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HAPPY DAYS.

CHRISTMAS GREETING.

Come in!  come in!

Come from near and come from far,
Come from all the lands that ar ;
Come from lonely realms of snow,
Wihere no winds of summer how;
Come from golden Palestine,
Vine-clad Alp and Apennine,
Fabled shore and pilgrim shrine;
Come from Asia’s central steep,
Afric’s sand and jungle deep;
Come from western prairie’s sweep,
Come from islands of the sea,

Says the Christ-child unto me,
Ervery child is bidden free.

Come in! eome in!

JESUS" FOLKS.
By Helen Clendenen.

Little Charlie C. was taking his first
ratlroad jonrney at least, the first he
could remember. He and his mamma
were vomng FEast. It was such a suimm
midsummer dav that nearly afl the peos
swngers had fallen into a doze. Cherlie
wondered  how anyvbody  could
when there was so much to be seen and
talked about. He wasn’t slecpy, no
ind-ed ' His blue eves were wide open
to cateh evervthing going on. both in
side and outside the . There were
so many things he wanted to know !
At thay particnlar moment he wantel
to know if the train had left Pennsyl
vamia vet @ if it were any nearer New
York, But his  mamma, teo.,  was
asleen, and, being 2 menlyv Little fellow,
e wonld not disturh her

“T com’t ask anvihine,” he thought.
“Evenvbodyv's asleep. T do wish < sme
thing would happen <o T could talk '™

Presently somethine did happen. The
train dowed un, and the porter ¢ lled

out, “Bethlehem ! Bethlehem ! That

sleen

*Suffer little children to come unto we.”

didn’t wem  to arouse anvbody. not
even  Charlie’s mamma : but Charlie
was =0 much excited that he ealled out
in his elear. high voice, “Mamma !
mamma ! von must wake un now !
Heve's where Jesus” folks ive '

When Bie mamma exploined that this
Pethichem  was not  the  Bothlehem
whe the Christ ¢hild  bad lived. 1he
Little fellow was greatly disappointed :
bt the rest of that afternoon the pas
found pleasure in both enter
tanine and being  entertained by the
wide awake little boy
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A LETTER FOR ROY.

It was a vleasant morning. and little
Rov was nlaving with Paul Martin on
the navement in front of their home.
Presently, they saw the postman com
ing down the street, stopping at al
mosi every door,

Rov ran up to him. and asked,
eagerlv, “Have vou a letter for me ?”
Not that he was expecting one, but he
thought, “Why shouldn’t the postman

bring a letter to me, as well as  to
other folks 77

But the postman shook  his head,
Kindlyv, and said, “Not to day, my lit
tle man.”

Rov felt quite disappointed, and ran
indoors to tell his mother about 1t

That evening, before bedtime, Mrs
Wilson said, “Come, Roy, I will teach
you the Golden Text for next Sunday.”

“l am tired of learning the Golden
Text.” said Rov.

“I thought vou wanted a letter this
morning,” said Mrs. Wilson.

“What has that to do with the
Golden Text 7’ asked Roy. curiously.

“A good deal,” answered his mother.
“Do vou know. Roy, that the Bible is
like a postman’s bag, full of beautiful
letters, and that some of these seem
written just for children ? The golden
text is a bit out of our heavenly
Father’s letter to you. Don’t yeu want
to hear it ?”’

“Yes, T do,” Royv said, with great in-
terest. “If T learn this golden text, 1
will have another letter next week, will
T not. mother ?”’

“ Yee.” Mre. Wileon eaid ; “and every
letter will be fnll of love, because it is
our Father's word.”

The next Monday morning, Royv was
playvine out again, when the postman
came down the street. This time he
smiled at Roy, and said. “I have a
leiter for vou to-day, mv little man.”

Rov could hardly believe the wood
news, but the postman handed him a
white envelope. directed to Rov Wilson,
Junior. So there conld be no mistake.
He ran into the honse, shouting.
“Mother, quick. quick ! a letter for
me !’

Mre. Wilson opened the letter. and
found that it was from Rov's father.
telling the oolden text for the next
Sunday, and explaining it by a pretty
<tory.

WHAT HE WANTED MOST.

A lady who was shopping noticed a
very =mall bov who was employved as
“Cash™ in the store. and. being inter-
ested in him. beran to ask him ques-
tions. “Wouldn’t vou like to live with
me and have evervthing my little boy
has 7" che inguired.

“What does vour iittle bov have *”
asked the ehild. fixing his large, serious |
eves upon her face.

“Oh ! he has books and lops and a
ponv.”” And <he enumerated a lot of
thines,

“Has he anv papa ?”" asked the child.

“Oh. ves ! he has a dear, kind papa,
who wives him all those things”

“Then T wonld like to be vour little
bov.” said the hild, gravely : “for my
papa i< dead, and T wonld rather have
him than anv of the other things.”

The ladv. who had been merely talk-
ing with the child for amusement. had
hard work to keep back her tears at
this naive confession.




