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The cld overcome by fatigue, entered
a lgh-backed pew and was soon asleep on
the velvet cushions.

Miss Deliorah Van Zandt sat in a great
casy chair Licfore a blazing fi.e, and gazed
louy and eadly into its glowing depths,
which sent & ruddy gleam over her snowy
hair, and stern, handsome face.

Christmas eve, and she the only surviving
member of her family, encased in her pride
of birth and wealth, alone in her palatial
Liome, unloving and unloved on this the
gladdest night of the year! It is no wonder
that a feeling of unconquerable lonelizess
and longing began to melt her nature
Fifteen minutes later she entered the Van
Zandt pew at St. Matthew's Church, and
gavo a hittle start of surprise to see a ragged
child with tangled golden curls asleep on
the crimson cushion. DPresently a blaze of
light illuminated the vast sanctuary, a
glorious Z¢ Deum resounded above the wor-
shipping congregation, aud Miss Deborah
felt a slight touch on her arm, and turned
to meet the goze of a pair of great lustrous
blue eyes, and an aw ed but j Jjoyous whisper,
“Is dis heaven 7"

“ No, child,” was the astonished reply.

« Zen where isit? My mamma's there,
an’ I want her.”

Miss Deborah evaded this perplexing
query by asking, “What is your name,
hittle boy 1

“ Darlin’.”

“What else?”

“ Mamma's darlin’.
heaven ?”

“]1 can't dear; but 11l take you home
with me. Lie still awhile,” she whispered,
and pillowed the sunny head on her costly
velvet and furs until the last grand anthem
died away into the apostolic benediction.

Two hours after Miss Deborah sat once
more in her luxurious howe, with an inspi-
ration in her heart and a white robed
Christmas gift in her arms,

“Isu't you my unzzer mamma?” cooed a
tiny voice, as a dimple cheek nestled against
her own.

*Yes darling”

« Zen, 1 has two mammas and Dezus.”

The last word came very faintly, and Miss
Deboraly, as the sweet eyes closed, tucked
th. treasure into a snowy couch, and turned
away, feeling that she had looked into the
face of the Cluist-child,

Will you take me to

It is good to be children sometimes,
and never better than at Christinas, when
its mighty founder was a child Himself.
~Dickeus,

CHRISTMAS.

Daxry little stockings
Hanging in o row,

Blue and gray and scarlet,
In the fire-lights glow.

Curly-pated sleepers
Safely tucked in bed;
Dreams of wondrous toy-shops
Dancing through each head.

Funny little stockings
Hanging in a row,

Stuffed with sweet surprises
Down from top to toe.

Skates and balls and trumpets,
Dishes, tops, and drums,

Books and dolls and candies,
Nuts and sugar-plums,

Little sleepers waking ;
Bless me, what a noise !
Wish you merry Christmas,
Happy girls and boys!
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THE SUNBEAM F¥OR 1884

Will be brighter, better, and more beautiful
than ever, with a superior grade of pictures;
and will be issued every fortnight, instead
of twice a month, so that at no time will the
schools he three weeks without its shining
presence, as now happens four times a
year. Itis just what the little folk of the
Primary Classes need—full of pretty pic-
tures, poems, and easy Lesson Notes,
Teachers will please send their orders at
once, that there be no interruption in send-

Jing the Suxneax for 1884,

SuNBEAM every fortnight, when less than
twenty copies, 15 cents; twenty copies
and upwards, 12 cents.

OUR CHARLIE.

Tuis is our Charlie’s second ChristmasL
He was only a baby last Christmas, and
don't remember how we hung up his stock-
ing, and how Santa Claus filled it with
good things. But this year he is looking
forward with great glee to Christmas morn.
ing, He is never tired of hearing about it,
He will ask all sorts of questions in his}
baby talk, and then he will sit still and
look at us so earnestly, just as he does in
the picture, while we tell him all about the
reindeer, and toys, and trinkets, and every-
thing. Bless his dear little heart, how he
will enjoy it, and make Christmas all the
merrier for everybody else.

CHRISTMAS IS COMING.

Tuaxg God for Chsistmas! It has f
face 80 cheery that our own faces brighten
as we look into it. It is so merry with
bell-music and carol-singing that we finy
ourselves joining in its songs, And it is af
friend so true and warm that we welcom
it with all our hearts, '

merry one. Let sorrow chasten and subj
due, but not render us selfish and hardj
Rather let us be more tender because of it
presence—more anxious to lighten the burg
den of it for others. Let us do withoul§
something that a sick child may be fed, ;
a cold room warmed. Let usinvite as a’..
guest of the festival som. solitary indi
vidual ; let us send parcels to the poor, anig
greetings to the aged. Let us think whef
He whose birthday we celebrate would di
if He were in our place, and then let us di
it joyfully and for His sake. What did H:jg
do? Feed the hungry? Heal the sicki®
Yes; and when He could no longer do thig
He said, “ Nevertheless, not My will, bu#
Thine be done.”

Dear friends, God give you a happ)§
Christmas }—Marianne Farningham., :



