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Ohristmas Gifts.

CHRISTMAS gifts for thee, fair and free!
Precious things from the heavenly store,
Filling thy casket more and more;
Goldea love in divinest chain,

Thst never can be untwined again;
Silvery carols of joy that awell,
Sweetest of all in the heart's lone cell,
Pestls of peace, that were sought for thes,
In the texrible depths of a fiery sea;
Dismond promises sparkling bright,
Fluhing in fartheat-reaching light.

Christmss gifts for thee, grand and
free!
Christmss gifts from the King of love,
Brought from his royal home above;
Brought to thee in the far-off land,
Brought to thee by his own dearhand.
Promises held by Christ for thee,
Peaco ag » river flowing free,
Joy that in his 0wn joy must live,
Anxd love that Infinite love can give,
Surely thy heart of hearts uplifts,
Carols of praise for such Christmas
gifta.
~Francis Ridley Havergal

GRTTING READY POR
OHRISTMAS,
ChnisTHAS i8 generally a very
busy time. Children are anxious
to have home attractive, and
t make many sacrifices for a pleas-
| ant time. These darling children
| scarcely able to get through the
 sn0w are carrying honje an ever-
i green.  How glad they are that
i the Merry Christmas time is so
nest at hand. Their home will
be full of pleasure when this
little tree bends under the good
things kind parents will hang
upon it. It would be well for
more parents to encourage chil-
dren to decorate home and have
a tree on which to hang presents
for the dear little ones. What
merry times these are when all
the household gather around the
Christmas tree. Give the chil-
dren this day out of the year
which they will remember with
plessure.  Get ready in time to
celebrate Christ’s birth in the

able and entertaining.

O

bome in such a way as shall be profit-

CHRISTMAS IN A SWEDISH
HOME.

LET us enter this house at noon on
Christmas Eve. In every place you
will find that ali is ready for Christ-
mas. In the drawing-room stands a
tall pine tree, richly dressed with all

a white flag with the words of the who speaks to them about the Holy

angels printed onit: “Glory to God

3 i’f:“‘* s o -
GETTING READY FOR CHRISTMAS.

dishes at all, a sort of dried fish sonked ! that we should not walk in darkness
in brine, called *lut fisk,” and a very | We sing beautiful hymns at the piano,
‘some of them written by Martin

curious soup called “busbas.”

After dinner we visit an orphan | Luther for his own children at Christ

home, to sce the joy of the children
gathered round their Christimus-tree
receiving their gifts. How joyfully

Child in the manger!

mas. My father reads to us the
second chapter of St. Luke, and then
we take our places round a table to
receive our Christmas presents.

In some families they fling
the gifts through the door, but
we wrap them up in paper and
put them in great baskets.

verses written on the parcels
and gives them to their vwners.
What exclamations of surpnse
and delight! The fire castsits

our nats, and chat till we go to
bed to dream about the huppy
Christmas Eve.

At three o'clock on Christmias
morning the church bells begin
to ring merrily. At tive we all
go to church, which is brillinntly
| lighted with hundreds of can-
PR dles. What a charming sight
PP itis in the clear frosty night ;
4 you would, I am sure, liko to see
it. Perhaps you would be able
to see a splendid * Northern
Light” trembling in the sky.
Thousands of bright stars are

mense walls of snow and the
dark trees with thickly frosted
boughs stands the old church
with light strearring from the
windows.

In every window in our home
| stand many candles
put the lighted Christmns tree
i on the veranda. Now we
troops of people in their quai«t
bright costume coming with
blazing torches in their hands to
4 worship in the temple of the
Lord.

How mighty and strong does
the thanksgiving hymn sound
from the crowded church, “ Be greeted,
holy morning hour !”

twinkling, and amidst the im °

—— o —

L

|

My |
father reads the names and

ruddy blaze over the whole scene, |
and we peel our apples, «rach

— —

+
Once we

e

in the highest, and on earth peace,i On our return wu find the coflee
good-wall to men.” The names of our, table waiting for us, and we gather’
Saviour given in Isa. 9. 6, are prinbcd' round it, but all are impatient to get
on others. The flags of many nations  the meal over, for after it we go to
are there, and you very likely will find  light the candles on the tree. . lasts no longer.- English Paper.
your American flag among them. Each one repeats somc words from ' ——

The dinner of this day is very funny. , the Bible about the great Light who'! Make life a ministry of lve, and it
You would certainly not like the came into the world to shine for us will always be worth living

Christmas time flies rapidly. There
arc mectings, feasts for the Swuday
school children, friendly visits. We
are only sorry that the happy season

SoxE ons was praising the English
peblic schools to Charles Lamb, and
said: ¢ All onr best men werc public-
schoo) mmen. Look at our poets. There's
Byron, he was a Harrow-boy—"
4Yes,” interrupted Charles, “and




]

PLEASANT HOURS.
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A Christmas Legend.

. Wanrsc the shounaker of Aptwerp catno W

. lie,

" An b foar and trembHug fuied the Lord

st High,

S Ao the suestion stern and awful, ** \What

| hast thon

c bt the Rang ol raith and heaven dune
bl o 7

“Lanl,” he ausweral, Yothers servo thee,
I adone

Hase bo twlent, npught to ofler ut thy
throne;

Uuly Uus ond tung to thee, latd, dure |
tell,

1 pleasedd the children, and they love

mo well™

Then the awlal hash that folluwed e the
nk_\'

Suddenly was bioken by a pleading ery

18y the vorees of the childien that wose

It the steeets luhlub‘huut thu ity prayihyg
thus

“ Dear Lotd, we melmely, Themonksand
the astuts
u the city shound,
tnt since thu shuemakor died not nan
Huve wo anywhere found
Who can play the gaues that the children
love,
And play them zo well,
Or tell us the tuley of the olden time
Ho only could tell
Phere is no uvie o sing us the merry old
‘Ullb’ﬁ
As he used to do,
Or to wintle us tuys, for the rest forget

Low
i (If they ever knew )
 Dear Lonl, thero ute boly monks amd to
) apure
' fu the streets of our town g
Tale one of than up te heaven, and send
T'he shostmnker down '

¢ Cane the sudden wondrous shining of the
' simle that hights the skies,
Aa the hang of hanenanswered, * Labourer
in my vineysid, rige|
Thuugh thou didst it for the childien, thou
hast done it unte me,
While « child oy earth is ljving, thou its
Ivang saint shalt be v

Still we Gud the little children; stil) their
saint lives on the carth;

And when cones the glorous evemng of the
Chirist-cluld’s holy birth,

W ith strasige prower of specch and miotion
o he from bud W land,

S gtteny blessings for the children every-
where with cager haad.

Whete no other smnt may enter he comes
i withont a word,

And litn cunmng and his prescnce mean the
coming of thy Lord 1

—Eva L. Oyden.
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A GIFT OF GOD,

Grandmother s Chnstmas 8tory.
1Y ROSE TERRY CGOKE,

s Por the a naalt staud in thy lot.”

"Twas an awiul Winter. We folks
that live way up amongst the mountains
. gets used to cold and snow, but the's
a difter botwixt Winters for all that,
and 1 never saw such w one ag "twas
when we got our gift from God. But I'd
better begin to the beginning.  Eben
and e was, s0 to spusk, pivneers in
the 1egion we sottled in; ‘twas way
up on Wild Cat River, as fur abuve
Jackson a8 Juckson is above Conway,
| but there wasn't no settlpment betwixt
‘ us and Gorham in them days, that is

é:o say unly a few houses huddled to

gether thirty milos apart, like sheep in

a storm. But we was furthor'n that
from anybody. T weonder now, being
old and broke up with work and rheu-
matiz, how wo done 1t, but sviwebody’s
got to begin, always, and we wero
young and strong and poor. Ebon's
folks hind tep vhildren, so it behooved
him to play round and get off his old
futher’s hands. I hadn’t anybody but
Eben. 1 was an orphan and bound
out to his mother, and as far a3 T
kuows T hadn't kith nor kin, Miss
Dart wasalways good to me, I will say
it, I had to work, but so did she, and she
wade of me pretty near as much as
though I'd been her own. 8he had
three wirls of her ten, but they come
last, so they couldn'’t help any. Eben
and o always fellowshipped, snd wheo
it come to it that he made up his mind
to clear up & spot in the north woods
und make his home up there, he asked
me to go nlong and T said I would.
1'd besn to sugar camps too much to be
afraid of living in a bark sha, tv, and
then I set by Eben considerable. So
we went up one day in the spring.
By stage as far as we could, then hoss-
back, for his folks giv us a hoss and
a cow, s0 I rode one and he drove
tother, first by a sort of a road and
then up a track to where the' was an
intervale and a big spring; he'd been
up there the year before and built a
big shunty ar’ « barn, and sowed corn
into the intervale, ar? backed the most
of it down to the road, an’ 8o to the
nearest mill, so’s we had meal and
milk to live on, but we had to sell the
hoss, once ploughin’ was done, we
couldn’t keep him. Dear mo! how I
talk. But when I think of them old
times seetus as though I couldn’t stop.

