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THE TOBACGCO NUISANOE.
BY THE EDITOR.

f| aburden to me by reason of this

B| almost universal habit. At home

ono can keep himself and person
clear of the faul weed and its

& noxious emanations, but when

¥l travelling hie is everywhere ex-
8| posad to its poisonous fumes. Even

B! in the clegant sleeping coach of

the Canadian Pacific Railway
which was my moving home for
some days, upholstered as it was
with all conceivable Juxury, the
| most conspicuous article of furni-
ture in cach seatscction is an

88! odioys spittoon— “cuspider” is, I
B! belicve, the polite word—with its
#| hideous suggestions and associa-
B tions, We have seen them even
B1 in pulpits in the South, and not-
B! withstanding the presence of re-

fined and delicate ladics, these

R sboinations®are in frequent use.

Then, in each car the compart-
ment commanding the best view
B of the magnificent scenery is dedi-

B! cited to the sokers, and is fur-

nithed with more ¢ cuspidors.”
From this den gentlemen emergo
i reeking with tobacco smoke, and
sit down beside me to discuss
politics, philosophy, religion, with

§ tobacco-poisoned breath.

In Europe it frequently hap-

pens that attached to the very

: window out of which one looks
;o a lovely landscape, is a re-

N coptacle for cigar ashes, whose

R stalo contents almost wakes ono

B sick with disgust.

; In the ordinary passenger cars
. matters are still worse. In theso

there are no “cuspidors,” and the

E filthy condition of the floor, after

a thres or four days’ ride, can be

mire easily imngined than described.
In the emigrant car the condition
of things is worst of all. Here un-
limited smoking is permitted. To the
rek of the foul tobacco and attendant
N . mstiness of its own occupants, isadded
&' that contributed by passengers of the
B - other cars, Who come hers to indulgo

ithoir odious habit. And this, although at u country station, stood outside "and holy God, and when you come to
the car is the travelling home, often ; half frozen with the cold, rather than man's estato do not have to say in a
i for day after day, of women and:encounter the nastiness of the waiting | very litoral sense, “I am a man of
@ NormixG that wo know of, unless it | children, sometimes wayworn and room crowded with smokers: and thoiunclean lips, and I dwell among »
B! o tho still worse drink habit, makesa’sick with a long sea voyage, for!worss of it is that the sensibilities of “people of unclean lips.” I covet for
W nn so selfish, so disregardful of the | whom there is no way of escape from | smokers become so blunted that they my native land deliverance from this
' ~' ri%:tcs xu;d colllforvtl of Iotll('rs as the these discomforts. Is it not then un-' arc unconscious of the nuisance they ugly habit. I rejoico that in the last
| tobacco habit. When I jouraey
% from homo my life is often wmade

Bhristmas Greeting,

‘“ SUFFER LITTLE CHILDREN TO COME
UNTO ME.”
CoME from near and come from far,
Came from all the lands that are;

Come from lonely realins of snow,
Where ro winds of summer blow.

Come from golden Palestine,
Vine-clad Alps and Appenine,
TFabled shore and pilgrim shrine.

Come from Asia’s central sweep,
Afric’s sand and jungle decp;
Come from Western prairies’ sweep.

Come from islands of the sea,

Says the Christ-child, unto Me.

Every child is bidden free.
Come in.  Come in.

in just such a train as 1 describe amid - dren, not the right of protection from

the grand scenery of the north shore | this nuisance?

of Lake Superior. . I write on this unsavory topic to
This is not pleasant reading 1 ad  urge boys never to acquire this odious

init; but the reality is far worse. I habit. Kecep your bodies clenn and

havo often, while waiting for the train ¢ pure, and fit for the service of & pure

manly, is it not brutal to intlict them? create.  Have I and other nen.ithat over its shoulder Harvld could
I write thus strongly as 1 sweep along - smokers, especially women and chil-, count the tips of half a doze lofty ¢

.the intensely blue sky. i

three years over 80,000 of the
young peoplo of our Sunday-
‘schools have signed a  pledge
against the twin evils of liquor
and tobacco. T hope that every |
scholar will sign that pledge. and

that soon we shall have a gener-

ation of men free from the thral-
dom of this vile habit.

—— e~

MRS. LARSEN'S CHRISTMAS
GIFT.

It was Christinas morning. The
day was a bright one, and the boy
had had more presents, especially
of money, than ever before: never. .
theless, as Harold lounged vp und
down the road, he was not wholly
happy.

«“ 1t isn't exactly fair,” he was
saying to himself, “and yet I
don't see how to help it. Wish
I could think of some way.”

This young worrypate was a
stout-shouldered, open-faced lud of
fourteen, and as he turned upen
his heel at the end of the short
path his eye took in a complete
circle of mountains white with !
snow from base to summit.

Tooking down the valiey toward
the right, he could trace the road
for about a mile, until it disap-
peared behind a headland  of
granite, turning the sharp comner
on a shelf the outer edge of which
bordered upoi: the very brink of a
precipice.

« Somebody’ll pitch off there -
one 0 these days,” he sard o i
self, “if anytlung cver breaks
loose on the car.” .

To the left the gulch slopusl
steeply to where, four or five salis
distant, a vast pyramid of snow
and rocks cut off the view, except

peaks, shining like white marble guinat

This was a silver-mining gulch far |
up among the summits of Wassatch -
Mountains. One of the richest mines Ii‘

AT

was under the management of Harold's
: : -;—‘é%
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PLEASANT HOURS.

father, who usually spent the winter
in the East, or, at least, in Salt Lake
City, mahing ouly two or three visity
to the gulch during the colder half of
the year

Ils winter, however, the mine had
called for elose  attention, and Mr.
Morton had persuaded his family to
«tav with kim in bis snug cabin on the

Cwwuntain, where Harold had found
Chife by uo wmeqns dull,

“At any rato
I'd hihe to qive sonwbody a present
tus Chinstinas that would really make
‘i feed glad 1 was around.”

Just then a shout of excitement
atong the wen and boys collected in
hioluluy attive at the ore house aroused
his attention, and made him run to
duin them, fourgetting his somewhut
tomanbic Wollles in an instant,

The nunes m these mountaing were
all ot great height, as silver lodes in
the West are very ikely to be, and the
ruleh atself was wo steep and rugged
to allow of butlding a raflway into it
From its head, where the principal
mines wete clistered, to its toot, Sud
a branch of oue of the Utah railroads
came up, there ran a tramway about
cight miles long.

The grade of this road was very
steep- perhaps 300 feet o the mile—
and it was laid well up on the moun
tun-side, swinging in a great curve
around the head of the guleh, then
coming  pretty  straight down  past
wiere Harold lived, untd it turned
sharply around the rocky headland a
mile below him, and followed the ins
and outs of the hillside to its lower
end.

This steep and winding tramway
answered  well enough, because all
heavy loads came down, nothing going
up except empty cars or light loads of
provisions, aud so forth. The cars
were rude boaes about flve feet long
and half as wide, mounted on small
low wheels. Three or four of them
would be tilled with ore somewhere up
the track, and linked together into a
short train.  Then a man would mount
the load, and loosen the brakes by
moving & lever.  Their weight would
cause the heavy cars to start down hill
at once, and whuld keep them running,
thoe conductor controlling their speed
by tighteniug or loosening the lever of
the biatke as he wished.

Tu go faster than ten miles an hour
was thought unsafe, and when, as
oceasionally  happened, a car broke
louse and ran away down the grade
alone, great damage was sure to fullow.

The empty cars gathered at the
bottomn were hauled slowly up by tan-
dem teams of mules, meeting and pass.
ing the down trains on <ide tracks.

" Har }d's place was asort of half way
T oetatinng

In coming down, these cars mn

"ewiftly by their own weight, aud no

trip cetld be wore exciting. It was
as good as coasting, and very much

' like it, exeept that you had a mule to
" pull you back

Today, of cour<e, was a holiday, and

'» vo ears were supposed to be running,

yet suroly thero was ono coming down
the track from tho head of the gulch.
It could not be made out very well at
first, but Boon cawe into plain view,
spinning along the great half-circle
which the track took at tho head of
tho valley.

“It's & runnway passenger-car}”
yelled o man in the excited group with
whoin  Harold was watching the
escapade.

“There's somebody aboard —two of
‘'em*” was tho next discovery., “Why
don’t they slow up3  They’ll juinp the
triuck sure, and it’s no joke of a fall
they'd get down the rocks along there.”

“Maybe the brake’s busted.”

“No,” Iurold cricd out; *its
Laursen’s babies, and they don’s know
enough. I suppose they have baen
pluying on the car, and turned it
loose.”

“ Larsen's kids!” exclaimed the whole
crowd. “They’ro gone 'coons.”

What was tobe done?  If anything,
it must bo quickly.

The little car, rocking and jolting

under ite fearful speed, but holding to ]

the track almost by s miracle, was
spinning towards the group of men at
a great rate. :

Iu two minutes 4fore, it would be
there, if before that time it had not
leaped the track, and: burled into the
ravine the two little girls who had
sunk down between the seats, and
were clinging to each other's necks in
a frenzy of fright.

“Get a big rope,” yelled one man.
“ Hold it in front of the car, and catch
her in the slack.” '

Several men started/et this sugges-
tion to bring a cables Perhaps the
plan might hu\o succéeded if it had
been tried, but Haroll felt, with a
heart that almost stopped beating in
horror, that the time was too short.

Then a thought struck him.

