shepherds, the angels,
and the Holy Child in the manger, seemed
g0 real,

The children clapped their hands and
cried for joy. They dared not approach
the tree. It seemed a sacrilege to touch
the branches, so brilllant, so mystic, so
wonderful, with thelr load of preclous
things. ven the old soldiers were
affected by the sight. To the joy of a
festival was added that other joy still
ore sweet, of feeling themselves true
brethren, united by & common peril and
2 common love.

Captain Karl led his young companions,
one by one, to the tree, and took the gifts
from the branches.

It was in the midst of this merriment
that a terrible shout arose from the
street below. Then flerce war-cries were
heard, and the clashing of swords. They
knew what it meant in a .noment. Thelr
blanched 1lips gave utterance to two
words—*“The Spaniards !” and then the
men grasped theic sw. 18, and prepared
to sell their lives dearly.

‘The enemy were indeed at hand. Ipo
the darkness and silence of the winter
night they had scaled the wall, murdered
two of the sontinels, and, before the
third could g-ve the alarm, hundreds of
Spanish men-at-arms were on the ram-
parts, and other hundreds were following
them. The city scemed 1lost. The
atrocities ot Zutpben and Naarden were
to be repeated uniess & miracle was in-
te .

rposed. ., . .
It was at this- momsnt that Captain

open the shutters of tho great window,
and threw upon tho crowded Spaniards
the blaze from those hundred lighted
candles on the Christmas-tree.

So sudden)y and s0 unexpectedly did
those flres burst out upon tho darkness,
that the Spaniards imagined they had
fallen into a snare. This bellof was
strengthened by seeing the armed sol-
. dlers standing in tho mldst of the illum-
inated room, clad In armour, and with
| weapons glittering In tho lght.

{ ing to investigate, they drew back, and
~ hastened down the ramparts in headiong
| confusien.  The first arrived stumbled
aver the last, and numbers rollcd, pell-
mell, into the trenches. In a few sec-
onds the wall was clear, the lighted trece
, shone upon a frightened muititude fiying
. in dlsorder toward the camp.
{ Three hundred years have passed slonco
! that Christmas night, but the story of
that first Christmas-tree Is not forgotten.
It lives in the nation’s history; while at
cvery firoslde in Haarlem, when the
Christmas-tide comes round, is the story
told of how the city was saved in the
olden time by Captain Karl's Christmas-
tree. And if you were there to-day you
would- be told the story, and pointed to
| the city's arzas and motto, which are
these: A branching fir-tree, decorated
and blazing with burning tapers, with the
German legend, “Eln Feste Burg,” the
words with which Luther began hls
famous hymn—
* A mighty fortress is our God."”

OHRISTM AS TEASTING IN OLD
TIMES.

There are certain dishes which are
peculiarly dedicated by custom and tra-
dition to the Christmas feast. The plum
pudding {s almost the sole survivor of a
long list of equally savoury ones. There
was the boar's head, always the kerald
of the feast, and always seasoned with
mustard. Next in iniportance was the
peacock. The skin was carefully strip-
ped off. with the plumage adhering; the
bird was then roasted; when it was done
and had cooled, it was served up again
in its feathers, and. with gilded beak,
was sent to the table. Sometimes the
whole body was covered with gold leaf,
and a plece of cotton, saturated with
spirits, placed in its beak and lighted as
it made Itg gorgeous entry. The nobie
bird was not served by common hands;
that privilege was reserved for the ladies
most distinguished by birth and beauty.
Geese, capons, pheasants, and ples ot
carps’ tongues also helped to set out the
Cbristmas table in days gone by.

AFTER MANY DAYS.

From the New York Herald comes the
tollowing {ncident of genuine gratitude :

A pbysiclan who recently moved up
town took an evening paper from a small
newsboy, and dived into his pocket for
the change.

*That's all right, doctor,” remarked
the little fellow. “I won't take no
money. Don‘t you remember Jimmle,
that you cured last winter with the
fever ?*

Then the physician recognized {n the
tall and sturdy boy a little lad whom he
had pulled through a fever without pay-
ment. * But that's all right, Jimmie,”
he said, * and you must certainly let me
pay you for the paper.”

‘“ No,” said the boy, “1 won't. Where
are you living up here, doctor ? I want
to come and see you."

He has not turned up yet to see the
doctor. but every morning and eveniug
he slips a paper under the door, and to
have a proper understanding in the be-
ginning, with the first paper he scribbled
a little notice * * Please. doctor, except
these papers allus from Jimmle,’

THE CLOCK.