Well, days and yecars went on; we
had six children born up there in the
woods, boys all of 'em and by the time
the oldest was twenty the was a
travelled road went up to Canady,
along ’tother side of the river. And
wo had a considerable nice farm ; he'd
cleared an’ planted an’ set out apple
trees and put up a saw mill, and we
hnd a plenty to cat and drink and do;
but the land was too straight for us,
same as it was for the sons of the pro-
phets in Scripter, for thero was Joseph
was 20 and 'Liab he was a'most 19
and John he was 17 and Lorenzo was
twin to him. The’ was two more, but
they died ; that made it kind of hard
for me, 'twas so lonesome to lay ‘em
away out in the lot, with nothin’ to
tell if "twas cats or children lay under
them heaps!

Well, Joseph got onecasy; there
really wasn't cnough for four of ’em
to do, so he took a feyer to go.off and
settle for himself outin Ohio and 'Liab
wanted to go with him, so we didn't
hinder 'cm, and they went and done
well; and now I've got great grand-
children comin’ up on good farms out
in the Western county that I havn't
never seen; ond now I'm a’most 90
"tisn’t likely as X ever shall seq ‘em;
but then I don't kuow 'em and my
boys i3 gray headed old men.

Johin and ‘Renzo stayed by the stuff,

-

but one Fall they was out in the woods
a choppin’ and a tree fell the wiong
way and catched 'Renzu’s leg under o
bough on'tand broke it dreadful,  Wu
had to send thirty miles for a nateral
bone setter, and he said "twas o terrible
bad fracture, and the Loy'd go limpin’
all his days, if Le didn't have o go .u
crutches.

That come hard ; 'Renzo was a’most
19 then, an’ he an’ John was like two
wild creturs together when work was
done, skylarkin' and jumpin' fences,
and trappin’ and fishin'; and now all
that was done with. I suppoze I sot
thinkin’ of it ~ue day, for 'Renzo turn-
ed his head on the pillow and said,
kind of swilin’, “I can fish, anyway,
mammy!” I thought I should have
bawled right out then but I didn’t.

Well, "twas harder whon he got out
o’ bed and found what he couldn’t do,
and it kip' gettin’ harder; and John
seemed to fedl just as bad as he did;
so that Winter he went off a luinberin’
over to the Maine woods and we three
was left there by ourselves; and when

John came home in next May he give |.

us to understand, seein’ Lorenzo was
limpin’ round now with a stick, that
he had took a farm on shares with
a feller that bossed his job at lumberin’
and would strike out for himself if pa
would give him histime. He wouldn’t
ha’ gaid a word about it if 'Renzo had
beon helpless, but he was to let Jim
Marsh know how ’twas as quick as
ever he found out.  Eben give in and
I hed to, but I did feel real put about
for Lorenzo, cut off in the spring of his
youth, as you may say, and set by,
whilst all the rest was goin’ off abroad
and settin’ up homes for themselves.

I kind of mistrusted there was some-

‘thin’ back of farmin’ to John's idee of

goin’ off; so I asked him who was goin’
to- keep house for ’em; and le looked
out.o' the winder and said “Sary”
was,

“Who's Sary1” says I, innocent as
a biled turnip.

“QOh, she’s Jim's sister.”

“ A maiden lady1” saysI.

“No,” says he, sharper'n barbarries ;
“She’sa gurl.” .
I didn’t say no more.
Well there we was.
smart enough that Summer to milk
and plant the gardin and chop some
wood in the shed : and he liked to fuss
round with the fowals somne, and come
hayin’ he raked after the cart quite a
little; but he had real low spells,
’specially i€ we hapened to hear about
the other boys, which we did sometimes

in the Sumnmer season.

1 felt real bad for him ! scemed as
though I couldn’t blame himn none, and
I'd Lived too long to think of blamin’
the Lord. But I ain't oneof them
that hush up things and slide round ‘em.
I like to lock trouble in the face and
see just how long and bread 'tis, and
what it's good for, and then 1 can set to
and bear it the best Tean. So I said
one day to 'Reuzo, who was sittin’ on
a log out in the chipyasrd, lookin’ as
downhearted as o shuared sheep,

right over then.  1'd opencd the gates

"Renzo got |’

“'Renzo,” says T, “apeokit out,” sags -
I, wtwon't ba half 8o bud'if you fordh
it to . the sunshinn” The tews

when the pund was full,

“ Mother,” says hie, when he'd ketch
et hold of hiwself again, *sonntiues
it dues seetn as though [ eouldu’t bear
it. Irehan't ever go out into the waorld
like tho othor boys and bave o home |
and a wifo.”

“No," says I, *'tain't likely you
will.  But you'll hive a home hirg
'Renzo.  Pu caleulates to lease you the
home farm, seein' us you got crippled
workin' on it. And if you will be
best off to have a wife there’ll be uns,
for ye.”

“1 don't kuow where,” he said,

“No moare do I; but the Lord does,
and what he’s give ye to do now is to-
‘stand in the lot,’ as Scripter snys, und
do what you can where you be.”

"Renwd got religion two years be
fore in u cump wmeetin’ down to Bart
lett, so 1 wasn't talkin’ to o deef
ear, ' '

“You cheer up 'Renzo, and read
your Bible and loole at the birds with:
out barn or sturchouse are fed,” as
hymn book says; uin't you of more.
valoo than them1”

Lorenzo looked up kind of cherk
“Mother,” says he, “you'd ought to’
have Leen a doctor and » minister too;
I feel Letter o’ ready.” '

1 laughed und went off'; when you've
druv the nail up w the head "tain't no
use hammerin’. Well, the Fall went,
by, and 'Renze, kep’, on gettin' more.
and more handy with his leg, if you,
can say ’tis gettin’ -handy with a leg,.
and his sperrits got up, and he was
real chork. Bben owned up that "twas
a terrible help to hear him whisthi
round again. _

. #T hain’t said nothin’,” says pa, * but
webbe I've felt the more.”

"Twas Decetnber before sleighin’' sc,&!
in, but on the twenty-thurd day 1t puy
into snow and blow, I tell you that
was a storm. . The weather was as;
cold as cold could be. 'Twas all that,
Eben and "Renzo could do to foed. the
critters, thoy had to shovel .as they:
went and shovel as they coma. '

“It snaw. and blew,” as the sayin’ .
is, all day. the twenty-fourth ; and oune
time in the evenin', ‘Renzo said it
seemed as though he heerod Lells, but
I didn't, but then I'm hard of  hearing
anyway, and.so is Eben. :

Twenty-fifth it stopped, and pa set
out to see if he could drive a ox sl
down to mill, but.he couldn’t naways,
but he sees somethin’ atop of the dyift
clear out in the raad. He hollesed to
"Renzo to % ich the shovel, and betwiat |
‘em thoy dug out apparently 8 dend |
body wrapped up in loak and houd
and shawls, so they knowed "twas a
woman, Thuy fetehed hor in just like
a log, and laid her on the fvor before
the fire, and she was .white and stil} as
tho dead. Pretty soon she.begon to
gasp and.open her.eyes, sud I said to
the men fulks if they'd get out of the
way sha'd prolnlly be, leis; scared

.
|
!
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whem she camo to. The frst word
gho spoko was: * Fathor!”

“I'vo sent all the mon folks off,
dear,” says I,

Then I warmed sbme milk and fed
it to her and fin'lly I.got héf into my
bet, with & jug o' hot whter to her
B fet, and sho fell asleep; ‘twas a
wondor she wasn't fraze, but I suppose
bein’ so dedp in thb drift was the
reason.

But when she woko up wasn't she
{ real pretty looking? She was about
seventeen, and had the longest, softest,
shiniestdark hair that bver you see, and
lug eyes as brown and soft as » robin’s,
and for all she was pale ‘twas a hull-
| some paleness, and when she laughed
tor ran about outdoors there was n
little rosy colour come and go in her
cheeks till she looked the most like
an apple blossom 6f anything I ever
see.
Well, when shé could talk she told
us that she lived up in Canady on a
farm ; that her mother had diéd two
years back, and her father got an idea
he could gbt work in Boston, where
twould be mmore folksy for him and
her than in Canady, and they'd started
for tho States in their pung seein’ they
lived off any stage road, and thoy cal-
clated to sell the pung and the pony
when they got to some town.

So they came along till thoy got
ketchedl id the &t5rim &hd the last she
knew the pung upshot and the pony
run, her father holdin’ on to the lines,
but she fell out; ’twas snowin’ real
hard, as I said, but she set out to
foller the road, and in the dark turned

off onto the bridge und got to our
fence, and didn’t know no more till
she found herself by our fire,

Well! the snow set in again that
day, and we couldn’t go to look up her
father. It wasn’t no way possible.