Beside the station was a side track,
on which several ore cars were standing.
He waited to ask nobody’s advice, but
sprang to the switeh, opened it, and,
with a strength he wondered at after-
wards, pushed one of these empty cars
forward upon the main track, dming
the switch with one hand, and jogging
the car with the other, he clambered
in and began moving down the main
track alicad of the runaway, which was
chasing him like a thunder-bolt.

he said to himself, as he glanced back.
«If only I can get welllunder way, I
can catzh it and slow up:safely. If it
overtakes me too soon, i€ll bounce me
off the track, and then—good-by all of
ust”

He was rolling faster and faster
every rod. His brakes were wide
open, and already he was making
twenty miles an hour -a  perilous
speed ; but the babies behind hiin were
running sixty, and ono of their axles
was ablaze.

Two seconds later they were so near
that he could see the whites of their
territied eyes staring wildly from under
thar yellow curls. The lad never re

membered how much he hed disliked
them half an hour ago. Heo was too
full of the possibility of saving their
lives and restoring them to their
mother—a Christmas present worth
oven his making! In a twinkling now
the wild car would strike his, and the
dreaded precipice was hardly a rifle
shot away,

“I am not going hulf fast enough,”
ho thought, with an agonizing picture
of homo fuces flushing across his eyes,
and & fleeting temptation in his heart
to leap out into the safety of a snow-
bank and leave both cars to their fate.
But he put this feeling away with the
next thought, and fixed his mind on
his work.

Grasping the upright handle of the
brake with one hand, he clutched the
grimy and creaking old box with the
other, and waited the instunt that
should tell whether he wus to catch
and hold and slow down to safoty that
runaway passenger-car with Larsen's
yellow-haired babies, or whether they
all should go over the cliff together.

It scemed an hour, that brief sccond
of expectation, while the headland
loomed almost overhead. Then came
a shock, a frightful lurch and rumble,
a hard grip upon the jerki.g brake-
rod, a blinding sort of pause, and
Harold realized that he was still up-
right upon the track, that his car was
grinding its way to a sudden stoppage
at the curve, and that he and the
babies were safe on the very brink of
the awful rocks.

Perhaps you may not call this feat
a very great thing to do; but the men
up the gulch thought it was just that,
and nothing less. Nono of them ex-
pected to see any one of the three come
back alive from that fearful ride.

It happened just at the moment
when Harold leaped into his car and
pushed off, that his father came out of
the house and caught a distant glimpse
of him. Supposing his boy wovld be
surprised and dashed to pieces before
he could get out of the road of the
runaway, and not waiting to be told
that Harold knew this car was coming,
and had placed himself in front of it
to try to catch it, Mr. Morton ran
down the rough tramway as fast as he
could go, followed by the whole crowd.

Both cars shot quickly out of sight,

J but the men hastencd on, fearing every
“I bhave half a minute the start,”

moment to come upon 1 wreck. You
can imagine sorething of their joy

when thc} saw Harold, safe and sound,

standing beside the passenger-car, com-
forting as well as heconld the scream-
ing infants who clung about his neck.

Mr. Morton folded "his lXg anns
tightly around .% three, when the
workmen pressed up to shake Harold's
hand and slap him on the back, pre-
tending not to see the tears on their
Superintendent’s weather-beaten cheek.
Harold notified these, though, and
again seized his father’s hand.

“Docs mother know?” he asked
anxiously. “.And will she fret$. Bill
Smiley,”--turning to one of the boys—
“please run and tell her Pmall right’

“ No—unecod 'of that” Mr Maorton
excluimed ; ¢“she doesn't know in what
peril her bruve boy has put himselt.”

“Brave? Harold repeated, in a
wondering tone. ¢ Why, there wasu't
anything olse to do. It ain’t wrth
bragging about.”

That woke up a big miner who had
heard plenty of boasting, but didn't
often meet with modesty.

“Well, blow me over the runye, if
here ain’t a feller a8 don't know he's
got more band than this ‘ere whole
chicken-hearted camp _

So these dozen men made the rocky
walls of that valley ring with such,
cheers us you would hardly expect to
hear from three times their number.
Hurold was lifted on to the front seat .
of the car, beside the babies, while the
excited men began to push him back ||}
up the track in the grandest style they |§
could.arrange on so short a notice. |}

Little Billy Siiley, taking s hiut,
scampered off’ uhead; and when the
procession came mnecar home Mrs,
Morton was seen waiting. The men |B
Lroke into u trot, and cheered again ||
as the platforin was reached, and the
lad leaped off to be clasped in bis
mother’s arms.

“I'm glad you dido’t know, or
wusn’t around,” Harold confessed to!
her; for then, perhaps, I should not .
have dared.”

“There wa’nt none o’ the rest & us i
had the nerve, madam,” said the l,ugI ¥ |
miner; “and I tell you them kids!|}
would ha’ gone over the cliff, sure as
shootin’ if it had’t been for your son.” |§

“Oh, you're all making too much of ||
this little thing,” Harold broke in.
“But what about those same ‘kids’$”

“Well, somebody would better take |8
them home, I suppose,” his father
answered.

“Tet's all go!” exclaimed Haroll
«We can hitch up the maules and take
you along, mother. You'll go, won't
youst”

“If you would like it.”

Five minutes later, therefore, the |
Mortons and several of the men lmdu ‘
mounted the car, and were jogging up.
the snow borded tramway. 5

When they reached the head of the |8
gulch, where were the mines and the (i
little settlement in which the Larsens |8
lived, nobody was on the lookout, und ‘||
apparently neither car nor children’
had been missed. So Mrs. Morton
and Harold walked to the house, and |
knocked ot the door, leaving the littl: '|§
ones outside. A voice called, ¢ Come
in,” and they entered.

It was a bare, dark, log cabin of t\m
small rooms, in the further onc of
which, as they knew, stood Mr. Larsen’s *
bed. A half-dead fire smouldered i
the hearth, and at first their dazzled
cyes could distinguish nothing else, |§
but they saw that this room r.]so con-
tained an extra bed, upon which l.n
the wife of the injured workman, as!|§
helpless as he. f :

«“Are you sick, too$” t.xc]mxnml
Mrs. Morton. .

“Yes'a. I'febin sick since morn'n 4

~

—

© ememnm - me . - .
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i n veck ago—ocould’'nt vash nor vork at
a]L"

“Where is Ludovigt”

“Ho is gone to vork up at de
Sphread Eagle Mine—ung dis is Grist-
mas, too. It vas too bad-wtoo bad.”

“Then the money I gave you for
presents for—" M. Morton begun to
ask; but the paer woman intermpted
her.

 Aob, my good frient, I had wit to
'puy some medicine. Und dese goot
;tm"s to eat vat youn did send—vell, T
t dinks dn shildren vould been starved
except for dose goot tings you sent.
But dey’re all gone already, und I
don't know vat I shall do.”

“Where are the bpbes now 1”

“Oh, dey’re oud toblay. Dey shtay
too long, but dey must haf some fun.
Bime-by dey haf mebbs to suffer too,
shust like me.”

At that instant the door was burst
open, and a shock-headed boy who did
not belong to the Morton party rushed
in, shouting, *Oh, Miss Larsen, your
kids has gone down the road on a
runaway car, and they is both kill—

At bearing the last words of the
rude messenger, Mrs Larsen had tried
to spring up, but Mrs. Morton pressed
her back upon the pillow, exclaiming:

“The children are safe. They did
go down the track, but they were
saved.”

To see the deep joy with which that
poor mother welcomed back the lost
little ones, and to feel what might have
been the scene had they been brought
to that distracted home dead instead
of alive, was too much for the tender-
hearted lad, and he began to poke the
fire with tremendous vigour. The
next thought was, supposing that he
had failed, and that his had been the
mother weeping over a lifeless child,
and—But he ocouldn’t stand this pic-
ture at all, and rushed out, exclajming,
* Awful smokey!” for fear somebody
should misunderstand the water in
his eyes and the chokinessin his throat.

More than one holiday has come
and gone since thon.

As for Harold—when, on Christmas,
he goea to church and hears of him
whose perfect manliness all men pat-
tern after who try to make the best of
themselves, nothing goes home to his
feeling and his understanding like the
record that of his own will Christ gave
his life for the help of those who were
weak and in trouble. “Greater love
tath no man than this”—nor greater
ocourage.

Christmas-Eve.

Pty
ts ts thoy gli or you and for
The hgr‘;llock byniznchtz pxlo& with snow i
In cvergrean wood, bent oot 0 low,
God giveth all Tha raveas call,
He hears them.” "So let us begin

Ho hears alway when chitdron pray ;

For b himsclf a child, bae beon.

Rﬁ:;l.ord we wouldgrl)g selish be
carts are not a3 - WO,
Remombor then the poor to-nigh
And flcod thcir darkness with%.hy llght~
Tha hungry food, the wanderar lead

The sorrowing soothe, the ca tu-o {ron;
Anuf;xty. wo&ny, ott the children’s day

have o Christmaa- trea,

Little Margary.
RY KATHERINK LENT STEVENSON.
Tur Christmns bells wero rivging,
Were ringing glad and clear;
And every hotne and every heart
Secmed tilled with Christmas cheer;

When aad, pale little Margary
Stole forth the joy to sco;

And, as she heard the bells’ glad chime,
“Qh, rivg,” sho cried, * for me t*

No Christmas joy was io her hoart,
Sho had no wann bright home;
She shivered as the bells’ glad peal

Rang from tho tall church dome.

For sick, and desolate, and sad,
Was Margary that night,

Wheu Christinas bells were ringing glad,
And Christtuas fires burnoed brigbt,

Sho stole along the brilliant street,
She paused by many a door;

Tho light, and warmth, and gladsome cheer
But mado ber sorrow more.

Sho saw homes filled with brightnees,
And children mnd with glee;

“¢There is no mother's love,” she said,
““No Christmas joy for me.”

She sank st last, faint, weary,
Within the broad church door;

The bells were chiming overhead,
Tho storm raged wild before.

There, as the music sounded,
She felt no longer aad ;

““I think the church must be my home,”
She said, *“ I {eel 80 glad.”

