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He believed in a great many things.
He was fond of mystery, and some
of the things he could not explain he
believed ' in most.e? knew that a
broken stick circled aboat over a lit-
tle boy’s hand wonld take off warts,
because he had had a great many on
one hand and his grown-up cousin had
taken them off for hlm in that way.
You had to say some words while you
circled the sticks over the warts and,
then swing it three times about your |
head and let go of it so that it fell
where you didn't see it. Then some
day when you weren’'t thinking about
it you would see all at once that your
warts were gone.

He knew that a dead snake turned
over on ite back would bring rain. He !
knew this because once he had found
a dead snake and turned it over to tee.
They were not needinz rain at the
time, but that night it poured down |
in a great flood, and the next day,
too, it fell in torrents, until he heard
his father say that if it Kepi o ev-
erything would be ruined. Then the
littie boy siipped guiltily out in the
rain and turned the snake back to
save the crops.

He believed in pulling wishbones,
for he knew if he got the long end,
and then put it over the door, his
wish would be almost sure to come
true. Along about Thanksgiving time
there were a great many wishbones,
and the narrow shell at the top of
the door casing was filled with grisly
hopes that were mostly to come true
Christmas morning.

For in the goodness of SRanta Claus
he believed most of all. His prayers
were a great comfort, for they were
always ready, and when he said them
he was not afraid, even of Lhouscbreak-
ers. His parents he could depend on,
too, for his everyday wants, but San-
ta Claus was a big, jolly fellow in fur
who loved children and who, unseen,
and mysterious, came onc2 o year
with a eleigh and reindeer to bring
real things—the very things they
wanted most. His sleigh traveled
through the air and over the house-
tops. 1le could come down o chimney
of any size with his pack, and he al-
ways did come, and the long stockings
that the little boy and his sister hung,
one at each corner of the mantel,
over the fireplace, were always filled.

There was just one Santa Claus,
and there was no faith and no feel-
ing quite like that on the afternoon
before Christmas, - when he drove
the tack into the back left hand
corner of the mantel piece and hung
on it his longest and reddest stock-
ing, and then sat in different parts
of the room to look at it and so
make sure that Santa Claus could
not fail to see it first thing.

On other nights he was not al-
ways anxious to go to bed. On
Christmas Eve he was willing to go
before supper time. The morning
would come qujcker if he was asleep
and then he could wake up earlier,
too, and get his stocking. To get up
early—long before daylight, long be-
fore the fires were lit; to race out
into the sitting-room and back with
the stuffed, lumpy stocking— this
was the one great joy worth the
whole year of waiting. Months,
weeks, days and at last hours were
counted up to that moment. There
was nothing beyond it—nothing but
to begin the count of another
year's waiting.
* » - -

He had
could remem-

He had wanted a knife.
wanted one since he
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ber, but now thatshe had been go-
ing to school it seemed to him
that there was nothing in the world |
he wanted like that. The other bhoys
had them. To be sure, they were
all older than him, but he had
caught up with them in his lessons,
and it scemed as if knives and les-
sons ought to go _together. His
parents werg afraid he would cut
his fingers, but he had used the |
other boys’ knives and had not cut |
himself ; at least omly o little once,
and that was an accident.

He made up his mind at last that
in Santa Claus lay his only hope.
Su‘nt_u Claus, who knew everything, '
worid know, that he was old enough
VO liuve a knife—perhaps even oue

with two 1ade G
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sald that Santa Claus was very
particylar about his little boys’ fin-
gers. Still he had faith, and day
and night - his faith grew until
gn“ t went as far as three

lades, « big one and two little ones,
such a8 1, bhoy in school had. ‘But
this frighteped him even to think
of, and he \vént back right away to
two blades. even said to himself
that one blade, a big one with a
flat bone handle—a Barlow, as the
boys called it—would do. He [felt
sure of getting that, any way, and
he put his hand in his pocket to see
how it would seem there, and im-
agined how the boys at school would
gather around to ag it and cut
it against their own to see which
had the best steel. -

He had been getting all the long
ends of the wish bones, and his wish
was always for the knife. Ahove the
sitting room door there was & perfect
thicket of long ends. The knife was
certain. He could hardly walt for the
time.