. She said her name was Dora Wilson.
“Least ways that is my calling name,
madam ; my christened name is Theo-
dora, mother’s name ; she said it meant
‘the gift of God,’ and she was an only
child, like as I am, so they gave her
the name. The old priest, Father
Lachine, at L'Hiver, used to eall
me ‘la Diou donne, and that means
it, t00.” So the Winter went on, and
the drifts never melted till Spring, and
Dora came to be just as thoagh she
blonged to us.

Well, Spring came, and .an awful
freshot, and after awhile when thé
-water was down. Eben heered: that &
dead man. had been found caught in
the.dam the week before, and & Canady
pony and a.pung wss found too in &

j|| bemlock thicket just above. fho
B | pony’d been froze to desth there, for
j'twasn’t thawed out when a logger
tome across it, prospectin’ for lumber.

8o wo told Dora we. guessed she was

- gift of /God ts us; and sho was sure

-enough, .

"T'was & year from the dsy sbe come
that sho an’ Lorenzo was married, and
when the minister’d done it 'Renzo
b xaid =

IR YT T

“Yes; your Christmag gift from
God, 'Renzo, and you are thine,”

For she'd tolll us about Christinaa;
we hnduw't ever kup’ it; but wo do now.
Then ‘Renzo stepped up and kissed
me.

“Mother!” says he. “God grant I
may stand in my lot to the ond of my
days.”

Ohristmas Day.
BY XORA PERRY.

WHAT'S this hurry, what's ths fluery,
All throughout the houso to-dayt

Everywhere a merry scurty,
Everywhero a sound of play.

Somcthing too, '8 tnatter, matter,
Out of doors as well as in,

For the bell goes clatter, clntter,
Lvery minuto—such a din !

Everybody winking, blinking;
In & queer, mysterious way 3

What od earth can they be thinking,
What on carth can be to pay ?

Bobby peeping o'er the stairway,
Bursts Jbto a littlo shout :

Kitty, too, is in a fair way,
Wliere she hides, to giggle out.

As the bell goes cling a-ling-ing,
Every minute more anid more,

And swift feet go springing, sprioging,
Throngh the hall-way w0 the door,

Where n glimpse of box and packet,

_And a little rustle, rustle, o

Makes such sight aud sound and racket,—
Such 3 jolly bustle, bustio,—

That the youngsters in their pluces,
Hiding slyly ont of sight,

All at ouce show shining faces,
All at once scream with delight.

Go and ask them what's the matter,

What the fun outside and in—
1What the meaning of tho clatter,

TWhat the bustle and the din.

Heat thitm, hbat thein labgh and shout then,

All together hear thein sy,
¢ Why, what have you been about, then,

Not to know it's Christmas day?”

————— - ———
CHRISTMAS.

“Gop be thanked for the bright
Christmas day!” many have said, as
the sunlight and gladness of its pleas-
ant hours have fallen upon their lives.
And not only the young bave said
these words, but many whose lives are
crowned with age have grasped at the
golden sunbeams that gild the glad
Christmas time. Perhaps there is no
season in all the weary march of yzars
so fraught with happiness for all classes
as this mid-winter holiday. The
hearts of the aged seem to grow young
again, and the young gain higher and
brightér heights of pleasure and en-
joyment. .

Clouds and sadness fiee away at the
Goming of suminét glory in the ihidst
of wititer's gloomn. The ¥oices of for-
row &r8 hushed, a8 tho joybells ring
out in theit silvéry sweetndss. The
dark pbwers of anguish and despair
dare for once held in chéck by the in-
'vidibls chuin of silver aiid gold. Glad
gongs and Hoating meloAy toitte over
the tranquil waters, whéte fhoaiing
tenipests have lingered so long.  Bweet-
fiess, Béaity atid sunthind all iiigle
Tovingly together, to muké ap the
¢iowiing gloFF of thy day.

Who can U this sécret of this glad

diy'§

Who can polns owb the invisible
power that makes it en beautiful 1

Is it the “ivy pmen” and winter
flowers twined gracefully together in
fantastic formst Is it the many
offerings of friendship and lovef Is
it tho Christmes carol and grand
anthem that floas out beautiful
melodyt TIs it becauss this glad day
comes in tho midst of the gloom and
desolation of winter? Is it becaune
all aro joining in this sccne of rejoio-
ing? Perhaps these things help o
render tho scene beautiful, yet they
do not constitute thé cefitral glory of
1it. The sweet love of Christ is the
hullowed power that béautifies the
day. 'The festive hours are ushered
in in memory of his coming to redecm
the world, and the joy and gladness of
that great day still floats down the
tide of ages.

‘There was joy whun he came, and
there will ever bé glad joy as the
Redeemer’s birthday comes with the
years. We can well afford to be joy-
ous as Christmas breaks upon us with
its hallowed joys. Wo can well afford
to bestow our ‘“love offerings” upon
others, when we have received by the
coming of Christ a gift of untold
worth.

Ob! royal day, full of brightness
and precious memories, we will keep
theo sacred forever.—Afrs. M. 4. Holt,

e -
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THE CHRISTMAS-GUEST.

“Have you & guest-chamber, a
place of rest for those who niay come?”

“For my friends.”

¢ Hag it coraforts for thoss who are
wori-—some nook of rest for those
who have been wedried by tho wayt”

¢« All that lo¥e can furnish.”

@ Is thefe &n open door1”

« Night and dsy.”

« And you keep it Yor these alons}”

“For these alone.”

“Then let tho tell you. A King,
your King, is coiing to bd your guest.
In theo stillhess of thé-carly Christmas
morning he will come, §our King, your
Savioar. Will thers bo an open dovof
and some oné waiting there to irel-
come him1”

«Alas! X havé no toorn.”

“No room? But you said yon had
a guest.chambet.”

“It is my heart. It is not good
enough for him®

“He will como into it just a¥% it is.
You nved not hahg richer curtsins at
the windoWs, nor lay a thicket carpet,
nor inake softer beds™®

“But it is otcapitd.”

« Ate there giiests in it}”

“Yes, it had other guests.  The
Xing can not stay with thein ”

#“You hang your htad. What are
theyt”

“Pride.”

¢« And that alone ¥

« Ange'r'”

< Aviother1®

u Eﬁﬁ."

% Anotier ®

«'Witdlneds? !

w—en "

“ Another }"

“Oh,s0 mony ! Selfishneas in all ita
formma, Their feces are ovil, and the
face of the Kingis holy. Theits are
dark, and his ia the light itaelf.”

“ But will yout not turnt them out!?
Will you not r*~k4 ream for the King!
Ho will come in if you will have it so
Will you let hitn, your King, go past
your door—ho who has so much to
bestow on you who nced so much!
Turn out those guests that would
drive him away robed of scepter and
crown. Did you net say that door
was open 1"

“ Tt is open, and those guests have
gone 1"

“Gono because the King, thnt
Christmas guest, has entered, his for-
giving, loving presence filling the |
chamber of your heart.”—S. 8. Class-
male.

>-O-

Christmas Time.

I r22L 30 happy I eaninot keep still ! :
Just ono more day and 'twill be Christmas
day
And all ch,e house is full of scerets now
And overybody whispers what they say.

When I go ir the door, upless I knock,
Or rattle with my hand upon the latch,
Mamma nides Fometlung underncath her

chair
And Aunty jumps up, something tlse to
snatch.

John’s got a ball for Béss, and yestendny
He let me bounce it on the playronm floor,
And how wo laughed when Bess came
running up
To ask about tho racket at the door.

I'vo made a heart-shaped pin-hall for papa,
And Aunty's book-mark mow at last is
dono ;
She has hot sech it Ahd 8hd tandot guess
What I hato for ht#~—0 it i8 sath fun.

To-night, when nurke went dovn to gbt our

tea,
I watched the man lighting the lamps

below,

And & v them twinkllng vp the long, long
street,

Like a proccssion of stars down in the
saow,

\Vhen jingle, jingle, straight up to our dour

Came through the dusk a horse and wagon
wo,

A man jumped oul with bundles in his

aring
And to the stairtop all we children flew

Theb Jenhie took them in, but ero we saw,

Mamma ran up tho stairs and drove us
back,

But Bob said he was suro he saw a aled '

Whep, naughty boy, ho peepul out -

through thb crack 1

To-morrow mght I shall not go to aleep,
But watch tho chimney, Santa Claus teo
8co,
Y think he is'papa, but now he lives
In thespmo room, aad Aunty koeps the
key,

And all the bundles Jennie pots in there—
To:idorrow how tho bells will ring all
day! l
Odearl how I do wish Chnatmoas would
cowe,
‘And Sants Claus, and neter o away
«Lilla €. Perry |

i odeairrdp e

¥yp ‘your tohgoo' Don't let it
speak iomty, oeuel, -ankind, or wicked |

o

word ..'<,T ;
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PLEASANT HOURS.

