
104 HAPPY DAY B.
.A:few minutes after ste saw bier pa

going ont of tbo front door and down
the Street.

"'Fossie," bier mother called out from
tbe kitchen.

«'YeS, ma, I arn coming.'
~' ~'~. \ . Conie nnd lbelp me te get ton. ready.

' ~ ' linbs goue down town and will bn
Si bnck sooii. Ile wiIl be. cold anid htin-

y gry, so let us have a itico hot tea for

hlm when ho cornes."

off te get the knives aud forks, for,
yoit Sec, she. wus an obedient littie girl,
and tried to lielp when she could.

'iV.. Il ~When pa came home that night
TaELIAN. IFuiiy: CIIILISTNAS ZST<Jity. Fossie saw lie did not go straight into

the diuing,.room as usual, but went
A (3001 TIIING TO WRlTER J pstairs for a few minutes.

"'WIià%T 81hal I write on iny ointe?" I said Whe.n ho carne down ho said te hie wife,
flarry to liimnself. "Oh!1 but it's cold ont;" IIuad, addressing his

lie oul no wrte ery ell bu hosatlittie girl, said, IlYou had better hurry to
down, and did the best ho could. bc,1 î 5~.u aryi h onn u

Thi~ l 'whs lie.wrote sc wvhat Santi Clans will give you."
«', MO)10. Next rnorning, before pa was up, ho board

lie took it and showed it te, lus mamma. osi calling ou t,"I a js e what he lias
"Tha loke oryivol,"shesai. "hatleft me. Oh!1 sncb a nice doll, just what ITha loks erywol," he aid IITha.1was vrisbing for yesterday; and Punch, withis a good thing te write. I hope yen wihl Ihie bugle and cymbale, sud twe or three

write it ou your life as well as on your alate." ohrd .

"Ho atid I wrhi teo m if, ma She did not know it, but hier father had
ho sid, aughng.ovorbeard wliat she was saving t'ie day be-
"lily~~~~~~~ .en a1odbyevr a u fore, and had gone out and bought a lot of

hour of yoiiu lifo. Then you -will vrite it
ou youur face too, for the inca of a good boy .toys for his littie daughter.
always tells iLs own .weet story. It looks THE BIIDS' CHRISTMAS TuBE.
kind and briglit and happy."

Whr leeuIwrt t am? You may think it rather cold comfort for
"If you write 'agood boy' on your life, th id oh n f ori h uw

rny darling, thora will be something Stil tr3'itg to pick ont the seeds front the cones
botter ivrittcn for yon." of the epruice tree. But thîey enjoy te

Wbst is that, mamma? foust just as much as you do your candy-
"Your name in the Lamb"s book of life. laden Christmas troc. God foods and cares

No natne cani evor bo written in a higbier, 'for thern, and flot a sparrow falis te the
botter place." 01grounud withont the knowledge of our

Ihlope every littie boy who reads thi3 Ilaenly Fatîter. Can we net trust that
will try te haîve his own naine writtcn insai irlFteinhvntooead
the book of lire by the Saviuuîr's loving hand.crefruTiCrirnstm rend

- ns of his grcat Christmas gift te tho world,
CHRISTMAS MO]iZ'lNG. the gift of hie doar Son Let us, thon, -ive

I %% isu I lad a real wax doli with real him our hbouts, and love him wvith aur whole
haïr- and real êves that would o eni- soul and mind and strcngth.
close ; and, let me see--oh, ycs !-and a real
sunt-bonnet like EIlies; and, oh! woiildnt 1 MERRY CHRISTMAS.
dress lier up, thuugb. It Es so cold, I bave A 31FRRY Cbristmu. te ail the boys and
te at.ay in the house and play %vith notbing girls: Mfay thu joy of this happy time
ai day long. I wish I had something te play last ail the year, and grow deeper, and
with." stronger, and sweeter, 'with every new day!i

This wus said. by a littie bine- eyedl golden- This can only be the case wliore the truc
haired girl, who was standing at the window Christmas spirit le flound-the àpirit of love
the day before Christmas, looking out at. and helpfulùes.
some boys coasting on a hli near hier father's What but this; sent the HoIy Babe, whose
bouse. birth we celebrate at this*glad time, inte ourý

cold, ead wvorld? Stirely, if ho had flot
lovcd us very dearly, and wanted to help
ne, ho would not bave loft hie bright home
iu tho skies te be. bora in a manger, and te
grow up te suifer the scorn aud ill-Lreatment
of wicked mon 1

FANNIE CIIOSBY'S CHiRISTMAS
LETTER TO THE CII[LDREN.

II,ÂPpy oildren, Sundav echolars,
In aur favoured Christian baud-

llew I wisb, for juat a moment,
I coubd clasp each tiny band 1

But that pleasure is denied me,
F or yen live tee far away;

So 1 send my yearly greeting
On thie merry Christmas Day.

I have pïayed that beavenly bleusinge
On your heade, like devw, might fabi

O 1 have a bourt, dear children,
Largo enough te ld yen al!

And its wealth ef love divided
Givee te each a goodby share;

I wilt cail my heart a ceaket,
Yen the geins L'ual sp ir'kl) t1 îir .

I arn thinking of a story,
Tlhat yen all remember well-

lIow a little helpless baby
Jesus came on earth te dwelb;

How au augel told the shepherds,
Wlîile a chorus in the sky

Sang goodwil te ran fotever,
IIGlory be te God ou high 1

With these festivo hours retnrning,
Uet us lift our seuls above;

Lot us Lhank our kind Redeemer
For his rich sud boundiess love.

Iarn sure you ail are grateful,
And I l'ope, my children dca;,

Yen wilh have a merry Christmas,
And a cloudless, brîght New Year.

CHRISTMAS.
TiIERE ie no part of the world in which,

Christmnas ie not kept. Even in pagan
lands are found soute Christians who do net
forget whe.n the day cernes which celebrates
the birth of Christ. Thougl doubties
everywhere there are those who, seS ini i
only a day for feasting and merry-making,
yet many others in the nuidat of the feasting
remember what the day means, and thank
Ged for the heaven-sent Babe and for the
angels' song. Lie every heart nLe ini the
chorus ef « Glory tc (3od in the hghest

AT a lawn party seine w'eks &go, a littlI.
bey tbree years old had his firat taste of
ice-creamI "Mammua," &ùèd lie, ilwhy don't
yeu warm, thîs puddin-it lie n alippery II,
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