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Johnry’s Obssrvations on Christmas Five,
BY CHARLYS LOVE BENJAMIN.

Somehow 1 can’t understand
What tho teacher sald to-dey,
About the seasons And the way
‘That the earth fs tilted, and
How the days keep getting short,—
Short and shorter in the fall,~—
T (she said) ihe winter bmnght
Us the shortest days of all

That stumnps me—thet’s what it does!
Tho shortcst days I ever saw

Came this summer, when I was
Camping out at Colton’s. Pshaw!

Talk about those days belny Iong,
Wty, they went by like a streak}

. Forty of 'em (or I'm wrong)

Wouldn't really make & week.

And now, she says the days are short ;
She made a dlagram to show
Just how it was; I s'pose I ought
To understand—but ail I know,
To-morrow holidays begin;
To-morrow Christmas'il be here;
But I'm sure to-day has been .
The longest day in all the year!

—St. Nicholas.
MAKING THE BEST OF IT.

) “1'never saw anything so dreadful !

N cried Belle, in despair. “Blocked in
" by snow! Who
knows how long
wa' shali stay
hers ? Hours !
days! Long

enongh to be too
1ats” for Cousin
Slen's wedding:
‘What does she
mean bélag mar-
ried in 'mid-
winter ? Why
dldo't we start
&  Weex SOORer,
while the wea~
ther was good 2

“Worst of all,
wa sghall miss
seelng her,” sald
Tom. *“She will
sail for Bogland,
-Saturday, and
then off to Indla..
I felt pretty fipe
-over belng an at-
tendant ‘at a8
wedding, and
navlng a cousid
golng o India.
for.a mL!slonary,
but 1.don't feel so
fine-now that we
are snow-blocked
from seeing her
L. She will see
‘monkeys every
day, and mo.
- doubt™ ride on
-8lephanis, and I
“wanted: der to be

.* sure and send me

-3ndig’ stamps.”

“Nothing ever goes right,” moaned
Belle. “This was my Arst chavce of
Lelng a bridesmaid, and here I am to
Toiss-t.”

“ Mako the best of 1t,” said Uncle Fred.

“Thero icn't cny best,” sald Tom and

“If there fs mo. best. in it for you,
sou ‘can he]p ‘to make the best-of it for
-other people,” sald thelr uncle. “We
aré by no means the worst-0ff ones on
thiz train. We-are -in -& sleeper; food
-and-beds are :provided;.I feel sorry for.

.- ‘some ST wﬂe—people -with children

“§n'the-common' ¢a%; they-have no beds; I
Tear-their- ‘provisions will run out, and
that they have.not-enough wraps. They
-aremice. Gcrman ‘people.”

“They :c4n- buy =at the buffel,” sald

-~ Tom.

-“The- buﬂe. iz very dm, and no doubt.
t.hey have dut.little nioney. Befors long:
shall go .and-seshow they fare.”
~ 72 morrow will be day before Christ-'
Inas?’ cried- Belle. Supposa w8 .are.

ﬂmt wp: iA-this. car 1l 'then=-even udtil,
- <Caristmas’ Day. - Oh,! von't tlnt be

“It may happen, as it {8 now elght
o'clock in the evening, the storm in-
creasing, and the wires down,” sald
Uncle Fred.

The next day found the train entirely
blockaded by snow. However, alittls talk
with Uncle Fred prevented the hearts of
Tom and Belle from belng storm-bound
by ill-temper. They visited the German
people In the next car and proceeded to
“ make the best of it.*

The quick eyes of Belle noted that the
orovision baskets wore nearly empty.
She and Fred consulted together in high
gles and proposed to receive conmtribu-
tlons from the lunch boxes and buffet in
the clesper and *“‘make a Christmas
party” for the half-dozen rosy little
Germang The party was Ilald in the
car where the Germans were, the con-
ductor and porters niding preparations
very heartily.  After the party, the
Germans proposed to treat the sleeper-car
passengers to a concert, £nd a fine concert
it was, with lovely Christmas carola.
Good-fellowship now prevalled, and a
lady who had a section near Belle sug-
gested that the brakemen sbonld he
asked to bring a Christmas tree from tho
woods not < off; that this tres should
be dressed or the little Germans.

“We can, I am sure, find ribboas,
kerchiefs, little nlck»nncka and toys and
beoks among us, and there are somsa
picture-books belonging to a tra!n~buy
Which will buy."

A

Now there was great joy. The treo
was brought, and some little purses,
hastily constructed, held shining dollars
for the porter, train-buy, and brakemen.
‘The dreaded day flew by with wonderful
quickness, At last the tres was reagdy,

-and then eager was the admliration.

“1t Is neurly as good as the wedding,”
cried Belle,

“Kind .of missicnary work, if we aro
not Cousin Ellen,” said Tom.

“ Truly making the best of it for our-
solves and others,” sald Uncle Fred.
“Ho who aideth his neighbeur cheereth
himself.”

