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i'l’ck ’ I fear it will be like those this little boy they always began
. ; Hava 111 marred and miser early, but to-day a gentle 

other days, all m m gis heart was singing again

\ Jl Hooe “ we will come for •• Jesus. Name of wondrous

, dav still marked with the Holy It we did nut an . woutd have roamed around,
“,u " ? „ as the golden letters shine bright An< c d lhe g,owing planta, and left

little earth bov lay on his and clear, so long we may have h,r footprints on the ground 
The little eart y y victory in the battles of the day. But th„e ihcy aiood, the balsams, the
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î'«ébi ,s "uk »do »« a-sA-skS? ZAngel whole re- the wrong thing grew strong, they Soiet. wicked penon must have come and
S ?b., h.d l=li . ««. me,5 by .he ronger «I ml.. .............. u« W ■

Uttk open door in his heart, who had crept in at the little, ie,„ 1Al,
Kr^t’,oh which some other good open door, and was keeping bright st(,FnB„, in the nigh., 
a ®“|8mioht cretin time. And the Golden Mark. And pinched our cheek, and noae, a. if he
Angel might p , there With the evening came the had the right. , ,softly from the room be ow there With the even m, H, ^«ped, I'm sure, in every nook and
came a sweet sound, the sound white A g , nn cranny in the house,
ol his mother’s voice, singing as ing Angel, to gather UP th* j And glided down the cellar .tain, as ,tdl 
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00 h,S CarS : and here they found then, poor £o£ *..y, „ minct me„ fo, ,he

and dull; and here they fount To ^“K&ving Day. 
them broken and ruined ; and
some they gathered up with nc mUst have been a thief, 1 m sure ; lor, 
smiles, and some with tears At shJ“X.£e™b£*£tching hi. stealthy 

<• It is the Golden Mark,” said last they stopped at ,he do?^ in0ve to spy, .
littie earth boy : but he did where they had talked together in „e (|ofted a1l lhe window pane» at nicely 
really remember his dream ; the early morning, and agam^the ^«eouM ^ t loop.holc where the 

it was as if some one spoke the beautiful white An^e » sharpest eye could see.
words in his heart, and still the this time with a smile as glowing, ^ tho^h did 
littlealoor stood open, for the good bright and joyous as the sun. wrought much good as we I,-InleHo enter in It was only a little earth boy s bu„, the chestnut', prickly bu„. and

A little blys day ,s not a very day that lay at the door, but the heed gloasy .hell, 
interesting thing to grown people heart of the Angel Hope was full 
who do not think. But to the 0f joy as he bore it swlftly_!’0,?g 
ancels and to children, and to to the Fathers house. For he 
mothers whose hearts are wise knew that it would make the 
with love, it is wonderful enough. Father glad, since shining clear 
So many bright hours to be busy and bright upon it still was the 
in so many happy plans ; cuch mark that He most dearly loves,
eager hurrying to carry them out ; the golden letters of the Holy
such joyful surprises, such sad Name.—Selected. 
disappointments ; so many hard 
battles ; so many defeats ; so 
many victories ! In this little
boy’s days there had always'been • mjm j, fi0t a min who has
so ma"y.mo°2theeaAnIïlHope no Lily affection ; the Christian is 
tones that only the Angel nop Christian who does not be
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elves or gnomes,
And no kind Santa Clau. who come, on 

Chiiilma, 10 out home..
But 1 am lute they mutt be wrong, lor 

someone came last night.
Who did not make a single sound, nor 

leave a track in sight.
But we caul 1 tell where he hid pa«Kil 

aero., the girden bed, .
For every flower hi. breath had touched 

was standing stark and dead.
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“ Jesus Name of wondrous love, 
Name all other names above ; 
Unto which must every knee 
Bow in deep humility.'
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The walnuts and the butter nuts he dropped 
upon the ground,

And covered with a furzy bloom the pump
kins large and round.

And mamma sayi 'twas not a thief who 
made this sudden csll ;

Sue said it was a visitor who came to us 
each fall, .

And spread a snow-white mantle on the 
meadow at he crotaed.

And when 1 asked his name,
’twaa honest old Jack Frost !

__Helen Whitney Cla'i, in S. S. limes.

she said

A PEEP THROUGH A WINDOW.

An old physician, as well known 
for his shrewd philosophy as for