‘“Why, it's all warm around ms,
All warm, and glad, and bright;
Are the bells calling for me ?
Yes, yes, I seoa light!

“I am going to my Christmas"—
Then all was atill again,

While, overbead, the Christmas chimes
Still rang the mad refrain.

The sexton found her later,
And he grieved the sight to see—
But the Christmas joy shone on the face
Of little Margary,

HOW FATHERS OAN MAKE
CHRISTMAS MERRY.

BY ENOXONIAR,

A wgrey Christmas is a good thing.
It makes peoplo feel genial and gener-
ous and kindly. The most frozen
natures thaw out a little during the
Christmas season. A man that does
not thaw out alightly at Christmas is a
little iceberg. He should be sent on
an expedition in search of the North
Pole, and sent so far that he would
have to stay there. The place for such
a little human iceberg is North, among
the large icebergs. The heads of every
household should: try to moke Christ-
mas & most enjoyable family day.

A werry Christmas, like a well-
kept Sabbath, must be arranged: for.
The first thing in the way of successful
arrangement is. o getr yourself in &
good humour.

There pre.various weye in'which. a
man may: put himself into- a: presont-
able. condition fér- Christmss. One
good way isto;meditats: on- the: bless.
ings you have.eajoyed during the pest
year. Yom: nead not;go:out-intosthe
fields Jike Iszacito:engags in the medi.
tation. If- the.weather- had: been as
o0ld: in.the: Eazts 88 :in -Canads-Isaac

woald have dnno. hil-medit&t.i_tm within

[
doors. Just think on Chrisinas eve of
the blessings you and your fanuly have
enjoyed fur the last twelve months—
health, home, friends, food, rmament,
reason, restraiving grace, the privi.
leges of the sanctunry and the hope of
a botter home in the land beyond. If
you find that meditating dovs not stir
up your gratitude, relievo you from
worry, and tako the acid out of your
system, then teke a little wholesome
excrciso among tho poor. Go to that
pour bed-ridden sufferer around the
corner, who has lain thero for years,
and bring him or her some Christmas
chicer.

Having made the necessary inward
preparations for Christmas then turn
your attention to the family. You sce
that woman working just as hard on
Christmus morning as on any other,
You took a good long snooze, but she
had to take caro of the children and
arrange for the Christiuas dinner. Tlkat
is the woman whose ungloved hand you
held at the marriage altar long years
ago. She has changed a good deal
since then. The bloom has left her
cheek, but she lost it taking care of
your house and children. She does not
stop 8o lightly now as ghe did then, but
remember she has taken many a weary
step in caring for your bome. She
has changed, no doubt, but not any
more than you have changed—perhaps
not quite so much. There was no smell
of tobacco on your breatb, or two days’
growth on your unshaven chin when
you bsgan to visit that woman. You
never spoke short or cross to her in
those days—uover. Now, if you can’t
afford to give her a nico Christmas
present you can at least show her that
you appreciate her efforts to make your
home comfortable, and that you love
her quite as much as when her step
wos more elastic and her cheek had
morse “lour.

Have 7ou any children in the house !
Givo each one a little present if you
can afforc the outlay. Years hence,
when they are far from the old home

-spending Christmas among strangers,

the Lttle present may make them
think of other days and perhaps keep
them from evil. If you are 50 much
engaged in business or have to attend
so many meetings that you don't know
the smaller children, try and get
acquainted with them. Their mother
will be happy to give you a suitablo
introduction. The littlo ones may be
surprised at your conduct, but the sur-
prise will do them good.

It might add a little to the enjoy-
ment of your Christmas dinner if you
invited' & young friend or two in to
help the family to demolish the Christ-
mas turkey. Are thero nowcll-behaved,
deserving young men within your circle,
who are far away from their homest Do
you not know-of any. worthy young
ladies in situntions, fighting their own
way in tho world' that you might in-
vite to sharo your hospitality! Your
own boys and. girls may not always be
st bome—they may not always have a
ho:pow-boin,andyon may yo! soo

the day when you will bo very glad to
hear that your son or your daughter
has been invited to dine on Christins
with some respectable wan an a dis
tant town or city.

If you go out take the chillren with

you. Qive their mother a drive, It
will make her thiuk of old times aned
do her good. Spend the evening 1

the family. Don't steal away wte

another room and read your palitical
paper, and selfishly suck a cigar or
briar-root or old clay.
family for ono evening.
And having spent Christmas day
merrily in your home, gather the famls
around the fumily altar and commewl
them all to the great Father nhove

Remember tho absent ones an the

family prayer and ask God for grace to

make your home better and braghtor
for the new year than it ever wax
before.—2’reabyterian.

Edith's Christmas Morning.

Tuis really nuw is Christmas day ;
Iameo glad soglad?

I wonder if in all the world
There's aurbody sud,

But ob, dear me ! I'most forgnt
That girl across the way ;

Her father drinks, they ro awful poor,
And onco I heard her say

That Christmas day was hike all days.
I'm 'fraid—1'd hke to know—

But what's the use? It's too late now
If I had money, though,

I'd go sud—but I've not a cent.

Now let me think : they say
1f anybody has the will
They'ro suro to find tho way,—
What can I givo to that poor girl?
1 just have this sweet dol
That Santa Claus has brought for me,
Besides this pop-corn ball,
And box of candy, nuts and cakes.

And still *“ whero thero's a will”—

But I'm real poor mysclf, I'm sure,
Yot she is poorer still,

And like encugh has had no gift
This bleased Christinas nom.

I wonder if she's thought at all
That Christmas, Christ was born,

Ho did not think about himself,
Bat just of others thought.
I »’poss I could divide wath her
Thess thingr that Santa brought—
1 will! I'll give her half of them,
But then—here’s this sweet doll,
I can’t divido it, possibly ;
T’ just givo—givo—it all,

——-

(0D'S CHRISTMAS GIFT.

Axip our Christinas gifts we; should
not forget the best and gnuaiest of al,
—QGod's gift of his own dear Son
“God 80 loved the world, that he rave
his only-begotten Son, that whoswaser
belioveth in him, should not per.:l,
but have overlasting life.”
gift, on the first Christmas-day eighteen
hundred and cighty-five years azm, w.u
the gift of the Divine Chuld, the Babe
of Bethlebem, tho Son of God, to be |
the Saviour of the world! Dear chil-
dren, let him be your Savicur, Love |
him. Trust him. Givo him, as the |
best Christmas gift you camw bring,
your young and loving hearts.

Bo one of the-

O what a i

3%

19, .'

.

- -

i
|
|
i

0

.

>



[Z 2PN

PR
T N

QL

S}%}

i

4

-

> 196

PLEABANT HOURS.

OUR PERIODICALS.

PAR TRAR.--POOTAQR FRER

The best, the choapent, the tnost ontertaining, the
thast popular.

Christian Guarfian, weekly . .n2m
Hethudnt Magazine, 96pp , moenthily, tllystrated 2 00
Stethodist Maganine and tiuardian togethivr 30
Toe Weslervan, 1alifax, weekly 200
Buniday Schiodd Banner, 82 pp., $10, monthly 0 6
Barean leat Quarteels, 16 ppr, 8v0 0 us
Quarterly Review Service. 1y the year, 24c 2
doten, §2 per 100; per quarter, 6¢. adoz,
bOC}.Xer 1t
Womaeand Schoot, 8pyp |, dto , tortnightly, stogle
ooples . La. . L 0%
Less than 2 oopies 025
Uver 20 coples P 022
Pleasant Hours, 8 pp, éto, tortnightly, single
ooples . 030
Leas than 20 ooples ... 02
Over ) coples 022
Sunbean, fortuightly, lean than 20 copies.. . 015
20 oplin and upwands 012
Happy Mayw, fortuightly, Jess than 20 coples 015
20 onpies and upwards . . 012
Barean Leaf, monthly, 100 coples per month . 5 49

Addross : WILLIAM BRIGGS,

Mcthodlst Book & Publishing House,
18 & 80 King 5t. Eaat, Tomuto

0. W, Cosrea, 8. F. Hussns,
3 Bleury <treet, Wesleyan Book Room,
Montreal. Halifax, N 8

Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FULK.
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, 0.0, Editor

TORONTO, DECEMBER 11, 18S6.

250,000

FOR MISSIONS
FOR THE YEAR 188"7.

CHRIST-
MAS.

Wg are surc our readers will be
pleased with the more clear and open
appearance of the pages of Preasant
Hours. These are only specimens of
the improvements we propose making
from time to time. We intend to use,
asour increased circulation will war.
rant the expense, better cuts and more
of them, and cuts referring specially
to Canadian subjects. This being the
jubilee year of the reign of Her
gracious Majesty Queon Victoria, we
propose having a number of illustrated
articles that will cultivate the loyalty
and patriotism of alt our young readers.

The Methodist Magazine also comes
out in a handsome new covor, and pre-
sents for the year 1857 an announce-

| ment of unsurpassed interest. By con-

densing somewhat the printed matter,
and adding a considerable number of
pages, the amount of rcading it will
give will be increased by about 100
pages. It will have sevaral articles of
special interest to Sunday-schools—ons

hadmirable one in the January number
by the Rov. Dr. Carman, onc of the
General Superintendents, on the * Sun.
day-school as a centre of influenco;”
one by the Rev J. Philp, MA, on
* Methodisin  and  Sunday-schools ;"
valuable illustrated series on Bible
Lands, and on mission work ; numer
ous ijllustrated articles on Canadian
hfe and seenery, by the Marquis of
Lorue, the Editor, and othem; and
many other attractions too numerous
to mention  (See announcement on
st page.)  Several schools have for
some years cirenlited from two to ten
copies of the Magazine instead of
Sunday school  libravies, as  being
fresher, more interesting, and more
attractive,  TFor this purpese the
Magazino is given to schools at special
rates, made known on application.