*Help at hand !” sald the conductor,
coming down the car just as the famous
tres was stripped. *“ The snow-plough {.
js in sight.at last, with six engines to
push it

Then, 83-a.grand treat, the conductor

-had the top of the car swepf, and he-and
-Uncle-Fred helped-Tom and Bello-up to
‘the *“roof,” where thay could -sea the
‘mighty snow-plough c¢oming, smorting,

smoking, naming.,panung, over the deo-

‘gohte white wast

qq@vn‘;‘xglz_xddt 80 much, after all—

the waitlug,” eald Belle to Zom. *“Did
you 1"
“1 had a real good timio, as soon as

wo began to make the lest o? 1L, sald
Tom,

CHRISTMAF TIDINGS.

The tidings whit were announcea on
the first Christmas morn are ever now
and full of inspiretion. That song which
the angels ckant.d was oas which should
never grow old and whinh shall never be
forgotten. It matters nct where man is
found, he ever stops to hear the tidings
of joy which were first sung on the morn-
ing of Christ's birth, bnt which ceem to
becomo moere inspiring as the ages roll
along. 'aere never has becn a time
when thy tidings of the first Christmes
were not e matter of amarement. As
the shopherds were astonished at the
news, s0 vast multituqes are still aston-
ished at the plan of salvation. These
tidingzs of great joy have fllled the world
with goodness and happ ness.

Never before had such news been heard
among men, Never before bad men the
pleagure of knowing that the promised
one of Israel had come. But here when
the angel zaug, “1I bring you good tid-
ings of joy,” 1t was a truth never to be
forgotten and a season -ever full of in-
terest to overy one. The whole world
now has part In the celebration of that
event. It seems .all -men and nations

{RX EXOW FLOUAR,

are ready to do homugse {o tho Prince of
Peace 4nd (he Lord of Glors. Whean the
Christmas time comes, many who naver
profess hls. name are glad they may
share in the pleasures of the occasfon.
May 21l have a merry Christmss, and
may thege words be jewels to the soul

Merry Christmas?! .

Remember the poos;

The Saviour has come!

Good tidings of great joy !t -

“ GQlory 0 God in the highest P’

“O‘n earth peace, gosd will towasd
men ¥

“Thatks bo unto to God for his un-
speakadlo gift

“Let the people pralze thee, O God;

‘Tet all the people praise thee I

*And the Word was made flesh, and
dwelt among.us {and wo heheld his glory,
the glory:a3 of the only begotten of the
‘Father), foll of grace and truth ™

“For behold, I bring you good Halags,
-of great jos, which #aall bo to all people.

For unto you is born this day in the
city of Davld, & Saviour, whlchh -Christ
the Lorar

HI8 PIBST OPPORTUNITY.

Selzo ordinary opportunities and make
them oxtraordinary. " Tho best men,”
enys BE. H, Chapin, * aro not thosc who
have waited for chances, but who have
taken them, besfogod tbo chanco, con-
quored the chance, and mgde ch. :0 the
sarvitor.”

A story which is not naw I8 well told
fa The Youth's Companioa by Georgo
Cery Eggleston,

A large company had been {avited to
a banquet at tho mansion of Signor
Fallero, in Francu; and just beforo tho
hour tho confcctioner, who had been
making a large ornament for tho table,
sent word that he had spefled {t.”

“ It yoy will let mo try, I think I can
make something that will do,” sald a
boy who hsad been employed a8 a

sculllon.

“You!” exclaimed the head sorvan-.
in great astonishment; “and who arc
you ?”

“1 am Antonio Canova, the grandson
o? Pl:z.mno, the stonecuttsr,” replied tho
pale-faced iittle fellow,

* And, pray, what can you do 1 uked
the major-domo.

“Y can msake something that wil do
for the mlddle of the table, it you'll lat
me try.”

The servant was at his wits' end, so
he told Antonio to go ahead and seo what
he could do. Calling for some butter,
the scullion
quickly moulded
a large, crouch-
ing llon.

Dinner was an-
nounced, and
many ofe tho
most noted mer-
chants, pringes,
and noblemen of
YVenice were
ushered into the
large dining-
room. Among
thom wero skilled
critics of art
work, When
thoir eyes {fell
upon the butter
lion, they recog-
nized it as a
work of gentus
They exzamined i,
iong apd care-
fully. and asked
Signo: Fauero
what great aculp-
tor bad been per-
auaded to wasts
his skiil upon a
work in such a

When the dis-
tinguisted guests
learned that the
lijon had
in o short tims
by a sculibon,
the dioner wes
turned nto a
fcast n  hls
honour. ‘The rich host declared that he
would pay the hoy's expeusea under tho
best masters, and ho kept his word: bup
Antonio was not spoilad by his good for-
tune Ho remained at heari tho zame
simple, carnest, faitbhful boy who had
tried =0 hard to becomo a good stono-
cutter in the shop of Plsano.

Some may not have heard how the boy
Antonfo took advantasge of this firgt
great oppertunity, but all know of
Canova, ono of the greatest sculptors of
all ume.—Our Sunday Afternoon.

And all the dells on carth shzll rirg
On Christmas Day, cn Christmas Day;
And 2l the bells on carth shall ring
On Christmas D2y In the morning.

Angd all the a.ngcls in acaven shall sing
On Christmas Day, on Christmas Day ;

And all the angels in heaven shall ailng
On Christmas Day in the moruing.

Angd 2] the souls on cartd shall sing
On Christmas Day on Christmas Day:
And all the souls on earth shall sing
On Christmas ng‘m th:éx;grnlng.



