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bt o go Lo jail.  Thete was, naload, ws he atter-
wards temewbered, some wote ) due to him for a
a picee of work that he had just completed ; but
he did not hnow how to get it, and would have
Leen loth to let his employer know of his comli-
tion. There was nothing for it but to go to prison,
and to remain there until the twenty fonr hours
should be pursal. e would not be freo again
until nearly woon on Christmas Day,

Meanwnle, poor little Annie and Dick passed a
miserable nizht.  They had never known their
father stay out so long hefore, and they had no
money for food or firing.  When the next morning

. did not biing news of him, Annis went out to

make inyguivies.  She asked as many of his ac-

! quaintrnees as she knew whether they had seen

hiny; but she did not happen to hit upon any who
coald give her the information she desired.  She
went also to three of the public-houses that he
sotctimes visited, but she did not know of that
particular one which her father had entered with
his friend.  “There were so many,” as Annie said,
despairingly, to herself 5 so many flaring gin-palaces
and taverns and public-houses, that she did not
kunow which to visit first. So she gave up the
search, and came back to her little brother.

Dick’s cough was worse. e was feverish, too,
amd scemed exceedingly weak and il Annie re.
solved not to leave him again, She wonld stay
with him and nurse him, and not go in search of
her father, who was certain, so Annie thought, to
conte back sooner or later.  So she made some tea,
and tousted some bread at the tiny five, and sans
to little Dick until he fell asleep.  Every time she
hieard a footstep on the stair she started and trem-
bled with excitemeat—it was her father, perhaps,
and he would have money in his pocket wherewith
10 buy food and fuel; for the weather was bitterly
cold, and the stock of wood and coal wis nearly
exhausted.  There was a little bread and a few
spoonsful of tea in the cupboard; but when these
were done there was no money to buy more.
Would father never, never come!

Dick opened his eyes after a time, but they were
glazed and dim.  He spoke, but there was no sense
in what he said.  Amnic ran for the landiady, and
asked her advice.  The landlady shook her head.
“He's dying, my dear; you may be sure of that,”
she said.  “It's want of proper food, I expect,
more than anything else. Il send you up some-
thing for him—a pudding nicely flavoured with
Lrandy, now ”

«Oh, not brandy, please,” cried Annie.
tectotal, and so is he.”

« A mite like that 1 exclaimed the landlady in-
dignantly.  “Well, 1 never! lere’s gratitude!”
and she flounced off to her kitchen with an angry

brow. Wlhether she was really offended, or whether |

she forgat licr promise, Annie could not tell—but
the pudding never came.

So the day wore on. Tt was Chrictinas Eve, and
the shops were gaily decked ; and many fathers
and wothers were buying pretty tlungs for their
children in warm, comfortable homes. Du. these
two children sat in a cold garret; one ill, the other
hungry, miscrable—without fire and without food.
1t was a pitiable sight; and it is sad to think that
many children are Lrought to like misery by their
parents’ self-indulgence.

Christmas Day dawned at last; and when the
joy-bells were ringing, and the bright wintry sun-

light streamed into the dull little room, Dick.

opened his blue eyes, and looked once more at
Aunnie.

Tg it Christmas?” he asked.

“Yes, Dick.”

“ And is theve roast. beet and plum-pudding for
dinner¥”
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PLEASANT ITOURS,

S No, ek Pt and e .

“Weoll, I'morather glad, <ad Inek, Quaynthy
“fa 1 couldn’t vat 1t §f there was, I'm ghud tor
myselt, Twean,  Ts father ig”

“Nu, not yvet.”

“What a funny Cheistines Dy ** <aid ek

Annie was silent. Atter a hittle paase, Dk
weak voice was heard aLatn.

“Aunie, I don't think much of Chistis aftes
all.  People say it's a jully tim e 1 think, A,
mnybe there’s o better sort of Chotnoms - way
far avay  up in heaen Has voice brale,
and sank away into silew e, Lat e anled to lom
self, as though he had bappy thoazits,

“No, ek, no.
said Annie, replying to what <he knew he meant,
rather than what was actuadly <ud,

“I don't know,” said Ihick. = [ think heaven
must Le a warm, pleasaut place, et hke this
Annie.  It’s 50 culd here—tot mudh like Cheistimas
Day, is it?”

There was a dark figute in the doorway. A man
caine in and stood by the bud, hstemng,  Dick saw
him first, and nodded.

“Merry Christmns, father,” he said, in his weak,
little voice; “though 1t dont seem hhe
thristimas to any of us, doit "

“ May CGod forgive me !’

You e not gotng to leave me ™"

much

saild Morris hinarsely, as
he realizedd, in ane mpid uhinge, the state of desala
tion which his own actions had bromeht about.
“Grant me my child’s life, and I will give up the
drink! 1 will serve thes as 1 never served thee
hitherto!  But give me back my child. ¥

The praser was heard.  Little ek, althongh
serjously i1l and very weak, did not die. Kind
tricnds were found to help the erring but repentant
father ; and in course of timo- -in another home,
away from his bad companions—Morris beeamne
noted as a steady, serviceable workman, a kind
father, and an earnest Christian.