CHRISTMAS TIDE.

It is Christmas tide the world ouer.
We celebrate this most joyous tuie of
all the yeur in our must joyless and
inclement season.  Winter has thrown
her icy mantle over us, and

“* The sun comes late to the pallid sky,
And docs not come to stay ;

The snow gleams cold on the barren plains,
The year i old and gray.”

Perhaps to these who have earthly
comforts, Christmas is all the more
jovous from the contrast within doors
and without, but to thosc who measure
their coal by the peck, and through
whose thin walls the cold wind fiercely
pierces, there can be no great joy, cven
on the anniversary of our Saviour®
birth. Had all who profess the name
of Christ the true Christian spirit,
there would be fewer of such unfor-
tunates—~-less need to say, with Hood,

*“ Alas! for tho rarity

*Of Christian charity,
Under the sun.”

But Christmas is not confined to our
cold climite. Christmas will be cele-
brated all around the world where
Christian missionaries have gone to
tell the story of our Saviour’s birth.
Then forget not the brother upon
whose hearth the fire burns lew, who
secs only his present misery—

“ Even God’s providence
Seeming estranged.”

Forget not the little children whose
pinched faces tell of an age of sorrows.
Forget not those who have gone to
foreign lands to carry the good news
of the gospel. Forget not these who
are beginning to understand what it is
to have a Saviour, and those who yet
do not know of his wondrous love.
Forget not the sinful, those in prisons,
those sunk in sin, seemingly beyond
redemption. Remember that for all
of theso Christ was born and died, as
woll as for us.

« Sound over all waters, reach out from all
ands,

The chorus of voices, the clasping of bands;

Sing bymns that were sung by tho stara of
tho morn,

Sing songs of the angels when Jesus wea

boqw,”

OUR S8UNDAY-80HOOL
PUBLICATIONS.

Tur following letter on
thic subject has been vee
ceived 1 have just to hand
some  sample Sunday school
papers from our Book Room
n Toronto, and a fow days
previously sume samples from
au  American  publication,
I consider our own papers
far superior to the others,
both in “mnake up” and “get
up,” that is, in the matter
they contain, and the ma-
terinl and  workmanship of
the paper.  In the editing
of our Sundiy-school papers,
Dr. Withrow shows his emi-
nent fitness for the position,
in the variety, adaptability,
and general usefulness of the
interesting matter furnished
in their pages.  And our
energetic Book Stew.ard
equally shows his quahti-
cations for the position he
holds, in the very elegant
manner in which e gets out
the papes.

low.
with nthers, and find none cheaper.

Now, it does secem to me just carry-

ing the thing a little too far for

send us samples of their papers enclos- ;

ing another bundle, on the wrapper of
which is printed the request to “Kindly
hard to the Sunday-school superinten-
dent.” No, thanks; I respectfully
decline the honour of acting as sub-
agent in introducing these papors
into our schools in preference to our
own. Happily we are well furndshed
in this particular.
A Lovar Metropist.

‘Wz beg to acknowledge with thanks
receipt of $2.25 for the Crosby Indian
Girls’ Home, from a little girl in
Chicago—Miss Fredda Smith. Re
ceived through W, G. Graham, Aurora.
Other contributions for the same
deserving object, or for the McDougal)
Orphanage, will be gladly received apd
forwarded.

&

Inte Unknown Seas ; or, The Crufss of
Two Saslor Boys. By David Ker.
New York: Harper Brotheras. Price
£1.00.

Silent Pete; or, The Yowny Stow-
aways. By James Otis. Snme pub-
lishors, and same prica.

Theso books have both been devoured
with fascinated intercst by 'the many
readers of that bright paper, Harper's
Young Peopls. They both abound
mors than gufficiently in adventure,
but the sscond is more to eur taste
thon the first. It has an elerpent of
pathos that is quite touching, and is
not 50 sonsctional in character a3 the
first. Thay are freach, breexy kociks that

BATHING OFF THE YACHT ¢ SUNBEAM.”

T have often compared them '

Ix this year of special need will not 1§

Then the price, too, of our own|all Sunday-schools fall mto line, and |-
papers, considering their size, is vor_v:each do somothing for the Missionary |
Fund? Many schools do nobly, but (#
many others do nothing. This “ought !{ &

not so to be.” In accordance with the |

recommendation of ‘the General Con- {H
the agent of these American papers to | ference, let cach Sunday-school be (/g
organized as a Juvenile Missionary (M

Society. The incaome from this source
is growing, but it might casily be
doubled. Let our Sumday-school
superintendents take hald of thiz
.aatter, and ses what can be done.—
Outlook.

o

BATHING OFY THE YACHT
“8UNBBAM.”

Tuis cut shows Lady Brassey's
children at sea bathing off the yacht
Sunbeam. Seccared by a rape held in
their fatha’s hand, they leaped from
the deck into the water and swam
aroynd like young dolphins.  This is
one of 90 beautiful cuts, kindly pre-
sented by Lady Brassey to the Editor
of tho Canadian Methodist Magazine,
to illustrate a series of articles which
will run through the Magazine for
1887, describing her adventures *“in
the Trades, the Tropics, and tho
Roaring Fortus.”

Sir Warter Scorr’s ¢ Christmas in
the Olden Time” has been chosen as
the text for six and twenty illus-
trations by E. H. Garrett, Harry
Fenn, J. Steeple Davis, Go A, Teal,
Henry Sandham, Childe Hassam and
H. P. Barnes, engraved under the
supervision of Geo. T. Andrews, for
Cassel & Company to publish. The
book has a gennino Christmas flavour;
wo hear the big logs crackling on the
hearth, and smell the savory plum-

pudding a8 ws turn the leaves of this
sétractive volmans. .

will Ys reéad with avidily by s boga.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

What December Says.

Orex your hearts erc I am gone,
And hear my old, old story;

For I am the month that first looked down
On tho the beautifu) Babe of glory.

You must never call me lone and drear
Beeause no birds are singing ;

Open your hearts, and you shall hear
The song of the anjels ringing.

Open your hearts, and hear the feet
Of the star.led wiso men olden ;

Bring out your treasures of incense swect,
Lay down your offerings golden.

You say you look, but you see no light

Where the always poor are staying ;
For this is the story, for evcrmoro,

The Master's voico is saying:
Inasmuch as yo do it unto them,

The poor, tho weak, and the stranger,
Ye do it to Jesus of Bethlebern—

Dear Babe of thestar-lit macger.

&
-

To our readers, to our friends far
and near, and to all to whom these
words shall come, we wish a MMerry,
Merry Christmas. Be happy for once,
if you never were before, on this coming
Christmas day. Be good, be Find, be
charitable. XKnow the hlcasedness of
giving ; the happiness that comes to
those who seek to make others happy.
Do not let Christmas pass without

FIRST SNOW,

of happiness to enter some human aeart.
‘What 2 blessed and comforting thought
it is that wherer2r we are, whatever
may be our condition, though homeless
and friendless wo may be, Christmas
bas one gift for us far richer and rarer
than earth’s choicest trcusures are. It
is a gift that ali may claim and yet it
is ours alone—the love of Jesus and
salvation through hisblood. For “God
so loved the world that he gave his
only begotten Son, that whosoever
believeth in him should not perish but

Tne Youth's Companion cclebrates
this year its sixtieth anniversary. It
might well be named the “ Universal
Companion,” so widely is it read and
80 wisely adupted to all ages. 1Its
contributors are the most noted writers
of the world. Among them are W,
D. Howells, J. T. Trowbridge, Prof.
Huxley, the Duke of Argyll, the
Marquis of Lorne and Prino. 3s Louise,
Archdexcon Farrar, C. A. Stephens,
Admiral David Porter, Licutcnant
Schwatka, and many others. e do
not wonder that the Companion, with
such contributors, has nearly 400,000
subscribers. It costs but §1.75a year,
and o subscription sent zow is credited
to January, 1888.

CHRISTMAS AT SEA.

Tury atood beside the
helmsman at the wheel, the
lookeut in the bhaw, the
officers who had the wateh ;
dark, ghostly ynires an ther
se-eral stations; but every
men among them hummed o
Chiristmag tune, or had n
Christinng thought, nr spoke
below Ius breath to his com
panion of some by gone Chreicte
mas duy, with  homewand
hopes belonging to it And
evory man on board, waking
or sleeping, good or bad,
hid had a kinder word for
ano another on that day than
onany other day in the year,
and had shared to some ex-
tent in ity festivities; and
had remembered those he
cared for at a distaunce, and
had known that they delight
ed to rememlber ham,

s —— i GO o —nae—

CHRISTMAS ALL THE
YEAR.

Dickxrxs says, “l will hon.
our Christmins in my heart,
and try to keep it all the
vear,”and perhaps this, which
he said at another time, is
the reason why he wants to
Leep it all the year. 1
have  always  thought  of
Christmag  time as a good
time : a kind, forgiving, char.
itable, pleasant cime.”

‘The true Christias is all
this and more. It is a time
when wo not only remember
our friends and—enemies, if
we have them, lovingly and forgivingly,
but when we do it for the sike of one
who loved us when wo were far from
him.

Any Christmas joy that does not
find its spring and source in Jesus, tho
Holy Babe of Bethlchem, is not the
truo joy.

Let us look to him, dear little
friends, as the One who carries all the
world” hopo and joy in himself, and be
sure that he wants to fill our hearts
out of his own great heart.  Our hearts

and in this way have a Merry Christ-
mas all the year?

CHRISTMAS LEGENDS.