8tar of tho East.
BY MRS, L. V. HAULMAN,

Stan of the Fast ! thy radiance gleams
Adown the solemn yoars to.day ;

An when his word first gave thy beams
‘To guide upon their joyful way

The Mayi from a distant land

.| Avcross the deserts burning sand.

Star of the Eaat | thy fires yot glow
As glowed they on that solenm night
When aliepherds worshipped, bending low,
And far the city lay, adight
With thy soft beans, whose touch dud fret
Ench sacred spiro and minaret.

Star of the East1 thy crimson my

Hath piereed the gloom of troubled years
Undimmed ; along thy shining way

The flower of love and faith appears,
Touchud with thy glow the old year dics,
Bathed i thy light the new shall nise,
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Wg bid our readers herewith a
merry Christmas. Iet the day, in
overy home and in every heart, be one
of gladness. Lot glndness reign in
the domestic joys that mark the day,
in the giving forth of gifts and good
wishes, the good wishes as acceptable
as the gifts. Let gladness reign in
the ministering to those whose lives
are narrow and hard, especially to
those children to whom it is one of
tho very few bright days of the vear.
Tet gladness reign in the thought
pre-eminently of him whom the day
commemorates, our Lord and Saviour
Jesus Christ, born a human child in
Bethlehem of Judea.  For all our joys
must traco their recis back to the
manger cradle, all our dest hopes and
highest anticipations must brighten
thomselves in the light that shone

OHRISTMAS ALL THE YEAR.
A posT has sung about the happy
Christinas time :
* Tho poor will many a caro forgets
The debtor think not of his debt ;

But as they each enjoy their cheer,
Wish it were Christimas all the year.”

Christinns is of all seasons the time
of good cheer; the time of hearty,
loving thought for one another; the
time of giving and forgiving, and in
this sweet and real sense it may, and
should, last all the year.

Shall it not bo so with our young
reacders 7 Resolutions, however good
they may be, will not be of much
use, may be, but the Christ of the
Christmas stands ready to be with us
all the year round, and he can make
us thoughtful ; he can so really give
himself to us that we shall love to give
cheer and help to each other; he can
make it easy to forgive, becnuse he
forgives much. Let us have the dear
Christ in our hearts all the year, and
then we shall have the Christmas
spirit all the year, since

“ Tho star that shines in Bethlehem

Shines still, and shall not ccase ;

And wo listen still to the tidings
Of glory and of peace.”

NEW CHRISTMAS BOOKS.

Tue Christmas books become hand.
somer every year. Wo thought that
the enterprising Worthington Pub-
lishing Company had last year reached
the perfection of handsome books for
the little folk. But this year they
have surpassed themselves. The fol-
lowing books are really works of art,
and instead of the jingling “Mother
Goose” rhymes, we have simple und
damty poems, which, with the pictures,
will refine and cultivate the taste
of the young readers fortunate enough
to become the possessors of these
books.

The first one we notice is “ From
Meadow-Sweet to Mistletoe,” by Mary
A. Lathbury—an elegant large quarto,
with numerous beautiful fine pictures.
Price $2.50. Both pictures and poems
are by the accomplish.d young lady,
whom thousands of Chautauquans will
remember as the writer of several
ringing Chautauquan songs. Each
double page contains on thé right hand
the picture of some natural object,
flowers, or birds, or butterflies, and on
the left a charming little picture
allegory, which is described in such
verses as all young people will love.
Tho pictures are produced by photo-
gravuro process on a tinted ground—
very graceful and elegant. We are
especially charmed with that of the
babes in a shell sailing o'er the wide,
wide sea, and that entitled ¢ Angels.”

Another beautiful book is “Christ-
mas Elves; or, The Day Fairies,” by
Agunes Cair Sage. It is a somewhat
smaller quarto of 128 pages. Price
81.75. Ittells haow the fairies, Monday,
Tuesday, and the rest, came to the little
lame Lisa Kinkle, and told her wonder-
ful stories that beguiled the wesariness

of the sick girl's im-
prisonment. It is in-
tended for youngerchil
dron than eithor the
last or next mentioned
book, and the pretty
illuminated cover and
droll pictures will fas-
cinnte the little folk.

“ Under Blue Skies,”
by Mrs. S. J. Brigham,
is another dainty ook
of poetry with numer-
ous coloured pictures.
The blending of flower
life and child life in
hoth pictures and
poemsis very gracefully
done. Price $2.00.

For older readers we
have from the same
House a stout octavo
of 350 pages; entitled
“How? or,Spare Hours
Made Profitable for
Boys and Girls.” By
Kennedy Holbrook.
Price 82.00. It is in-

tended not merely for
Christmas time, but for
spare hoursall the year
round. 3t tells ingeni-
ous boyw and girls how
to make all manner of
toys and puzzles and
games; how to perforin simple experi-
ments, and the like. The following
may serve as specimens of the many
things young folks aro taught how to
do :—to make Christmas presents—a
large variety ; to make leather work,
and papier mache and repousé work;
to make and stock an aquarium; to
make a camera obscura, 8 panorama,
a windmill, a yacht, a boomerang, an
Zolian harp, etc.; to make and oper-
ate simple electrical apparatus, and a
hundred things besides. Numerous
pictures explain just how it is done.
The book will develop the inventive
genius and constructive skill of any
boy or gir), and will make them fam-
iliar with the laws of naturo and prin-
ciples of mechanics,

These books are all published by the
Worthingten Co., New York, and will
be sent post paid for the above marked
prices by William Briggs: Methodist
Publishing House, Toronto.

. g

A OHRISTMAS-GREETING.

Waire the bells ring out notes
sweeter and grander than on other
days, while songs are merrier and thrill
with a richer music, while hearts beat
quicker and pulses throb with a warmer
glow, while all the world feels the im-
pulse of 2 new and bounding gladness,
we join our voice in the general jubila-
tion, and wish to all our readers the
merriest, gladdest Christmas they have
ever known. May the thought of the
blessed Christchild in the manger,
whose birth into the world enkindled
the angelic rapture, awaken every
heart to gratitude and loftiess praise.

A REAL CHRISTMAS,

ALL the children, as they passed!
Mr. Christian’s shop, stopped and|
looked at the array of good things;
arranged in fancy boxes, and especially|
ab the row of Christmas-trees standing
outside on the pavement.
“That’'s mine,” said little Jenny
Paradine, pointing to one at the end
of the row.
‘““ Ah, that’s yours, is it 1" said the
grocer, Mr. Christian himself, who
happened to be leaning against the
door-way.
‘“It's neither too big nor too little’
said Jenny; ¢“and it's all rounds
and sogreen! Yes, that’s the oneTl
take.”
“T suppose I am to keep it for yoy,
¢h?” said Mr. Christian. “You are
not going to take it back with you!”
“No, sir,” said Jenny, politely.
“Tl take it the day before Christmas,
sir. Phil will come for it, if I ask
him. And by that time all the things
will have grown out on it, X suppose.”

“Grown out on it9” said Mn
Christian questioningly. * What do!

you mean by that, eh1”
“Why the dolls and the candies and
toys and cakes,” gaid Jenny, notat all |
abashed by the ‘fact that the other|
children had gone on, and thatshe was l
left to talk-to Mr. Christian alone.|
“There's one in a toy-store down the
srect—it's just covered !” |
“Bless the child 1" said Mr. Chris-
tian, looking at her in amazement.
“ 80 you think the' things grow on the §
trees, do you?! Well, wellt”
“They grow on in-a night,” said §
(Cousimusdl on sixth page.)
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G . *  And they came with haste, and fannd Mary ap.d Joseph,
}/IIH and the babe lving in s wangee.  Aud when they had scen
) %/‘ S it, they made known abiroad the saving whizh was told them
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THE FIRST CHRISTMAS.
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| Janny, mysteriously, gotting nearor to
{ tho tall grocer. *All of a sudden the
troo gots bright—O so bright and
shining! and thon the presents grow
out. I've dreamed it just like that,
und Phil says it really happens.”

“There, thery, said Mr, Christinn,
hastily, as a oustomer camo in, “run
away, child; 1I've no time to talk to
you.”

“But you'll keep my tree for me,”
suid Jenny, lingering,

“0 yes, I'll keep it—till some one
buys it,” he added under his breath,
but Jenny did not hear that. She
tripped down the strest, quito content
und happy, and full of the good news
to tell some one.