‘*Come, hurry up ! gaild the second-
hand of a clock 2o the minute-hand;
* you’ll never get around {a time if you
don’t. Sce how fast I'm going,” con-
tinued the fussy little monitor os it fretted
round on {ts pivot.

** Come, hurry up !” sald the minute to
the hour hand, utterly oblivious of being
addressed by the second-kand. * It you
don't be quick, you'll n-ver be in at the
stroke of one.”

** Well, that's just what our young
friend there has been saying to youw.”

At this point the clock pealed forth the
hour as the hour-hand continued, * You
see we're all in time—not one of us be-
hind, You take my advice—do yuur own
work in your own way,
alone.” )

Moral.—Mind your own business,

A panic selzed them, and without paus- |

and leave others |

OUR__
" Christmas

| Booklets

'3 CENTS EACH

Shado and Sunshine. With verses by
F. R. Havergnl.  Nicely illustrated.

Sunny Crowns. Design of & Crown,
with verses by F. R. Havergal

5 CENTS EACH

Puppydom. Design of figure of & Dog.
Veries by L. Riley. 8

1

The Lord is my Shepherd. [Paalm
xx(i!li.rl Mlustrated by BaronesfVon Bock:
cndorf,

Under the Miatletoe. Christmas vorses
by Helen Burnside.

Familiar Friends. Verses by *‘Helon
of Troy.” Nicely illustratad,

Ohristmas Verses. A poem by Charles
Mackay. landscape and floral desigus.

New Year Blessings. Beautifully illus.
trated by C. Noakes, Albert Bowers and
othors.

Kittendom. Demygn of s Kitten. Ry
g’mcoi Floyd. Hlustrated by Helenn

aguire.

A Bunca of Lilies. A poewm by E.
Dawaon, with landscape §llustrationa.
'I'rsun}llnz Jesus A poem by M. A

iller,
Th: Will of God. By Cecilia Havergal.
Coloured picturea.

8 CENT8 EACH

Beneath thy Winge Versos by M
Harriet Beocher Stowe. Illustrated by
Bertha Maguire and others.

Home, Swest Homne, \Words and music
1Hustrated by W, 8. Coleman,

In Days of Old. u’B‘f' Fredorick I‘ns'
bridge. Illustral by Pauline J.
Saunter.

A Christmas Carol. By Louisa An.
thony. Illustrated by Frank Corbyn
Prico and others.

Sun of My Soul. Pansy design. Verraa
by John Keble.

A Sonnet to Nature. Very fino engrav
ings by Annie Simpson.

Throe illustratod ms. Board covers.

Finely illustrated :—

The 8tar of Bethlehem.

The Dear Homeland.

Obristians, Awake.

I2 CENTS EACH
Jewelled Booklets.
Good Cheer. A lxl)ocm by Charlotte
Murray. Boautifully illustrated.
Wondrous Love. By Lil%()akloy.
Hggxel&nd Melodies. y Charlotte
urrsy.

Shel Wlnﬁs By B. A. Knight.

Each tied with s kt{; cord and e
in box,

{5 CENTS EACH

Jowelled Eooklets.
Another Year. By F. R, Havergal
Heavenly Hope. By C. F. Aloxaader.
All-Powerful. By E. R. Havergal,
God's Afterward. By Charlotto Murrsy.
Heart's Base. By Coombes Davies,
Trust. By K. B Havergal
Fond Wishes. By Coombes Davies.
The Homes of England. By F. Hemans
Onward. By Charlotte Murray.
Each tied with silken cord and enclosed in

envelope,

2C CTENTS EACH
Heartseass. Landscapes and flowers.
Instead. By Lucy A. Beanctt.
Bonnie Dundes. Illustratel roem.
With Every Good Wish. 1lilustrated.

poeme.
To Qreoct You. Selections from the

poects. Illustrated.
Gcod Portune Speed You. Seloctiona
from tho poots. Illustrated.

25 CENTS EACH
Light and Truth. Pocm by C. Murray
My Presence. Poem by F. Thomton.

Steadfast and Trus Pocm by Fairelie
Thornton. )
40 CENTS EACH
(Each enclosod in box.)
COhristmas Bells. Poem H. W.
Loagfellasw.

ch§Mt cut dexs,

The Bridge. By H W. Longlcllow. FEx-
quisito cut design,

Pansies Bunches of pansics, beautifully
reproduced in natural colours, with suit-
able verses.

Deep-blue Violets. Exquisitely coloured
bouquots of violets, with suitable verses.

I Wonder What, the Olovar Thinks
Sprays of clover, with appropriate
verres,

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book and Fublishing House,
Torenta.

C. W..COATES, Moxrrgar. - .-

8. B. HUESTIS, Hatvax: ~-