Turre is in the home life of the
Cunadian, especially f.:1mer, at Christ-
mas time, much that brings close to
the mind the picture of the birth in
the lowly manger. Many traditiona still
live about mysterious occurrences dur-
ing tho Christmas night, and these
linger still with all their charmn, with
all their mellowness of primeval devo-
tion among the homesteads on the
verge of the forest or the cottage upon
the bleak prairie.  The infunt’s bLirth
took plrcs in & rude mauger, atnong
the stalled cattle, when, according to

the general belief, cold night-winds |
blew, and the Divine Babe and his
mother were hut feebly protected i a
chilly mangee  One old tradition, 1n
partinlar, tells that at the nonent of
the «hilda barth the cattle 1 the
wmanger {ell upon their knew How
often hy the lanterns bisht through
the cold mght have not hittie ciea crept
out to the barn where the cattle worn
i thewe stalls ax the hands of the . Lak

neared the honr of radoght, to we of
the eattle were kneching, for the tead
tion pelates that at the procise monment '
i each year sinve the babe was horn
all dumb anitunly, in reverence, £idl
upon their knees.  Thete wag amatder
trudition, too, which Shakespeare puts l
in the mouth of Moy wlus i * Hamlet,”
that during the nicht of the nativry !
the cock crew from dark to dawn . I

l

i

“Some say that over ‘gunst that scwon
coimes
Whercin our Savioura birth i eclebrated,
Thua tird of dawnugg moee thadd aight Loy
And then they say o ~parit Jaresster albiva ?
The wzhta are whowesume , then vo plae ts
strike,
No fairy takes, nor witch huth pewer to
char,
So hallowed und so gracious is the time."
THE CHRISTMAS TREE. :
TUE very name ot the Chnstmas }
Tree s BUtio ~tive of lul.-_: LAY} { AW
braght ires, curtains devwn and merey
faces  gathered  round  the  hearth
There 1s the e kln;.: of the fiee and
the distributing ot the gutts who b have
occupied hand hearts and busy fingees,
perhaps, for wonths past
We always havo our tree lighted n
the early evening. Tt is plensant, even
in homes where late dinners are the
rule, for the grand weal of the day to
take place at an hour when old and
young way sit down together.  Then,
when desert has been discussed, and

away, we contrive for a htthe mterval,
when all wili be at hberty There are
many ways of distributing the Clnn o %
mas gifts.  Sometimes one of the bays |
dresses up hke n ventable Father
Christmag, and has his lugeage brought
in and unpacked beside the tree. FHe '

the servants have hind tine to cliar ;
'
I

Of the wonderful Babe I'm telling ; have everlasting life.” i : delivers each gift with | .

; . iod hi - i g life. are little cups, which can only hold K 1R rhyman:

You gay they have carried him off by night fow d fs’ ;; he J he 'n couplet, pechaps ingeniously hittin s at
From Bethlehem's lowly dwelling. ew drops at best, but he loves to have itt) Lo, :

us bold them up to be filled, and he some little ;urcul}:\rxfy in the reapions,

Open your hearts and seek the door SIXTIETH YEAR. loves to §ill them! Shall wo believe it, but always so kindly that the suly ¢

of the joke can laugh as heartily s
any one else. At anather time a hos-
ball is constructed of very stieng c.uid
board, or perhaps framed of nerrid
wire, coversd with a  -ul tann !
material inside and cut, and that .«
with cotton wadding to inutate som

This may be rolled 11t the 1o,
with & great fusa and apparent Jdut
culty. Of course, it must be ade 10
fall open in the rwiddle, and the o
tents disteihuted by a little white faal
tot, who nets ay the benevolent fain
from Snewlaud, amd the weasens o
Futher Christinas in seattening b |
favoury.

It is not talking, but wulking, that '
will bring us to heaven.

A

by doing something that will cause & gleam %
. g
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PLEASANT HOURS.

A Pecp Into Santa Claus's Home.

San1a Cratu rat i his sasy-chatr,

o Al ongtitfully rumpled his silver hair;
He . fiv e ware w ook of sad unrest,

© et be heaved a sigh from his iomost

! breast,

A\ mih that told that his heart was {aint.
Pruy, whot had cowe over the Jolly old

hattit ?

" Aremal him Iny scattered a goodly storo—
. sudch pluythings as never wore aven before,
. New tooks emblazoned in red and gold,
el sollics too datnty almost to hold—
It Lo pe and hieaps to tho ceiling piled,
But ke looked an them all and nover smiled.

For cdose at his slbow sat his wife,

el nhie u’mku, in a voice with discord rife,

©1 Liow whie never could go nway,

But was forced bike a pris'uer at home to
stay ;

And when she ended the dolcful strain,

She strarghtway began it all again.

* Ah, Sants, well may you be content,

A< you think of the Christmas merriment,

Of the happy cluldren, whose shining cyes

\Wall aparkle with joy and glad surprise.

From the lips of ull will your praise be
heard,

But of we they never speak a word.

* And yet you know through the whole long
year

I plan and work for their Christmas cheer.

I knit the mittens and worsted balls,

The hoods and scarfs ; 1 dress the dolls;

1 choose for the children sick or lan.v

Sume curious puzzle or charmivg game.

“They, say, is it just that I should stay

At home all alone on Christmns-day,

With never a friendly word of cheer

To break tho silence that reigneth here,

While you, close-wrapped in your cushioned
slegh,

With your reindeor fleet speed away and
away ?

“But I'vo bormo it as loog as I shall—so
thero )

And you ncedn’t answer me. I declare

‘This year shall tho end of my trials sce :

I go with you, or you stay with me,

So you'd better resolve, without more strife,

To divide your honoura with your wife.”

I liatencd no longer, but casily

Could 1 guess from this what tho end
would be.

“When a woman will,” so tho proverb
gocs,

And tho rest of the stanea each one knows.

So you ncedn’t wonder, noxt Christimas-day,

To seo Santa appear in a double aleigh.

—Ela W. Ricker.

HOW CHRISTMAS CAME TO
WOOD'S HOLLOW.

BY ELLA O. G. PAGK.

Marniox Ricranns shut the door of
the little rod schoolhouse on Friday
night with a sigh of relief. Two days'
hohday—no more school until next
Mindny ; and with a thankful feeling
fir her wock’y rest, she went down the

I . raugb steps, worn by the feet of. many

generatins, and at the foot was con-
fionted by the snarled hend and un.
wunly form of Joe Stone, the most
razeed wnd unruly of her scholars,

Hae evidently Lad waited to speak
10 heer,
' «Well, Jog,” eaid she wearily,
s what is it now 1

He fuinbled at the sleeve of his
ragzed  jacket for a moment, and
vurked his clumay fect uneasily in the

v .‘.’:
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~ Lizhit snow.

Then he bioke forth,—

“Teacher, what is Christmas, any-
how1l Nan Jones said it comes week
after next, and Lu Greon said she had
seen o tree on Chrstmas full of pres-
ents for everybody, but [ wa'n't grean
enough to beliove that, you bet ;" and
he winked one eye and grimaced at his
hearer. 1 told 'emn I'd ask you, and
they smd Ldassen’t doit.  What s it,
anyhow 1” and he looked half de-
liantly, half sheepishly, into the lady's
face.

“Do you mean to say no ono hng
ever told you about Christmag-—whnt
it is——in all your life?” queried the
astonished gmrl.  “Did not ever your
father and mother"—she stopped, for
Joe hud broken out into & chucklo.

“Well,” drawled he, *seein’ my
mother died when I was a baby, and
dad spends his time mostly in jail, you
see they hadn’t time to tell me; or
mebbe T wag so young ['ve forgot it,”
and he laughed again.

Marion looked at him—only twelve
years old, no other, and worse than
no father!  Somehow his rags and
dirt, that before had only disgusted
her, now noved her to pity.

“Where do you livei” she asked
him in a softer tone than ever had
fallen on Joe Stono's ears before.

“Oh, the old shanty on the hill be-
longs to me. Granddad left it to me
because he said dad would spend it
all, and T live there and do chores for
my meals when I can get ’em to do,
and go without eating when I can't.”

“Walk down my way with me”
said Marion, turning abruptly to hide
a sudden tear, “and Il tell you all
about Christmas;” and for the first
time Joe walked beside a nicely-
dressed, lady-like woman, and heard,
too, for the first time, the wonderful
Christmas story, told, as Marion Rich-
ards had the gift of telling s story,
with force and pathos.

At the close Marion bade the boy a
kind “good-night” and went up the
gravel walk to the little white cottage
of the Widow Storrs, where she
bonrded, with o strange sort of pity
stirring hes heart for the boy who had
never heard of Christmas.

“ Mrs. Storrs,” said she that even-
ing, as the two lingored over their
fragrant tea and smoking hiscuit,
“don't they over keap Christmus here
at Wood's Hollow "

“Keep Christmas here!” said the
widow with a strong emphasic on the
last word. “Why, nol X used to
when 1wy Eddie was alive. Healways
hung up his stocking—oh, dear!”
She wiped her eyes on her clean apron
and began more briskly: “No; ne-
body here has any time or money to
spend on Christinas.  Why did you
askt”

“Qh, Joe¢ Stono asked me about it;
ho kncw nowhing about it, nor any of
them except Lucy Green, and eheo not
much. Mrs, Storrs, why cannot we
have a Christmas tree for them—the
children, I mean $”

“How would you get your tree!
And, Miss Richards, where would you

putiti And how would you get the
presents1” M. Storr became an in-
terrogation point all at once.

“QOh, somebody would get it in the
wouods. I'd have it at the school-house.
The presents I'd wmake,” said Marion
rising and answering all these ques-
tions briefly, and she sat down in a
brown study.

When the widow sat down to her
knitting sho resumed the subject.

“Thore are only twelve scholars,
and you would help me, wouldn’t you,
Mrs. Storrsa? We could make a horn
of plenty for each one and fill it with
candy, and a little present besides,
couldn't wo1” and a coaxing tone and
smile accompanied the words.