Thereywas no one to tell it to but
Phil.  Phil was the pea-nut boy at the
corner., Ho took his menls at Ms.
Parudine’s, and Jenny loved him very
much., Jenny was only six, and Phil
was fourteen, a big, strong boy, who
many & time had taken Jonny up in
his nrms and careied her, wihen her
rovad, fat logs waie tired of toddling
np and down the uneven pavement.
Many a time, too, on cold winter days,
had Phil tvcked her down into the
corner boetween the wall and the warm
pea-nut roaster, whore, coveréd up to)
her nose with an old shawi, she had
watched the busy throng of people pass
by. Jenny’s mother was ulways out
at day's working, and there wero no
brothers and sisters for her to stay
with. She was big enough now to go
to school, wien her mother had time
to patch hor clothes so that she was
fit to be seen, but the most of her
time was passed with Phil.

“XI'm to have a real Christmas this
year, Phil 1* cried Jenny, running up
to him. %A 1rcal one, like what you've
told me about! My trce is at Mr.
Christian's, waiting for the things to
grow on it!"

*“Did he say soi” asked Pbil, turn-
ing bis round, good-natured face away
from the spples he was polishing on
the sleove of his coat, and looking
kindly down ov. Jenny.

“Ho eaid ho'd kecp it for me,” said
Jenny., “Such a pretty one, Phil!
But you're to go Christmaseve and
fetch it home! ”

“Well, that beats all,” said Phil. «X
nover knew peoplo to give ‘e away
before, though to bo sure they gives
the presents off the tree, and that ain’t
much difterent.”

“ Never mind, this year I'll have my
trec,” said Jenny, brightly ; and then
sho turned tho pea.out roaster two or
three times, and ran home.

Every day after that, when Jenny
passed Mr. Christian's grocery, she
stopped to sco if her tree was safe.
Sometimes eho saw Mr. Christian him-
self, and smled up at him confidingly.
When she thought noboedy saw, she
touched the tree, and put her hand lov-

&N
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ingly over its prickly green branches,
and somctin.es she kissed it.  Nobody
knew low sho loved it, for sho only

,talked nbout hor love for it to the tree

itself, and she thought thint it under-

stood her, and was almost alive. One
by one tho othor overgreens were sold ;
and two days before Christmas, Jenny's
troo romained there alone.

“To-morrow it will bo mine!” said
Jonny to horsolf, and she wont back
two or three times that afternoon to
look at it. The last time, she saw a

¢ backed up to the sidewalk, and
Mr. Christian lifting somothing green
into it. Jenny ran, with a beating
heart and a wild sense of fear. Could
it vo her Christmas-tree that was being
talken away? Tho cnrt was driving off
a3 sho reached the spot, but not before
she saw that her fears weore realized.

“Oh, my treo!” sho cried ; “my
own dear tree! It's going, it's going!
O bring it back, bring it back!” She
fell into such bitter crying and sobbing
that the passers-by stopped and turned
to lock st her, as she went flying up
the middle of the strecet, over the
slippery cobblestones, through mud and
blackened snow, among all the carts
and waggons, after the cart that held
her tree.

“Is the child crazy1” said a gruff
voice beside her; and a long arm
reached out, encircied her, and lifted
her back to the sidewalk again. The

arm gave her a shako as it det her’

down on her feet. “I'll have you
arrested if you run in the streets like'
thatt Do you want to be killed?
Good-for-nothing young onaes, let looso
to got into no end of mischief, and
break cheir precious necks, and me to
blame for it of course! Ain't there
no one to-look after you?”

“TIl look after her,” said Phil,

taking Jenny from the big policeman.’

“Come, Jen” Ho took the poor,
panting, gobbing little thing up in his
arms, and patted her round, tear-
stained cheek tenderly.
have liked to cry too, but he was too
big. But his heart swelled as he went
past the shops, with Jenny still in hjs
arms, and saw the windoys so gay
with pretty things, and pegﬁe crowd-
ing in and out the doors, buying pres-
ents, heaps of presents, for the chil-
dren at home.

“ Christmas for everybody §” hesaid
to himself, with a thrill of bitterness.
«Jt's for rich people, like everything
else.” Then something came 6ver him
that warmed his heart—perhaps be-
causs Jenny lay so near it—and he
thought : *Love isn't only for rich
people, any way. And he was poor
that they tell about on Christmas day.”
“Now you just stop crying, Jen,” he
said. “I'm just going to make you
have & Christmas any way!”

“You can't,” said Jenny, wearily.
“J haven't any treel”

“0 we'll get it some way,” mid
Phil, who didn't in the least know
how, but who felt as if he could fight
lions.

When thoy reached tho tall tene-
ment-house they were met by Mrs.
Paradino at the top of the long dark
stairway.

“Bless my lamb, what’s been both-
ering of you!” sho asked, as she put

Phil would’

her arms around Jenny, and kissed
her.

“It was my treel” said Jonny,
witlt o gasp of remembrance. “They
took it away.”

“Abh, to bo sure,” said Mrs. Para-
dine,

“And her heart it was just about
broken,” explained Phil; “but we'ro
going to make it all right. You
naver’t got such a thing as a nice
evergreen treo about hore, Mrs. Para-
dine, have yout"

“Eh, what!” said Mrs. Paradine,
with such a start that Phil fairly
jumped too. *Why," she continued,
more calmly, “you can see for your-
solf, without asking me silly questions
like that. Sit down and eat your
suppor, both of you, and talk after-
ward.”

They obeyed, but Phil ate his meal
absent-mipdedly, with his eyes roving
around in overy corner of the small,
clean room. All of a sudden he sprang
up. “I've got it, Jonny,” he cried.
“It's the broom! And the old knot-
hole in the little table that I've had
my oyes on every day this bléssed
year—why ‘twas made for it.”

Phil pulled the little table from the
corner, Jenny in & fino state of excite-
ment meanwhile, and in a twinkling
the broom-handle was stuck through
the hole, and bound fast with s rope,
and propped up with a flatiron.
“Now you just wait!” said Phil, and
ran off, to return again with two
apples, a small toy elephant, and some
sprigs of holly.

“I bought the elephant and the
apples myself,” ho said in answer to
Jenny's gratified cry ; “and the green

'stuff I picked out of an ash-barrel.

Now ain’t this a Christmas$”

“Yes!” cried Jeany, ¢ And we'll
put my old, old dolly on the tree too,
for Christmas-trees always have dollies
on them. Let me put something on
mysclf, Phil 1” ]

“Well, you stick this holly in,” said
Phil, good-naturedly, putfing a block
of wood under her feet to make her a

little higher. ¢ Are you satisfied now,
Jenny 7” he asked.
“Yes, ‘most,” said Jenny. *It does

mako it like Christmas, doesn't it
but I'd like to call up all the children
in the street below, and give 'em
things off my tree.”

“They wouldn’t go round,” said
Phil, shaking his head.

“You let it be,” said Mrs. Paradine.
“T heard once of a tres made some

Jlike that, and by morning—Christinas

morning, mind you—it had grown from
floor to ceiling, and was covered with
shiny things and toys till you couldn’t
number ’em.”

“But it couldn’t happen really,”
saic Phil,

“ Wel},” said Mrs. Parading, “that's
neither hero nor there. Do as I bid
you, Phil and Jenny. Good-night,
and a merry Christmas to you.”

Jenny had the strangest dreams that
night. She thought the room was all
full of branches, that grew thicker and

deopar and greener every minute, an
thero was a rushing sound like win

-And very, very early in tho mornin

when it was still dark, Jenny got u
in her baro feot, and crept across t
bavre floor toward her tree. The su
hed net yot risen, but the light of th
strest-lamp foll in through the windov,
and thowed to Jenny’s round, wonde
stricken eycs—what! A tree tla
roached from floor to ceiling ; a beay
tiful, "glittering thing, in whose dcy
greonness lingered the scent of th
fresh woods, and whose branche
strotched out a welcome to her, n wel}
come laden with silver and gold and
the brightness of the very stars them
solves,

“O my dear Xord Jesus Christ!”
said Jenny, under her breath. ©lt
must be your veiry own tree that you've
sent me yourself” She erept forward
to touch it, and prove that it was real
and no dream, nnd then she gave s
loud ory: ¢ Mother, mother, O coine!
O Phil, get up aand come | and every
bedy, everybody come! For hereifp
my tree.”

They all came—Patty and Polly,
Ned ond little Mike, from the floot
below, and the six Finnertys from the
floor above, and the mothers and fath-
ers too. And Mrs. Paradine wa
laughing and crying togetber, and try.
ing hard to auswer all the questions
that poured in upon her.