Annie and Dick, with bright eves and rosy
checks, had now a truly happy home; but, through-
out their happiness, father and children alike pre-
served a vivid remembrance of that Christmas-day
which proved the turning-point in their lives, and
was, thevefore, in very truth, one of the moxt
profitable Christmas Dhys that they ever spent.

John Morris passes the festive season nov much
more after the usual fashion, thongh withaut strong
drink; but there is no Christinas Day that he will
ever remember with mare thankfulness than the
one in which he came home from prison to hcar
his hittle boy saying, in his weak, patient voice,
“It don't scem much like & merry Christmas to
any of us, do it1”

But Dick’s Christmas greetings are now spoken
in a much merrier style.

BAD BOOKS.

NEvER, under any circumstances, read a bad
book ; and never spend a serious hour in reading
a second-rate book. No words can overstate the
mischief of bad reading. A bad book will often
haunt a man his whole life long. It is often
remembered when much that is better is forgotten :
it intrudes itself at the most solemn moments, and
contaminates the best feelings and  emotions.
Reading trashy sccond-rate books is a grievous
‘waste of time also. In the first place, there are a
great many more first-rate books than ever vou can
master ; and' in the second place, you cannot read
an inferior beok without giving up an opportanity
of reading a first-rate book. Books, remeamber, are
ifrienda—Dbooks affect character ; snd you can as
‘little: neglect your duty in respect of this as you
can safely neglect any other meral duty that is
cast upon you. Keep thie mind: pure, sud: the life
will be pure.
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Led by the Star.
RBY CARLOITA PRURY.

Ly b o star they came
At knelt at s foet
Bringtg fne gold and mveeh,
And in- fnse seeot.
Neoroval sign he ware,
Nu role hor i,
Y et there sauls they ktiew
He was the hiug.

\\ -t -Fing their {locks by mght,
Marveiluus strains

C e 1o the shepiterds on
Judew's plana,

Swaft froan the lips of that
Mystied throng,

Down 10 thee waking hearts,
Catne the glad song,

Aud what was the song that was anng on that wonderful
far ot tmormng,

When the sor e of the heavenly hiosts gare the dutiful
shephetds warnmg *

What was the gift that was given to the world that day,
an far

To the place where the young Cluld lay, the wise men
folluned the star?

tilory to Goden igh  the infinite majesty praving,

Peace and s iwidl to wen, the aiat - § anantinite lning 5
A gift from the soul of lore vamessel by cathly price,
Che song of hemige and trath, and beanty nnd saerifice.

The star the wiso men sfaw with hope in its gracous
beaming,

1edeeming ; .

Andd still to the Jdeepest depths the heart of the warld is
stirred

By the song thit so long ago the Judcan shephends heardd.

Swectiy the self-same strain may rise from lips that falter ;

Weakent of Lianls may bming tie chowest of giita to the
altar;

‘Gainst the truest and best of giving there's never a Lolt
nor bar,

\Wise and simple alike may follow the shining stae.

Pence and goodirill to men ; O bells in the steeple, ring it”
Peace on carth and goodwall 3 O broth. £ to brather, mng it ’
Up to the monutain tops awd down to the vales below,

On and on, forever let thic Chtmtin s messnge o,

Ungout, O Lelle® O congs

Upliftinre, zlad and sweet,

Yaour musie 1o all tune helonza,
So loug a3 hearts shiall luat !

King, heart, the perfect staamn,
Az and yet agnin ;

The immortal song of praise to God
And love to men,

It is costomary at this scason to make gaed
resolutions.  These resolutions are so frequentls
broken, that sneering at them has also bevome a
custom. ik up aimst any newspaper next
Tuesday or Wednesday, and youwill be pretty sure to
tind a number of swall jokes at the expense of the
penitents who have Leen “swearmg off)”  That
many New Year's resolutions should lo treated n
this way is not a matter of wander. Mauy of
them are thoaghtlessly made and quickly bioken.
Still, the making of such resulutions is a hopeful
thing. It shows that the maker bas within hun a
desire—feeble it may be, but still a desire - to be
a better man, aud to lead a better Lo, That desre
in'a godd thing. A man 1s never in a more hope
less condition than when he has no desire to v or
do better.  The New Yeirs resnlution shiows that
the man: who makes it thinks at least once & yenr.
Ho takes stock, and tries to forin a reasonalsly
correct estimate of hinseli.  That, too, is & gnwl
thing  Thero is little hope for a wan who does not
think seriously once a yenr.  Instead, then, of Le
litling New Year's resolutions, let all Ik upon
them ns good as far as they go.—as cvidenee thut
the makerstill measures himself morally, and haw »

desire to do and be better.—Canadian J'resliytarian
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The star of 4 Jdeathless love, still chimes for a world's

t