“Yes, I'l help, but you'd better
have ’em here, 80 I can help make
them behave.”

“Msy I really have them heret
That is just splendid! There are two
weeks to work in. Let me see—mit-
tons for Annette and Cora, that's easy.
Mattie will like a doll. I'll make a
rag one, paint the face, and put on
real hair. I can give Emma Jayne—
oh, she wunta everything—an apron, a
pair of stockings, something to wear
anyhow. What on earth shall I give
Lu Green? She is my best scholar,
too big for dolls, and she has mittens,
A book for Will and Ted each. I've
just the right books at home, and I'll
write to mother to send them. And
Joe! Oh, dear! I wish there was a
hardware store in Wood’s Hollow |”

“What for?” said Mrs. Storrs, in-
terested ' but somewhat bewildered by
the energy and enthusiasm of Miss
Marion.

“QOb, I heard Joe tell one of the
boys the other day that he'd rather
have a jack-knife than anything else
in the world. He said he had never
had one, and bhe is twelve years old.” *

“ A knifet” said the widow slowly.
She sat silent a moment, then rose, and
taking a lamp from the shelf, went
into an adjoining room. In a few
moments she returned, bringing a long
flat vox which sle placed in Marion’s
hand silently, and sat down in her
acoustomed place. Inside the box,
when it was opened by Marion’s slender
igures, lay a pocket-knife, a perfect
beauty—four-bladed, ivory-backed,
sharp and bright. * *

“\What do you mean by thist”
queried DMarion, her eyes aglow and
her face kindling.

“It was bought for Eddie many
years ago, a few wecks before Christ-
mas, but he was brought boroe drowned
beforo that day came, so he never saw
it. It has been in my box ever since.
You may have it for Joe. He isan
orphan, and perhaps if his mother had
live:t, he would have been a better boy.
She was a slimpsy sort of a thing, but
she was pious, 1liis father is a hard
one. ill that do?” she asked with
& smothered sigh.

“It is just tho thing! How canX
thank youl” exclaimed the delighted
teachor. “Now Joe iz provided for,
and I will give Lu Green a pictare of

Evangelive that I have up in pjff*
trunk. She likes suck pictures, and 1}’

wittens and things. Mrs. Stom §
Wood's Hollow shall have one Chrigt
mns, any how |”

Aud as the clock struck nine,
rose, still holding the knife, and takir§
her lamp she bade the widow god]
night.

Ubpstairs she opened her trunk ar
took out the engraving of Evangelins,
the poet’s dream of matchless oo g
stancy, and soliloquized : ¢ How shal |
1 frame this1”  Just then she caugh
the golden shino of a picture fram
hanging over her head. “I migi/
tako that, but ;y precious mwame [
deserves a golden frame ; and yet Luy £
never had a picture in her life, and s §
loves them so. I'll tell the story &%
them all about Evangeline. Yes, 11}
take you out of your frame, mamuy
dear, and you shall have another sone
day. That's just right. Thea there |
that tidy I was making for Aunt Del
She has hosts of tidiea. Il give tha
to Ann Joues ; she likea bright coloun i
and they have a parlour with the {u.§§
lornest, homeliest old rocking-chair ix §§
it, 1 ever saw. I'll make it largero}
as to hide as much of that horrid chair |
as possible. I must send to moths §
for coloured paper for my horns d i§
plenty and some other little fixings.” ¥

And she closed the trunk withJE
satisfied smile, and after a blessd ¥
chapter of the Book and a heartfe: &
prayer, the little teacher slept, t &R
dream of gigantic Christmas trees aui §
eager faces. '

It was hard to say which were th
more astonished, scholars or their par ¥
ents, at the recoption by each scholx @
of a nicely-written invitation to spend ]
Christmas evening with their teache @
ot Mrs. Storrs. There were great de§
bates over the proper answer to thes 3§
invitations, which' ended by following §
the advice of Lucy Green. Twelwe %
answers exactly alike were sent 7%
Miss Richards in various handwriting §
from Joe Stone's scrawl to Matti{§
Jones’ large printing capitals. They §
ran a8 follows, with different names :— @

“Miss Lucy Green will be glad to‘
visit Bliss Marion G. Richards at Mrs i
Storrs on Christmas.

Your obedient servant,
“Lucy Gresx.” |}

The form of signing was @ brillinnt i
idea of Ann Jones, and was thought ¥
to give style and elegance to the whole B
composition. l

None of the children ever forgol |§
that evening, The parlour was trim- |8
med with evergreens and hemlock |§
boughs. Marion had enlisted the two |§
clerks in tho ape smoll store of the (B
place into her service, and they, show- [
ing o suspicious readiness to oblige her, |#
had brought a large lond of Christwss {§
greens to the house early in the morn- |§
ing. So the room was a woodlgnd
bower. -

One mysterioys gorner was enclosed |

with a curtain of aheets, above which 4

< —
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oy fsiot up tall green hemlock boughs,
|1 What it was no one kmew, and they
be  1vgot to gucss, as Miss Marion brought

foat o box of games borrowed from

Boenced to teach tho elders to play
them with her, after giving the younger
fues & box of blocks with which to
4|l taild houses and castles. After o few

merry games with Miss Richards, Mrs,
swrrs invited them into tho kitchen,
shere was a table sot with cakes,
B oanges, sandwiches and milk, aod in

vhich had come to darion in the box
fom her mother tho day béfore, and
B o the top, in raised sugar lotters, were
- J} o words, “ Merry Christmas.”
M The delightad children sat down,

B rot be told whither the cakes and
¥ oranges went. Then the lovely pink
l litie3 were taken off, and one given
torich child, *to be kept to remcm-
il me by,” Miss Marion said, giving
one also to Mrs. Storrs and laying one
by for herself. The cake was cut, a
great part of it eaten, and then they
| went back to the parlour again. Mrs.
8 Storrs had slipped quietly away & few
moments before, and lo! the curtain
{ was goune, and in the corner stood a
® small but beautiful tree, bright with

i of popped corn, with a great gilt star
[ on top aud numerous bundles hanging
E amid its branches.

B Lu whispered to Joe, “I told you
3 folks had trees. That is Miss Rich-
3 ards’. Isn't she good to show it to
- usi”

Joe assented with a nod, and with
fithe secrct wish that be had a tree
B like it.

But Miss Richards stepped to the
tree, and taking off a parcel, read the
# name “Ann Jones.” Ann stood be-
| wildered ; but with a smile and the
| words, “That is yours to keep, Ann,
8| with o Merry Christimas,” the bundle
§( was placed in her hands. That wasa
8| fruitful tree. There was a present for
Mievery one (including Mrs. Storrs and
N| Marion, who had each placed a gift
J| for the other, secretly, on the trec),
8| with a large horn of plenty full of
3| mixed candy, & string of popped corn,
i@l and an orange spiece besides.

R Then when the tree was empty there
#icame a quiet hour of story-telling by
B| Miss Richards, beginning with Evan-
geline and ending with the wonderful
B story of the manger at Bethlehem.
8! Then Mrs. Storrs and Marion tied on
little hoods, and buttoned sacques, and
hunted up caps and overcoats, and
M! with a kiss for the girls and a hearty
B hand-shake for the boys, Christmas
B Day at Wood's FHollow was over. Joe
B lingered to the last, and as he raised
| his eyes at parung, with a suspicious
Qi moisture in them, he said, holding up
| the precious knife,—

§| “Miss Richurds, I won't—never—
| be bad no more, to pay for this ;” and
j| though the grammar was poor, the
§, unmistakable look of decision on the

whst he said ; and whatever Joe Stono
meant to d-, ho usually did.

Many years afterwards, Marion, no
longer Marion Richards, met in a large
gathering a tall, keen-looking man,
who, after cordially sbaking hands,
said to her, * Miss Marion, do you
remember the knife you gave me years
ago? I have it gtill. I won today
my first law case, and I want to tell
you that my first desiro to be some
vody, and my first knowledge of Christ,
came from you as you st telling the
children of Wood's Hollow the story
of Christian love of which you had
Just given us an example in our first
Christmas tree.

And Marion answered bim softly,
“Ah, Joe; loving and doing are the
only powers that shall yet conquer the
world for Christ.”

The Children’s Day.
Yxs { Christruas is the children's day.
Tho’ al) the world is bleased ;
"T'was little children Jesus took,
And in bis armns careased.

He loves tho little children hast,
To them his caro is given ;

He blessed some of us on carth,
And some in his aweet heaven.

We may uot understand it now,
His life of love and duty,

But we shall know it when we see
The King in all his beauty,

So we will love the precions gift
Sent down to us from heaven,

And try to do his blesged will,
To whom all praise be given.

O Christmas day, O children's day,
O precious, precious story ;
For them wo'll sing the Saviour’s praise,
Till we ghall sing in glory.
—J. R. Murray.
SANTA CLAUS.

Saxta Craus was one of the oldest
ideas of the Celtic West in Pagan timnes,
as he was of the Pagan East before.
In Christian times he was still re-
garded with religious reverence, sit-
ting, as he had sat for ages in Egypt
and elsewhere, in the arms of his
mother. Santa Claus was, in fact,
the child Jesus in the middle ages;
and throughout that period the festive
creed of Germany and all Celtic Europo
was that he visited all family dwellings
of good Christians on the eve of his
anniversary, and brought with him
gifts and presents for the children,
The truth of this original belief is
plainly encugh indicated by the word
“claus,” which, in the Gothic or
ancient Gerrasn, means ‘“child” and
“son.” Santa Claus formerly meant
the Holy Child.—Selected

We are not done yet with that
“cent & day ” idea; there is too much
in it to let it dic. According to the
Report of the Conunittee on Statistics,
presented to the Genera! Conference,
the membership of the Methodist
Cburch now aggregate 197,000. Let
some of our juvenile readers figure out
what & cont & day from each ¢t those
will amount to in the course of a year.