“It was a young lady,” she said
“that came here yesterday, and said
she had been watching Jenny and
Phil, unbeknownst to them, and had
seen Jenny’s taking on about a treb
at the grocerystore, and heard her
talking abou it when slie thought no
one wa3 by. And she said she was
rich, anid had no one to please but|
berself, and she would like to make v
soni® one happy at this blessed time,
and shé was around looking for places
to suit; and she thought this was one
of them. ¢And,’ she says, ‘the tree
will ba here in half an hour, if you've
no 6bjection, and a man later on to tis
the things on it, and I wish you &
metry Christmas, ma’am.” And sho
shook my hand and smiled up into my
face, and before I could say a word
she was gone. And the tree camé,
and afterward, when all of you hat
gone to bed, a man to dress it; but
when I asked him the young lady’s
hame, he only shook his head, and
said he had otders not to tell—that
she liked to d% good like that, and no
oné the wiser for it.” '

# She was just an angel,” said Phil, §'
drawing s lobg bieith; “a regular- |
built angel; that's what she was!
Hefé; you stupid little beggars, what |
&ré you all stahding gaping at that
trés fort Don't you know it's Christ-
nas morning, and we've got a real
merry Christinas for once in 6uf lives?
There’s turkeys under that tfee, and
pies behind ’em, enough for dll of us.
Just-yc 1 all take hands afid g5 round
that tree, and sing ¢Christ was born
on Christmas-day’ over and over again,
as if you meant it, for we've got.a
real Christmas at last { ”-—Selecté
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Willie's Christmas Prayer,
18 the night before Christmas, and
golden-halred Willie
Knelt down to his evening prayer.
¢'d been thinking all day—now don't call
him silly—

sleigh full,
d amiles on his broad face bewitchiog and
playful,

air,

while “Now I lay mo” ho whispered
in fancy,

glance he

Recalled as ho ended ; and then,

ith troops of glad hopes through his little
brain flocking,

"Ho prayed, ‘“ And let Santa Claus 6ill my
stockings

Just as full us ho can.  Amen.”

Jamping quick into bed, the doar littlo
fellow

In s jiffy was sound asleep,

T2es, lo ) all at once a clear light, sofc and
mellow,

Began through the chamber to cresp.

Bat \WVillie saw nothing save piles of alce

candies,

Prums, trumpets, tin soldiers, and queer
jack-a-dandies,

That danced through his alumbors decp.

ot still, when the beautiful light, liko a
glory,

Pell full on his faco as he dreamed,

‘e ssw from the fire-place, as in the old
story,

Dear Santa Claus como—so it scemed ;

And ho laughed—in his sleep—as the funny
old chappie,

round and g0 rosy, so jolly and happy,

Upon him with gentle amile boamed.
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But when, with a wink, the dear, merry
old fellow,

With bair and long beard whito as wool,

y ﬁll sorts of nice things—red, green, blue
and yollow—

Began from his pockoets to pull,

Willie wela €roin sheer joy, and, behold 1 it

- wasmorning,

And thero hung bis stockings, the chimney
adorning,

And Soug OxE had crammed them choke
full.
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DON'T LET IT PASS.

Dox'r let the ald year pass away
without o direct appeal to your
scholars upon the subject of their per-
sonal duty to God. This is the month
vhen the Christmas-glory descends
sgain from the skies, and covers the
hilltops of DBethlehem. Heaven
. Jreaches down to earth. ‘The mind of
youth is tender, like the soil softened
by the rains of spring. Then the old
year is about to give way to the new.
Itis a moment when the soul retravels
the paths of the past, and there is
regret for wanderings. It is a time
wben the soul, confronting the future,
vith all its possibilities of loss,trial,
sickness, and death, shrinks from this
woknown country. Heaven comes
tear, and beckons with its lights,
shilo earth has its wakings. A¢ this
inpressive juncture of God’s provi-
dences, at this turning-point in the
vay, with wise, tender, faithful appeal,
jou may meet your class, Your words
+Juay be like the angels meeting them
Jin blessing.—. S. Joumal.

| V.

BAY JUST WHAT YOU WANT.

Burrurex asking renownal of grants
of papers for poor schools will confer a
favour Ly stditing just what arc the
needs of tho school, and what they
oan raise toward the grant. Letters
frequently como containing money afit
saying, Pleaso coutinuo same grant as
Inst year, but giving no date nor any
clow by which that order can be found.
Then, though this is his very busjest
season, the Becretary has to look over
the record of all the grauts for the
year, or to search through severul
hundred names in several voluminous
mailing sheets with great loss of time,
where a line or two from thd brother
asking the grant, and who knows all
tho facts of the case, would save all
this time and trouble, Brethren, plense
say just what you want now, and
don’t make us scarch out the record of
what you wanted a year ago.

WHAT DO YOU READ?

Trg world is full of books and
papers of all sorts and kinds. Especi-
ally do story books and story pupers
abound. Thoe boy or girl who has a
tasto for reading ocan easily indulge it,
for reading matter is se abundant and
so chieap.

But this, while it looks like a great
good, may prove to bs a great evil.
Young folks whose experience in life
is small may casily got folse and wrong
views through the books or papers
they read. How often we read in the
daily papers of boys who have run
away frem home, imagining thoy were
going to be very brave and rowmantic
like some young heroes of whom they,
had read in their dime novels! Noa
and then, too, the caso of some poar,
misguided gu'l comes to light, who has
been led n.stmy by the false views of
life she has gathered from ber reading.

“What do you read3” then, be
comes a question of importance to all
our boys and girls. Many of the
illustrated papers and books sold at
tho news-stands are thoroughly bad.

Never, never, never read one, with-
out asking some good friend to ex-
amine it. Never, nevor read a book
which you feel like keeping out of
sight. There are plenty of good, pure
books, which will make you wiser and
better; plenty of books full of life
and interest, which will teach you
what true life is, and which will speak
to you in good Engkish, without intro.
ducing the slang of the streets.

“ Whatsoevor things are pure, what-
soever things are lovely, whatsoever
thinga are of good report, think on
these things.”

@ —

Tgz whole duty of man is embraced
in the two principles of abstinence and
patience ; wmpemnce in prosperity,
and courage in adversity.

AcrpricTioNs are the medicine of the
mind. If they are not palatable let it
suffice that they are wholesome. It
i8 not required in physic that it should

please, but heal.

-

Tim and tho Ohristmas Carols,
BY 219, LUCY MARLIAN BLINN,

Tur bells of Ol Trinity merrily mng,

Swung and suny in the bclfr) high ;

I tho choir bolow the chonsum suny,

“The Christ is come; lot “your tears be
dry.”

QOuatsidoe in the darkneas, all alone,
Rubling his jwor littlo shivering feet,
Making a bed of tho pltiless atoue,
The boggar-boy Tim heard the micssage
sweot.

The clamouring bells, with their noisy joy,
‘The volce of the singers, clear and loud,
Fall on the ears of the drowsy Loy ;
He rose and followed tho moving crowd.

Ho stopped n tho door of the beautiful
aisle,
And whispered low with a frightencd nir,
His brue eyes wandering tho while,
“Ts Chlirist, the lover of children, there®

*If he is, will you tell hlin that poor little
Tun
18 waiting outside in the cold and atorm,
And would like to come in, if he m.y, to
him?
It'seo Jovely in thore; so light and warm.”

‘The sweet bells clanged with melodions din,
And the singers caught up the muae
wild ;
““ Opon your hearts and take him in;
The Lord of glory comes—a child 1"

The meclody coased ; tho hells’ glad sound
Melted and died in the starlight dim ;
But the dear Christ-child had sought and
found
A home in a heart for poor little Tim 1

Iy addition to the full announce
ment for the Magazine for 1887 given
in another column,” we have recerved
the promise of a series of papers, by
the Rev. Geo. G. Bond, M.A,, ex-
President of the Newfoundland Con.
ference, entitled *“Vagabond Vig
nettes,” being sketches of places seen
in Belgium and Germany during a
recent tour, as well as sone others in
the United Kingdom. Also “Stray
Sundays,” papers on preachers heard
and services attended abroad. Also
some character sketches of Newfound-
land Methodism, entitled, ¢ Captain
Sam’s Two Easter Suadays.”

Brother Bond will be remembered
as tho author of that charming story
of cut-port Methodism in Newfound.
land, “Skipper George Notman of
Caplin Bight,” and all who read it
will be glad to hear from its accom-
plished author again.

8580 or Stocking?

Iy Hollund, children set their shoes,
This night, outaide the door;

These wooden shoes Kaecht Clobes sees,
And tills them from his storo.

But here we h:mg our stockirgs up
On handy ieak or nail ;

And Santa Claus, when nll is still,
Will plurp them, without fail.

Speak out, you ““Sobersides," speak out,
And let us bear your views;
Between a stockiog and a ahoe,
What do you s0c to choose?

Onec instant pauses Sobersides,
A little sigh to fetch—
** Well, scens to mo a stocking’s best,
For wooden shote woa't stretch ¢

—~Edith A, Thomas.

Tho Angels’ Song.

IT came upon the midnight vlear,
That glorlous song of old,

From angels benling near the earth
To tourh thelr harps of gold :

** Poace on tho carth, goodwill to men
From heaven's all-gracious King 1
Tho world in solamn stillness lay

To hoar tho angels sing.