But one day, when Christmas was no
more than a few weeks off, his father
returned from the village with “’c-
ture paper. It had a gréat dea it
about Christmas, and inside there was
a set of pictures that covered over
two whole pages. The little boy saw
them and epread the paper down on

He mentioned this to his
parents, bput they looked grave and .

the floor to look at them. Then he for-
got everything else in the world, for
they were pictures of the lile and
home of Santa Claus! He had seen
other such pictures, but never any be-
fore like these. There was the work-
shop with the old fellowr at his bench,
and the finished gifts piled around him.
There were dolls and playthings with-
out number, and there right in front
of him, sure enougn, was a whole row
of pocket knives! .

The little boy got down and looked
at the pictures very eclose. Which
knife was for him ? If he only knew!
Then he looked at the other picturep.
Therc was one of Santa Claus starting
off with his loaded sleigh, and another
one of him just stepping out of a chim-
ney into a room where two children
were asleep. But in the centre of the
page there was the largest picture of
all. It was a great castle amid thq
icebergs of the far north—the home
of Santa Claus! ]

On a high battlement stood -the old
fellow himself. He was leaning over,
and with a long spy glass was sweep-
ing the world below. The little boy’s
heart jumped. He knew about spy
glasses, and he understood now how it
was that Santa Claus could tell the
good children from the bad. It was
with that spy glass.

He lay on the floor looking at the
picture and thinking. Had he always
been good ? He began to have grave
floubts. He was not always obedient,

thing. But llke a flash the little boy
was out on the icy floor in the dark,
Ouat into the dim sitting-room, where
the emptin fireplace was cold and
shadowy the first -gray of dawn.
Then the full stocking that cranched
when he h it to his breast, and
a bound baek into his little home-made
bed, shivering with a delicious sense
of cold and joy.

There was something hard and kind
1of Jong at the top. That was candy
—a big stick of peppermint; he could
tell by the feeling and smell. He bit
a little piece off of the end of it. How

candy as Santa Claus. He laid it out
on the cover and went in deeper.
There was a small package next, but
it was not the knife. It was soft, and

yves, it was mittens. He tried to see
what color they were in the dark.
They were fastened together with a
long knit string. That was to go
round his neck. He had wanted mit-
tens like those before he wanted the
knife so badly. Then there was a
round quite big package that he could
hardly get out. “Phat wasn't the
knife, of course. He knew it was
cookies ag soon as he ot it open. Real
{ Christmas cooklies, with white frost-
ing 4nd red sugar sprinkled on the
top. He wondered why his mother
never made such good cookies as those.
: He bit one in two and went deeper.
S8till no knife. His heart sank a little
| ag he drew out a long roll, that must
i reach, he thought, to the very end of
| the stocking. It was a took rolled up,
iand inside of it was another pack-
age of candy—mixed candy this
time. He stuffed a gum drop
into his mouth and seized the stocking
again. There was something more in

it, but it did not feel like a knife. It |

was kind of big and soft. He drew it
out and made sure that the stocking
was empty. Then he began to un-
wrap. One paper came off, and then
another. Still another paper, and yet
another paper, and another and an-

/ heard the bells on Christmas Dy
Their old familiar carols play,

{ And wild and sweet Lhe words repeal
> Of peace on earth, good will o men.”

wnd there were a good many things
happened at school that he did not
care to speak of at home. He wonder-

i ed how good one had to be to geta

knife—a knife with two blades. There
were still two weeks until Christmas.
Ile would try to make up by being
perfect during those two weeks. He
would remember about that long spy
glass every minute of the -day.

By and by he took the paper over
to where his mother was sewing.
There was one picture he did not
understand. 1t was Santa Claus
looking at a big book with writing in
ite

“Why,” she said, “that is where he
fgceps the names of children. Ha2 puts
after them whether they are good or
bad.”

“Oh !” he asked, “is my name there?”

“Why, no; they go by the alphabet;
your name would be just on the next

page.”

The little boy’s hands trembled with
eagerness. He must see what was on
the other side of that page. He took
the paper and went back to his place
on the floor. He turned it so he found
the place just under the picture, but it
showed only printing. Then he turned
it back again and tried to push a pin
under the edge of the leaf. He could
not do that either. Then he turned to
the other side of the picture once more
and held it up to the light. He could
see the book and Santa Claus and
some writing on the page. He ran
once more to his mother.

“Read it, ma,” he said. “Read the
other side.”