OHRISTMAS TREES.

Evirr well-regulated family should
have s Christmas tree. Children take
delight in it, young peoplo are to be
pitied who do not enjoy it, and old
people always love to watch the happy
company about it. Next to tho satis-
faction of sitting under your own
‘*vine and fig-treo” is tho pleasuro of
gathering around the brightly lighted,
wonderfully laden Christimas troe.
Long may this green tree, with its
marvellous  fruits, flourish in our
Anmerican homes, the centre of & merry
throng, and of happy recollections'
Because our churches and Sunday-
schoola havo Christmas trees, do not
think thehome tree unnecessary. Cling
to the old custoru, and muke the home
circle the brightest, jolliest, denrest
spot in all the world.

Christmas trees cause some trouble,
to be sure. They usually insist on
shedding their foliage, and then weep
candle-grease in penitence, but * with
oll their faults we love them still,” and
would not banish them for these little
frailtics. ‘The trce once adwmitted, how
shull we deck it for the festive rites of
Christmas-tide? A very pretty and
at the same time inexpensive tree is
what we may call

THE ARCTIO TREE.

A well-shaped hemlock shrub is best
suited for this purpose. TFix it firly
in & broad low box. The idea is to
give the shrub the appexrance of a tree
heavily loaded down with snow and
ice. The snow effect is secured by
tearing (not cutting) cotton batting
into long narrow strips, and fustening
them with thread or fine wire along
the top of each bwranch. When this
has been done, the tree will begin to
look quite wintry. Now for the ice.
Almost all large toy stores in cities
have glass icicles in stock. Suspend
these icicles along.the snow-covered
branches. The weight of the glass
will causoe them to droop quite natur-
ally. Then over the whole tree
sprinkle “diamond dust,” a prepura-
tion of mica, to be had at almost any
drug store, which will make the snow
glisten and give the green of the tree
a frosty look. Tinsel shreds also may
be used to advantage. About the base
of the tree an Arctic scene may be in-
troduced. Cover the box with cotton
to represent the snow-<clad earth.
Snow-houses may be made of the snme
material, and skilful fingers’ will find
little dificulty in fashioning a few
Esquimaux. A sledge and a half-
dozen toy dogs will complete the scene.
Over all sprinkle the magic powder.
Pure white candles should be used to
light the tree, which with its contrasts
of durk green and snow white will
make a fairy-like picture. 1 e el s
icirles eannot be obhtanwd a substitute
may en-ily Lo found in small eyl dn
cal glass Leads, which ave to be bought
almost anywhere. Make strings of
these on white thread four or five
inches long, and bhang thews oo the
branches. Instead of the diamond

fine in & mortar, but it is better if
possible to obtain it already prepnred.
Tinscl may be bought in sheets and
cut up into very narrow strips, but
this too is botter when made for the
purpose. Give the “Arctic Tree® a
trin.  We are sure you will like
it. Remember that it will appear to
best ndvantage only whea the roow u
darkened and the candles lighted.

Making Ohristmas Presenta.

THRRES a subtle alr of mystory about the
house to-day ;

There are whisperings and hidiogs, bus not
in merry play;

There’s a sound of shuttiog bozes ; there'sa
noisoe of scampering foot ;

Then the children come with sober atepe,
with faces grave and swoot,

Thero aro breakings up of savings banks,
odd pennies from papa;

There are earnest consultations with aunty
and mamms;

There are calls for scraps of satin, skeins of
zephyr, shreds of floes ;

There are soarchings in thick folioa for
sutumn learves and moss.

The artists, too, ars busy painting horve.
ahoos, tiles and ahells ;

I hear half.whispered cowmments, * Those
lovely lily bells 1"

*What colour is a Jeasamine!” *J wanta
lighter blue,”

] think I'd pud a darker shade in that if X
ware you.”

What quists all the busy tonjueat they
hardly dare reply

To the simploat of questions, but hesitate
and try

Tobe strictly non-commital. ¢ Hush.ah.sh}
be careful now, don't toll.”

Thero aro smiles and words balf spoken, but
they koop their secrots well.

Lo tho mystery's unravelled, for upon the
Christmas troo,

By the light of coloured tapera, fair, and
beautiful to see,

Books and statues, toys and vasce, but the
dearest gift of all

Are tho work of tiny fingers, plannod and
wade by children amall,

See! cushions, book marks, pen wipers, of
every size and sort,

And what if grandma's footatool has a leg a
trifle short?

It is covered with a patch-work of & very
crazy kind,

And cthe rick rack’s vory crooked—well ¢
thoy tell me love is blind

4

Here aro lovely glowing pictures; can it be
tho leaves and fern

gems of art could turn ¢
Théso *coloured wutlives * might pot do for
the Fren.h Academy,

Christruas tree.

No dinmoods ever shono as bright aa
mother’s oyes to-oight,

And po gifts with muuey purchascd coul,
give suct rare Juighit,

Thou,b tie stitches were upeven and the
blutders Lot u tew,

Weenly s e purfect wors our o oty
tricu %o do.

—~Kate Lueree

Tug Lord Jesus is a jeninus Goi
He is jenlous of thy love, thy conn

him ; be suspicious of ail that would

That we gathered in the autumn to such

But they hold the Elico of bonour npon the '

dence, and thy cowpany; therclone -
love him, trust him, and ablide witn !

-

4
'

freckled face showed that he meant | —Outlook. dust, isinglass may bo powdered very | lead thee from him. . ? D
7 . —— . g‘::@
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PLEASANT "Z0OURS.

Tho Approach of Christmas,

It wan the caim ant silent night

Seven hundred years and tifty threo
Had Rome been growing up to might,

Al now wia queen of land and sea
Nesmeunid was hoard of clushing warn,

P bromled o'a the hushed domain
AMpellee, Padlas, Jove, and Murs

Lichb undisturbad their ancient reign,

In the sulewn waduight,
Centuries ago.

“Fwun in the calm and silent night |
The Senator of huughty Rome
Imp atient nrged has chariot's thight,
From lordly revel rolling homo 1
Frvanphal archies, ghaniny, swell
s breast with th aughts of boundless
way ;
A paliry provinee far away,
I the solemn mdnight,
Centuties ugo?

Withan that provinee far away,
Went pladding homes n weary boor
A ok of Bight before him lay,
Falten thtough a half-shat stable-door,
Voo Ll He paased, fur naaght
Tolld what was guing on within:
How Leon the stary i his only thought ;
Lo e how cabin, and cold, aud thty,
b the soletnn inndight,
Centunies ugo t

Oh, strange imhitlercnee =low and high
Diow sed over common joys and cares ;
The carth was stil!, but kuew not why ;
The workd was hstening~ unewares ?
How calim o mioment inay precede
Onee that shall thrill the world forever 1
Lo that sull moment nune would heed,
Man's deom wia linkdd, wo more w sever,
In the solemn midmght,
Centuries ago !

Bt the calm and silent night !

A thousand bells rimg out, and throw
Thear joy e peals almad, and smite

The darkuess-~charmed and hollow now t
e w1 rhat it no ~lame had worn,

To it s happier name is given;
Furan the stable lay, new-born,

The peacefal Prince of earth und heaven,

* In thy solemn midnight,
Centuries ngo §

LESSON NOTES.

A.D us9s ) LESSON XII.
THE GLEAT INVITATION,

EANN Y S

{Dee, 19,

Ree, Comnut to mem. v, 16, 17,

Goupes TEXT.

The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ Le
with youall,  Amen, Rev, 22, 21,

OuTLINE,
1. The Day of Destiny, v. 8-12,
2. The Tree of Life, v, 13-135.
3. The Last Words, v, 16-21,
Tistk, Pracn. - Samoe a3 in Lesson [N
Exvrasations. -The tree of life—The

©everliving tree, that is always green and

cotnehight-brange .

'\~

alwary buartug teat, Sea chap, 21 Dogs,
and ~srcceves, et — Al people guilty of ull
Linds of wickedness.  The morning star
the herald of day,  Jesus
was the light of the world. He uskered in
tie tiue heavenly day.  The brufe—The
Chur b of Chadt, typibal by the aity, the
new Josz alem, See chap, 21, 9,107 The
ceepteen o thee Lok - This Revelation of
Joh s not sl to be understood Ly men,
but 12 due been partly faliilled, and, like all
God's prupliceas, will st all be,

TracHINGs oF THE Lissos.

Where, in this lusson, are we taught- -
1. Fhe second coming of Jesus®
2, The suve rewad of the-nghteous?
3. The fulluess of gospel grace?

Tur Lessoxy Catrcurss.

1. What aid the angel say to John after
hie had shown him the revelation? ¢ Seal
aot the sayimes ™ 2 \What was the mescage
of Christ? “*“Rehold, 1 come quickly.”
3. Who did be say are blessed?  Thozowho
do his commaudments. 4. To what nre all

men invited?  To take of the water of life.
5 What uro tho last words of the rove-
Intion? **‘Tho grace,” ete.

DocThenas SugarstioN. —The gospel call,

Careon.ay QUESTION.

65. Into what state did the fall bring
mankind? By the fa:) mankind was brought
into n stato of sin ard misery. .

‘Ihrough one man sin entered into tho
world, and death through ain; and so death
rassod unto all mon, for that all winned,—

lomans v, 12,

FOURTH QUARTERLY REVIEW,
December 26,
REVIEW SOHKMN,

Lesson I. Jesua [letruyed. John 18. 1.
14.—~By whomwas Jesua botrayed? Whero
did Judan find Jesus? Whom did he take
with him into the garden? For whose
safety did Jesus plead? Who tried to
defond him?  Before whom was Jesus
taken? (Ropeat the GoLbes ‘I'ext.)