$tul theough tho cloven skies they come
With peaceful wings unfurlad ;

And stall their heavenly music floata

O'er all tho weary world ¢

Above ita aad and lowly plains

They bend on hovering wing,

And vvero'er its Babel sounds

The Llossed angels sing.

But with the woes of sfn and strifo
Tho world kds uffered loug ;

’cu-ath the anfel-straln have rolled
Two thensand years of wrong ;

Aud man, at war with man, hears not
Tho love.song which they bring,

O hush the nolise, yo men of strife,

And hear the angels stug

And ye, beneath 1ifo's crushing load
Whose forms are berding low,

Who toil along the climbing way
With painful steps and slow,

[ook, now ! for glad and golden hours
Como swiftly on thg wing.

Oh | rest beside tho weary road,
And bear tho apgels sing )

Forlo1 tho days are hastening on, .
By prophet.bard foretold,
When with the ever-clecling years
Comes round the age of gold ;
When peace shall over all the carth
1ts ancient splendours fling,
And the wholo world aend back thulr song
Which now tho angels sing,
—Edmund II. Sears.

MEASURING THE HEIGHT OF A
TREE.

Tuexe is o vory simple way of
mensuring the height of a tree, whioh
can be practised by anyone on a sunny
day or in Lright moonlight. All the
apparates that 8 neccessary is a
straight stick, of any length. Draw a
circle with aradius (half the diametef)
of a little less than the length of the
stick, say two inches from its end, and
moving the other end around, making
the circle with a knife or a chip.
Then place the stick in the ground
exactly in tho centro of the circle, per-
fectly upright, and press it down until
the height of the stick is exactly the
same as the radius of the cirele.

When the end of tho shadow of the
stick exnctly touches the eircle, then
also the shadow of the treo will bo ex-
actly in length the same measurement
as its height. Of oourse, in such a
case, tho sun will be at an exact angle
of 45 degreos.

Messurements of this kind can be
best effected in the summer, when the
sun is powerful, and hns reaclied to a
good height in the heavens, and when
the trees are clothed with living green,
=0 as to cast a dense shadow.

To many to whom this idea may
nut have occurred, it mi&xt bo made
anually o matter of interest thus on
warm summer days to take the height
of prominent trees, and %o to compare
growth from year to wa—Ymdﬁn
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LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THR OLD TESTAMRNT.
* B.C. 4004.] SESSON L (Jan. 2,
~HX BEGINNING

Gen. 1. 2631, & 2. 1.3,
ve., 1. 3.

GorpxN TErxT.

In tho beginning God created the hoaven
and the carth. Gon. 1, L.

OurLnm.

1. The Creator.
3. Tho Ureation,

Tiyx,—B.C. 4004, Croation.

Pracr.—An yot all is uncertain and
shadowy, Man is just made a liviug soul.
Belore hiim is the boundless creation. The
spot of his hiabitation is too small to consider
in the midst of tho infinity about bim.

LxrraNaTions.—Let us make man—Mony
think that this is the earliest Scripturo
warrant for the doctrine of the Trinity, and
that **us’ means Father, Son, and Holy
Sl()irit. In our image—Not with a phbysical
likoness, but likencss in charncter and
spiritunl powers; and chicfly with the
ondowment that distinguishes man from all
other aunimal croations, the freedom of tho
will, }ave dominion . . . over all the carth
—2Man is often called the ¢‘lonl of creation.”
Hero is th warrant for the title, Tho gift
has never been revoked.  fle rested on the
seventh day—Ho coasod from his creative
work after the sixth great peried bad secn
man produced as the crown of creation.
It in still tho soventh day or great period,
since tho beginning of which there has been
no addition to creatod oxistence. Blessed
the seventh day—This, probably, shows that
God commanded iho observance of one day
in seven as o rest-day from the very begin.
ning of huinan life on the earth.

Commit to mem.

TgraciNGgs or THE Lerssox,

What do you learn concerning God's estimate
of man—
1. From the account of his origin?
2. Frown the work given him to do?
3. From tho reat-day provided for him?

Tur Lessox CATECIiSM,

1, What is =uid in the GoLprN TEXT?
“In tho,” etc. 2. In whoso imiago was man
created? In the itwge of God. = 3. What
did God give to n:an? His blessing. 4.
What did God say to the first man and
woman? Bo fruitful and multiply. 8.
What was the condition of the world when
God first created it? It was vory good,
6. What great truth do we learn from the
creation? ‘Tho goodness and power of God.

otiocrmxn SvcaesTioN. — The eternal

CateEciisY QUESTION.

1. Tow did all things come into being?
By the will of God ; who created all things
and brought all into their present order.

[Gen. i 1; Psalm xxxiil. 9; Heb, xi, 8.)

LESSON IT.
SIN AND DEATH.
Gen. 3. 1.6, 17-19. Commit to mem. ve. 17-19,
Gouoex TexT.

By ono man sin entered into the world,
and death by sin. Rom. 5. 12,

QurLiNe,

1, Sin.
2. Death,

'frve.—The earlicst ages of the race,
Man's story has bogun. How long after
crontion, we cannot toll. It is enough to
know it was the time in man’s history
whep his free-will mado its first wrong
choice, and began 2 strugglo for the whole
ruce.

PLACR.—‘‘ A garden eastward in Eden.”
Much has been written as to where this
waa, No ono knaws, but most writers and
atudents think it was near the junction of
tho Tigris and Euphrates rivers.

ExrLANATIONS.—The Serpent—Satan in
the form of a sorpent. ¢ Almost through.
out tho whole Oriental world the serpent
was used as an cmblem of the ovil principle.”
The woman—The only woman then in the

B.C. 4004] [Jan. 9.

* This date fs from Usher’s chrono! It does
not moan that wo believe it o bo the alsolute date of
sho creation, but it is simply used .+ donvealent In

world, Evo, the helpmoet for the man.
Yea, hath God said—A question, as if tho
asker were in doubt as to whrther God had
so said. But the question shows that ho
knew that man was on trial.  Lye sahall be
operzd—An appeal to the curiosity of human
nature, A suggostion that God had not
iven or ahown %ﬁem all that there twas to
ad or seen.  fle as gods—DBetter, ‘‘bo
liko God,” that is, as wiso in all reapocts as
God himself. Knowing good and evil—Man
came by listening to the words of Satan to
what otherwiso he would never have known
—tho ditference botween good and ovil.
Doing tho evil brought tho knowledge.
Satan spoke so much truth,  Cursed is the
ground—Not cursed Is man; thoro Is o
gleam of meroy in _this, for the sorpont was
cursod directly, In the sweat of tAy face—
Labour, ondained by God and man's Lessing,
and & thing needful for him, is now to bein
weariness aud sorrow, And unto dust . . .
return—Anp absolute picture, lonﬁ before
thore was any death, of what should happen
when man'’s body should dio.

TrACHINGS OF THE LIESSON,

\¥hat aro wa taught in this lesson—
1. About the origin of evil ?
2. About the nature of sin?
3. About tho causo of death?

METHODIST MAGAZINE

FOR 1887

Volumes XXV, and XXVL; 1,200 Pages;
250 Fino Engravings.

$2.00 a Year; $1.00 for Six Months.

Maoazins and GUARDIAN or WESLEYAN
togother, $3.50.
W. H WITHROW, D.D., P.R.8.C., - EDITOR.

ILLUSTRATED ARTICLES.

OUR ILLUSTRATED SERIAL WILL BB

‘In the Trades, The Tropics,
and the Rearing Forties,”

By Lady Brassey, with 90 Exquisite Fogra.
vings. ‘This series, which will run through
most of the year, desoribes a recont journey
of 14,000 miles in the Yacht Sunbeam.

beAnot.hm' important Series of Articlos will

“OQUR OWN COUNTRY,”

moat of which will be handsomely illustra-
ted. It will embrace

Across toe Coxtingxt, by the Editor.
Being Notes of Travel from Toronto to
Victoria, B.C.; Trips among the Rock
Mountains, otc.—Several Papers, wi
copious Illustrations.

Toe CANADIAN Pacirio RAmLway, by the
Marquis of Lorne.

Also CaNABIAX Lirez axD SORNERY, by the
Marquis of Lorne,

Tar NorTRE Pacirig CoasT AND ALASKA, by
John T. Moore, Esq

Tax RIver S3A0URNAY : IT8 GRANDEUR AND
s GLooM, by Rev. Hugh Johnston, B.D.

Inprax MissioN WoORK ON THE PAcIrIC
Coast, by the Reov. W. W. Percival,
Victoria, B.C.

Tae DoxINTON 0¥ CANADA : I3 RESOURCES
AND IT8 DESTINY, by D. E. Cameron, Esg.