But she laughed and said it was all
the same. Then she tried to oxplain.
He could understand, but he was not
gatisfied. If he could only see the
other side of that page he would know
then about the knife.

' ') [} ° L

It was very dark when he woke on
Christmas morning. His parents, sleep-
Ing in the same room, were not awake.
It was very cold, too, but that did not
matter.

*“Is it morning, ma?” he
softly. * Ma, is it morning?” )

There was a sleepy sound from the
big bed that might have meant any-

called,

LongFellow.

other. Each paper that came off left
the parcel harder and harder, and
harder, and there was something now
about the shape of it that made him
fairly wild with eagernass. He was
«0 excited he could hardly unwind the
last paper, that seemed to have no
end. He tore off great pleces of it
and once the package slipped out of
his fingers. At last the wrapping was
all off, and clutched tightly in his
hand was a treasure cold and hard,
put which warmed the little boy to
his very soul.

“Ma !” he crled, “Oh, Ma.! Oh, Pa:
Santa Claus did bring me a knife! He
did, Ma, I told you he would!”

There was a sound something . like
laughter from the big bed. Then a
volce : Y

“] guess Santa Claus must have
forgotten how old you are. I suppose
we'll have to lay it away for a year
or two.”

But the little boy knew it would
not be laid away. He was snuggled
down now with the precious cold trea-
sure clutched tightly in fingers that
were devouring it in every part.

“Qh, Ma, it’s got two blades L

“Has it$”

“Yes, sir, it has! A big one and

little one, both at the same end!”

“Well! Welll”

The small fingers roamed over the
smooth, wooden ° handle which . he
could not yet see. The sturdy thumb
nail bent ‘itself time and again In
the little catches of the two cold
-blades that were too new for him to
open. Now and then he reached out to
feel of his mittens and the cookies
and to find another piece of the mixed
candy. He sucked the candy to make
it last.

Dear heart, how happy he was.

The Night of Loye.
0O little town of Bethlehem !
How still we see the lie;
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep
The silent stars go by ;
Yot in thy dark street shineth
The everlasting light;
The hopes and fears of all the years
Are met in thee to-night

—Bishop Phillips Brooks.

good it was. Nobody ever made such,

when he opened it it felt woolly. Oh,"
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Christs Coming Foretold.—Iea. 9: 27,

g Time—B. C. 730-732. Place—Jerusa~
em.

1 ersons—Isaiah. Judah. Christ.

Commentary — (onnecting Links.
(Read inirouuction.) **lsrael was rap-
idly hasuening, to its end amid great
disorders. 71he end came about the
middle of Isaiah’s prophetic work.
Hosea ’ was contemporary in lsrael
with Isaiah, and with Nahum and
Micah in Judah. Possibly, also, Joel in
Judah, and Amos and Jonah in Israel,
may have been still living, old men,
in the early days of Isaiah.

2. The people that walked in dark-
ness—The people of Judah. They were
at this time under a two-fold darkuess:
(1) The darkness of outward trouble.
See 1I. Kings, xv. 87 ; avi.'14-8, 17 IL
Chron. xxviii. 5-8. (2) They, were in
moral darkness. They were attacked
by the king of Israel and by the king
of Damascus, and afterward by the
king of Assyria. Great multitudes were
carried captives, or were slain. The
Philistines took permanent possession
of the territory which they had over-
run, occupying it and adding it to
their dominion.  Judah was indeed
“prought low and made naked.”

3. Thou hast multiplied the nation—
The prophet shows them the Messiah
and His times. He would move them to
hope, awaken faith, arouse to right-
eousness, by the vision of good times
coming. The only way to such a bless-
ed consummation was by the path of
holiness, obedience and faith.—DPclou-
bet. They joy before Thed—The pro-
phet notes it to be a religious joy be-
cause it 1s said to be before God—
that is, in FHis presence and with a
grateful acknowledgment of His bene-
fits

4. Thou hast broken the yoke—The
Jews were successively delivered from
the .burdensome and galling yoke of
the Assyrians, Chaldeans, Persians and
Macedonians ; but these deliverances
were only a shadow of redemption
from the yoke of Satan: and that re-
demption séems here especially pre-
dicted as if already accomplished.—
Scott. As in the day of Midian—As
Gideon with a handful of men con-
quered the hosts of Midian, so Mes-
siah, the * child” (v. 6) shall prove to
be the “Prince of peace,” and thp
small company under him shall over-
come the mighty hosts of Antichrigt.
Cee the same contrast in Mie, v. 2-3
J.,, ¥. & B,

5. For every battle—It was the cus-
tom of antiquity to pile the arms of
prostrate enemies, the spoils of less
value, and their spotted garments,
into a heap and then burn them.—
Rosewin. All that belongs to war
shall be swept away ; the war itself
shall die. The Messiah abolishes all
war ; but not until his foes are either
swept away by his judgments or melt-
ed into penitence and won over to
submission by His love.

6. Unto us—The prophet spake of
the predicted blessings as if already
communicated. Angels say, “Unto
you,” but this child was born for the

benefit-of us men, of us sinners, of all |

believers, to the end of the world.—
Scott. In the far distance the pro-
phet foresaw the Redeemer of the
world. It is interesting to potice
how this promise gradually dawned
upon the world through the pro-
phets. A little later came the vision
of the suffering Saviour (Isa. 538);
then the town where He should be
born (Micah v. 2); a more complete
revelation came through Daniel. A
son is given—God’s gratuitous gift,
upon which man had no claim. John
fil. 16.—J., F. & B. A gift of love,f
joy. of universal fitness to our needs, of
eternal enrichment, of forever increas-
ing value; and this gift insures all
other gifts. Rom. viil. 32.—lunk. As
Son of man Jesus was “a child born”;
as Son of God He was a “Son given.”
—8 urgeon. Goyvernm nt—"Tae  ensign
of government, the sceptre, the sword,
or key, was borne upoa or hung from
the shoulder. All government shall be
vested in Him.—Barnes. His name—A
name stands for all that is in the man
—his charaeter, his principles and his
property.—eloubet. Wonderful— DBe-
cause Ilis nature was bhoth human
and divine. Whoever refuses to Lielieve
in the supernatural must pause at vhe
manger. He can go no farther. Coun-
sellor—One who has wisdom to gnide
—himsell and others. Jesus wes the
embodiment of the wisdom of God. A
gaviour, both God and man—a por-
sonal revelation of Gold's love, a per-
fect character and example, the sum
of all motives for being good, the
atonement that takes away sin while
it forgives, the gift of the Holy Spirit,
the institution of the church, its con-
tinued guidance, an everlasting but
unseen Siviour—all these are proofs of
wisdom, divine .and limitless. Mighty
God—God the mighty One. As He has
wisdom, so He had strength’; He i
able to gave to the uttermost: and
such is the work of the Mediator that
no less a power than that of the
mighty God could accomp'ish it. Fver-
lastiny Father—Expres ing the i Ine
love and pity for m»n, a love that can
never fail, for it is everlasting.—
Henry. Prince of Pence—As King
He preserves, commands, creates
peace. His peacs both keeps the hearts
of His people and rules in them. He
is the author of all that peace which
I8 the present and future bliss of Hix
subjects.—Com. Com. Peace is used to
express all the blessinzs that come to
a kingdom where there is peace from
outward enemics, pence betwe n rulers
and ruled, peace between the differ-
ent members of the kingdom; no
disorders, no idleness, no criminals.—
Peloubet.

PRACTICAL SURVEY.

National darkness. Behold the ped-
ple of God. devoted to the worship
of idols! Recall the many times that
God had shown mercy unto this dis-
obedient people. Think what wealth
was given them in the products of
their land. See how minutely God had
given them Mis laws. Remember how
He subdued nations wnder them, an.