Missioxn WoORXK IN THE NORTU-WEST'

Tsz Doty AND DIFricuLTY OF THR FRENCH
WoRE.

Mission Work 1y TRE MariTiMx Pro.
VINCES, and

Lire AxD LABOUR 1IN THE BERMUDAS,

ANOTHER ILLUSTRATED SERIES WILL BE
At THE ANTIPODES, by the Rev. T. Bowman
Stephensor, LL.D.
TuE BrrTisz PRINCEZS IN THE SOUTHERN
Seas, by tho Sons of the Prince of Wales.
Sovventrs or Jomux Wasiky. With En-
gravings of many of the places and things
with which ho was intimately related.
The LAND of THE SKY. Sketches of Travel
in the High Alps. By the Editor.
Auoxe TR SricR IsLaXDS. Skotches of

Life and Adventure in Java, Sumatra, eb

3&8

Trx Lrssox CAtrOonisM.

1. Through whom did sin enter into the
world? Through Satan. 2, In what form
did ho appear to Adamn and Eve? In tho
form of a serpent. 3. To what sin did he
tempt them? To eat tho forbidden fruit.
4. How docs the GoLbpxy Trxr state tho
rosults of the first sin? ' By one,"” etc,
5. What doos this lesson t us? The
danger of disobeying God.

ToctrINAL SUaakstioN.—Tho fall of man,

Carrciisx Quesrtiox.

3. When did God creato man?  After the
croation of tho earth, God made man to be
the chief of his creatures upon it

Isalah xlv, 11, 12, Thus saith the Lord,
« +« +» 1havo mado tho carth, and created
man upon it

A roLt-arowx whale will yield from
twenty to twenty-five tons of oil, and
from a ton to & ton and o half of
whalebone.

Tur greatest of famlts is to be
conscious of none.

Laxpsor Taoe Bisur. IIL
Missiox Lirr Axp Wonk 18 Coyxa,

Ox tg Cororapo., 1L
Hzr Masestr's Towrr,
Fpinporon, OLD AND Nxw,
DavID L1VINGSTONE.

And numerous other articles, copiously
and handsomely Illustrated.

OTHER ARTICLES.

Tne Lrss Kxown Poxts or MEeTuODISY,
by the Rev. Dr. Williams,

Tar SuNDAY-30HOOL AS A CRNTRE, by tho
Rev. Dr.

Sm Jomx Lawrmnoe, by the Rev. Alex.
Langford, of Winnipeg.

MrrHoDISM AXD SuxpAY-SCHOOLS, by the
Rov. Joho Philp, M.A., Montreal.

MapB0USK LITERATURE, by Dr. Daniel Clark,
Supt. of the Lunatic Asylum,

Wity ax 1 a Merooistt by the Rev. Geo.
R. Crooks, LL.D.

Fatuxr Marriukw AND His Workg, by the
Rev. W. McDoaagh.

Toe Scorr Aor AND PrommirioN, by the
Rev. B. B. Keefer.

81. PATRIOR, THE APOSTLE OF IRELAND, by
the late Thomas Guard, D.D.

DexaNDS AND DirricuLTiES OF MODERN
UxseLier, by Rev. W. Harrison.

MiN1STERS ON WiERLS. A Bicycle Tour of
Twonty Ministers thx\onﬁh anada. By
the Rev. G. S. Barnes, Ph.D,

Faxous Mex ANp WoueN,
Hzr MAseste’s MaIL.

Crty Missiox SKETCHES.
NATURBAL SciExCcR PAPERS,
Lre AxoxNe TiIE LowLy, ETQ,
Tax Hicuer Lire.
RELI010US INTRLLIGRNCR,

Second Series,

Boor Revrews.
Many other Papers of special interest and
importance will be given.

OUR SERIAL STORY

¢Tae PREACHER’S DAUGHTER,"” by Mrs, E,
A. Barr, author of ‘““Jan Vedder's Wife,”
is a talo of great power and pathos. Wo will
also publish another story to be hercafter
announced.

Our Premium for 1887

Is the best yet offered. Srox HoLMEs, THE
CanrpENTER, by the Rev. Jackson Wray,
author of *‘Nestleton M " and ¢ Mat-
thew Mellowdew.” The k is of l.aci.
nating interest, and will be read with avidity
by both old and young. It is a volume of
350 pages, illustrated and handsomely bound,
only 35 cents, only one-fourth the regular
prico.

Somo schools have taken ten ies to
circulats instead of librarics, as being fresher
and more attractive. Secnd for special rates.

Address—Wrrriax Brigas, 78 & 80 King
Strect East, Toronto; or, C. \W. CoaTEs,

3 Bl troet, Montreal; Rxv. S. F.
E{M&
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ANNUALS FOR 1886!
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Adviser, Boards . .iiveiiiiiiins.. 80
.“ " Toth.ieisesreresenas 0
Band of Hopo ....... [
British Werkman........ ceesnirens 0

Boys’ Own Annual, Cloth.......... 2

Britiah Workwoman ....cv000vi... 0
Babyhand ............ eessnncisass 0
Children's Treasury, Boards........ 0
Child’s Own Magazine, Boards...... 0
s b . Qilt edges 2
Chatterbox, Boards........ N |
s Cloth ...... PP |
Children's Friend, Boards....... oo 0
s “  Cloth .......... O

. " ‘ Giltedges.. 0
Child’s Companion, Boards...... vees O
o « Cloth ...ocvvevs 0
Every Giri's Annual, Cloth........ 2
Every Boy's Aunual, ' ...... 2
Family ¥riend, Boards ..ccv.uvvues 0
“ “ Cloth.,eouvsuus e 0

" “ ¢ Gilt edges.... 0
Friendly Visitor, Boards ........ .. 0
¢ “ Cloth....ov...... 0

o o ¢ Gilt edges.. ©
Girls' Own Annual, Cloth .......... 2
o " ¢  Gilte'ges 2
Infants' Magazine, e 0
o o loth .....covte 0

“ ¢ *“ Giltedges . 0
Little Wide Awake, Boards........ 1
" . . Cloth ........ 1
Littlo Men and Women ........ 1
Leisure Hour, Cloth .,............ 2
o o “  Gilt edges .... 2
QUIVEr ..iviiiiseniiaenianan veees 2
Sunday, Boards ........ccci0iunnn 1
Sunday at Home, Cloth............ 2
" s ¢ Gilt cdges.. 2
The Prize, Boards .....c0vvu.n.... 0
o Cloth....... tessesinees O
Worthington's Annual ............ 1
Wide Awake........... teesseniiane 1
Young England, Cloth...... ceeeee 2

CHRISTMAS.

Christmas has come, and we would re
ottr Customers and the General Publlo that we b
an {mmenss stock, carcfully chosen in the

™ BOOKS.

W have {n endlers variety Books untearable
otherwiso, full of pictures and littlo reading, in
type, for littlo ¢ tots™ scarcely adble to walk,
books profusely {llustrated with intensely interest
and {nstructive stories, bound attractively, for ol
boys and girls. Holiday Gift Books, Poeins, Blog
phics, Annuals, Tales of Adventure, Standard Wo
Authors in scts, such as Dickens, Scott, Parkm:
leabella Bird, George Maodonakd, Ruskin, Lyt
Moody, Macaulay, Hallam, Huwe, Glbbon, et ¢
suitable for older people.

CARDS.

Weo have a lot of Xmus aud New Years Ca
which we will 5¢M cheap to clear th
Hany of ouy purchasers seem tired of cards, 3o ¥,
have provided for their wants in nicely bound

LITTLE GEMS

of books, beautifully illustrated and not expensive. ;

BIBLES.

Weo have a d stock of Blbles, in a variet,
bindings, unSln:nd large. Teachers' and Fu{ ny
Editions at the lowest prices. s

HYMN-BOOKS |

In all atyles of bindings, very sultable for presents. |

STATIONERY.

A choloe varicty of Note Paper and Envelopes—! 4

the quire or neatly boxed, very low iIn pricd
aocording to the quality, Falrchild's Gold Pens an¥
Penclls, eto. ;

IN A WORD,

Weo have nearly everything yau want. Como and sefl
us before going elsewhere, i

REMEMBER OUR PRICES ARE LOW, ANE
THAT WE WILL NOT BE UNDERSOLD in anythicg
io our line. Again, we ask you to [

GIVE US A CALL,

Or it you live at a distance send In your orden¥
telling us what you want, and they will have carefc}
and prompt attention,

Send for—

Qur Large Catalogue of Gencral Books.

Qur List of Musfc Books.

Qur List of Recitation Books,

Our List of Bibles—Oaford, Collins, and Bagster.

Our List of Hymn.Books. :
Pach List Is scparato and gives prices and fu'§

description. Sent post froe on application. .

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
PuUBLISHER,
78 & 80 K@ Sr. East, Tononto.

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que,
S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N. $.]
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