exalted them to honbr and pewer. Yet.
for all this, we f:hd them walking
in darkness and dwelling im the land
of the shadow of death. Politi¢al and
moral darkness enveloped thein, and
they groped in sorrow and despair.
Prophetic light. While the prophet
gazed upon the people he saw only
foreshadowing death., He saw nothing
to recommend them to God, He saw no
effort to reform. King and people
were plunged into s:n and supersti-
tion. When the scene was almost over-
whelming God drew his attention to
future days. Here the prophet was
blessed with a view of the days of
the Messiah. He was led to exclaim:
“Unto us—yes, unto us a child is born,
and descended from this very tribe—
a child and a Son! Wonderful, was
His name; Counselor described His
nature? M'ghty God told of his high
origin; Everlasting Father bespoke
His love and gracious care.
Messiah’s kingdom. It was ome of
peace. What could be more desirable
to a people beset by enemies, and
feeling the displeasures of God rest-
ing upon their consciences? It prom-
isedd & complete transformation—joy
for mourning, and peace instead of
war. It tojd of worship before God,
before whofn all idols were forbidden.
1t told of [prosperity, with judgment
and justice™ It is his delight to bring
peace to each individual soul. s 1%
Peance with God. 2. Peace with hea-
ven, 2 harmony and sympathy with
all that is there. 3. Peace with gelf ;
all the various faculties of the na-
ture being in accord and working
harmoniously. 4. Peace with men. 5.
Peace of an approving conscience. 6.
Peace of submissive will. 7. A peace
which is eternal, unbroken, perfect.”
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How to Grow
Christmas Trees.

~

Strings of colored pop-corn fes-
tooned from limb to Iimis are pretty
and inexpensive: The top of a tree
always looks well ornamented with a
figure of the patron saint of the

Christmas season, t. Nicholas. Small
figures of this sort can be bought
for ten cents of the dealers in Christ-
mas goods. Bits of cotton fastened
all over the tree make a fine imita-
tion of snow. A yard of tarlatan costs
but a few cents, and may ba cut up
to make dozens of little boots and
hearts, filled with bright colored can-
dles and stitched together with
brizht yarn. Tinsel paper can
be cut into cornucopias, the interiors
of which are lined .with lace , paper
to cover the canly and protect it
from the dust.

Plenty of tinsel should be: display-
ed upon the tree. It costs little and
can be saved to use again next year.
The shops, too, have a pretty im:ita-
tion of snow, made of fine tissue pa-

r. The gilt bon-bons, which can be

ought in the shops by the dozen,
not only make the tree look bright
but afford the children a lot of
amusement. Sprays of red-berried
holly tied here and there on the
tree tend to brighten it. Gilt stars
do not cost much. They may even be
made al home, cardbvard being cut
out to form the star, and covered
with gold or silver paper. Tiny can-
dles to light the tree at night cos¥
about five cents a dozeu. Little
metallic candlesticks to attach to
the tree cost very little, and are a
protection from fire.

The box that holds the tree may
be covered with thick moss, bits of
broken mirror being interspersed to
represent, water. A box of tin sol-
diers, a Noah's ark or a wooden vil-
lage, a gift for one of the children,
might find its first use in populat-
ing the mininture jandscape at the
foot of the tree. In the shops, cas-
tles and toy fountains, all sorts of
devices to add interest to the moss
covered foot of the tree, may be
purchased. Iron holders for the
Christmas tree may also be had in
the shops. A box weighted with
bricks, however, will do just as well,
a hole the size of the trunk of the
tree being burned through the thick
lid of the box with a red-hot poker.

Christmas in Bethlehe

1t is interesting to know Ve
seoms fitting that it should be 80—
that in one osbcure cormer of this
great world Christmas is a day of
purely religious ceremony and wor-
ship, with none of the social merri-
ment—which is but the outcome of
the Christian heart and home—e®
dear to us.

This spot is Bethlehem, the birth-
place of the saviour. There, in the
Church of the Nativity, which is
supposed to contain the grave or
grotto in-which Jesus is born, upon
each returning Christmas Eve a
vast concourse of bishops, priests,
and people assemble and hold religi-
ous services all night long in remem-
brance of, and thankiuness [or,
Christ, ‘the great gift which Godin
His love amd compassion for a be-
n'ghted race bestowel upon it, and
without whose presence Iin our
hearts the Christmas which we [ove
g0 well. the day when all 8 cheer,
the day when self is cast aside, and
we feel and know that *“‘it ‘is more
blessed to give than to receive,”
would not be possible.

.(‘hrlstmu:«\ Greeting.

Sing a song of Christmas !
Pockets full of gold; v
Plums and cakes for stockings,
More than they can hold.

Pudding in the great pot,
Turkey on the spit,

Merry faces round the fire—
Sorrow ? Not a bit!

His Time Coming.

Mrs. Smith—John, you must keep
that boy down. Smith—What's the
matter with him? Mrs. Smith—He's
getting far too dictatorial. He wants
to rule everything. Smith—Oh, well,
let him enjoy himself while he may.
He'll marry some time, and thatll end
it.