Losson II.  Jesus Before Pilate  John
10, 28.40. — Who brought Jesus before
Pilats? What did they ("usiru Pilate to do*
\What did Pilatesay nbout Jesus? (GuLbpESN
Texr.) What propusition did ho mahe?
Whoso rolease did the Jews demand ?

Lesson 11, Jesus Delivesed tobe Crucified.
John 18, 1 16. —What insults were heaped
upon Jesus by tho soldiers®  What was the
demuand of tho Jews? What caused Pilaw
to surrender Jesus?! What title did he
give to Josus? What did ’ilate do at last ?
(GuLbEN TEXT.)

Lesson TV, Jesua Crucified.  John 19,
17-80.—Where way Jesus cruafied?  Who
suffered with him?  \What title was placed
over him?  What was done with hiy
garmenta? To whom did he commend his
mother?  Whaut suffering caused lis ery ¥
What were hia last words on the crusst
{GorpeN T'ExT.)

Lesson V. Jesus Risen, Joha 20. 1.18.
—Who fimt sought the grave of Jesus?
What did sho tell two of the disciples?
\What did they find at the sepulchro? ‘To
whomn did Jesus uppear in the garden? To
whom besidea di(r he appear on tho same
day? (GuLugN TexT.)

Lesson VI, Thomas Conrinced.  John
20. 19-31. — \What disuple doubted the story
of the resurrection ? What evidenco did e
domand ? Where did Josus appear to him ?
What test did he offer him? \What wus
Thomas’s answer? (GoubkN TEXT.)

Lesson VII, Peter Restored. John 21,
1-19.—Where did Jesus show himself again
to his disciples? Who first 1ecognized
Jesus?  What question was thrice asked of
Peter by Jesus? What was his commmand
to Peter? (Gorvex TExT.)

Tesson VIIL. Walking in the Light, John
1. 5:10; 2.1-6.—\Who is the light of the
world?  How nay men walk in the light?
What Dblessing (gocs this walk conferv
(Gouwnes TexTt.)  What hope is there for
the sinner? Who iy the sacrifice for all
sin?

Lesson IX. John's Vikon of Chrint.
Rev, 1. 4-18, —\When did Johin have a vision
uf Christ * \What did he first hear? What
work did the voice bid Johm do? Whatdid
hesee?  How did the Light affect John ?
What did Jesus say of himself?  (Goroes
Text.)

Lesson X, Worshipping God and the
Lamb. Rev. 5. 1-14. —\Vhat question did
the angel ank concerning the book? Whe
was declared able to open it?  Who joined
in the womship of the Lamb? What was
the song of the mulutude”  (Gurbey Trxt.)

Lesson NI, The Saints in Heaven. Rev.
5. 9-17. —What is said of the number of the
saints in heaven?  What was their song of
rasey How were the saints clothed ?
Vhat had been their condition on earth?
What did the ungel say was their rewand?
(GorpeN TexT.)

Iesson X1, The Great Innstation.  Rev,
22921 — What did Jesus declare himself
to bet  What is promised 1o the faithful
and obedient™  What is the great imvi-
tation® What is tho final blessing of the
written word of God? (GoLpks TeXT.)

Wusre we have a tent, God must
have an altar ; where we have a house,
hie must have a church in it

Forrow after holiness; it will repay

your pursuit.

CANADIAN

METHODIST MAGAZINE

FPOR 1887.

Volumes XXV. and XXVL; 1,200 Pages;
260 Fine Knyravings.
$2.00 a Year; $1.00 for Six Months.

Mauazixg and GUARDIAN or \VESLRYAN
togethor, $§3.50.
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OUR ILLUBTRATRD SRRIAL WILL BR

In the Trades, The Tropics,
and the Roaring Forties,”

By Lady Brassey, with 00 Exquisito Engra-
vings, This series, which will run through
most of the year, describes a recont journey
of 14,000 miles in the Yacht Sunbeam.

b Another important Soriea of Articles will

‘““OUR OVWWN COUNTRY,”

mnst of which will be handsomely illustra.
ted. It will embrace

Across Tiik CoNtineknT, by the Editor.
Being Notes of T'ravel fromn Toronto to
Victoria, B.C.; Trips among the Rock
Mountaing, otc.—Several Papers, wit
copious [llustrations.

Tur CavaviaN Pacirio Ratuway, by the
Marquis of Lorue,

Also Cavaniay Lirz AND SoENkry, by the
Marquis of Lorno.

Tux Nortit Pacrvio CoAST AND ALAska, by
John I\ Moore, Esq.

T RIVER SAGUKNAY : IT3 GRANDEUR AND
13 GLooy, by Rev. Hugh Johuaton, B,D.

Inpiaxy Missrox Wonk onN Tiug Pacirio
Coast, by the Rev. W, 1V, Percival,
Victoria, B.C.

THx DossiNioN or CANADA : IT8 RESOUROES
AND 118 DESTINY, by D. E. Cameron, Esq.

MissioN Work 1¥ TRE NORTH-\VEST,

Tuxr Doty AxD DiyriooLTy oF TiR FRENGH
Wonk.

Miuyston Work N THE MARMTIMR Pro-
vINCES, and

Li¥k aND LABOUR IN THE BRRMUDAS.

ANOTHER ILLUSTRATED SERIES WILL BE
AT THR ANTIPODRS, by the Rev. T./Bowman
Stephenson, LL.D.

Tue Britisit PriNc#s IN THE SOUTRAERN
Seas, by the Sons of the Prince of Wales,

Sovveriis oF Joun Wesrky. With En.
gravings of many of the places and things
with which he was intimately related.

I'ne Laxp or TAE SKy.  Sketches of Travel
in the High Alps. By the Editor,

AMONG THE Spick IsLawps,  Skotches of
Life and Adventure in Java, Sumatra, etc.

Laxps or Tk Biene, IIT.

Missiox Lire axp WoRk 1§ Cuiva,
Ox tur Cororano, IL

Her MasesTy's Towrr.
EvixpurcH, OLD AXD NEW,

Davip LIvINGSTONE.

And numerous other articles, copiously
and handsomely Illustrated.

OTHER ARTICLES.

Tux Less Kvows Ports or Mrruopisy,
by the Rev. Dr. Williams.

Ture Suspav-Scioor AS A CuNTRE, by tho
Rev, Dr. Carman.

Stz Joux Lawnrexcr, by tho Rev. Alex.
Langford, of Winnipeg.

MeTiopisy aND Sunpav-SciooLs, by the
Rev. John Philp, M. A., Montreal.

Mavnousk LITERATTRE, by Dr. Daniel Clark,
Supt. of the Lunatic Asylum.

Wny ay I A Mernonist? by thoe Rev. Geo.
R. Cruoks, LL.D.

Farier Marrukw axp His Wonk, by the
Rev. W. McDonagh,

Tur. ScoTr AcT AXD PromIsiTioN, by the
Rev. B. B, Keefer.

St. PATRICK, TOX APOSTLE OF IRKLAND, by
the late Thomas Guard, D.D.

Drstaxps avp DrrrcorTies or Mobxex
UxprLier, by Rev. W. Harrison.

.

MixisTRRS oN Wheris. A Bicyele Tour of
Twenty Ministers through Canada, By )
tho Rov. G. 8. Barnes, 'h.D.

FaMous Mex AND WouMgN., Second Serie !
Hrnr MaJrsTY's MAIL. h
Ciry Missioy Skxronrs,
NATURAL-ScIENOR PAPERS,
Lirr AvoNo AR LowLy, k10,
Tug Hiouxr Lirx
KeLio1ous INTRLLIGRNOR.
Bsouxk Revigws,

Many othor Papers of special Interest
imnportance will be given. "l

OUR SERIAL STORY,

“Tng PREAGHER'S DAUORTER,” by Mrs. & §
A. Barr, author of “Jan Vedder's Wife?]
is o talo of great power and pathos, We will}]

also publish another story to bo hereafte]
announced, i

Our Premium for 1887]

Is the beat yet offered. SimoN Hotwes,
Carrexter, by the Rev. Jackson Wrey (8
author of *Nestleton Magna® and * M
thow Mellowdew.” The k ig of faadMl
nating interoat, and will bo read with avidity,g
by both old and young. It is a volumo offf
356 pages, illustrated and handsomely bound
only 35 cents, only one-fourth tho regula iy
price, ).
Some schools have taken ten copies tol
circulate instead of libraries, as beinyg freshee'
and nioro attractive, Scnd for specinl rutesy
Address—\VirLiaM Brigas, 78 & 80 King§
Streot East, Toronto; or, C. W. Coatisd
3 Bleury Strcet, Montreal; Rev. S. R
Hoegris, Halifax, N.S. k

We cannot commence to enumcrate ‘|'
the Beautiful Books we have in stock
suitablo for .

Sunday School Rewards, i

PRIZES FOR THE HOME AND SOCIAL CIRCLE]

Call and see our atock, or send for cnu; '
logue, which will be mailed you free o}
posatage. a8

As unauthorized editions of Sam F. Jone
sertnons are being offered to the public, wei]
beg to notify our readers, that the onlyM
uuthorized editions are the following: ;

SERMONS and SAYINGS

REV.SAM P. JONES)

Cincinnati Music Hall Series,

Edited by W. M. Lerrwion, D.D. Witk
Portraits of Sam Jones and Samn Sm
1’;3)0:, 319 pages, §0c.; Cloth, $1.25. In
ordering, please stato * CixciNyaTs Muss'ily
Hary Series,” as this volume is entirely;)}
different from another proviously issued. :

Now Rreapy, AurHonizep Enitioy,

' ; ] , ] }
Rifle Shots £ King's Enemies

SzruoNs DeLIVERED IN ToroxTo ;

BY THE e

RHV. SAM P. JONES. ||

Also Say SxaLL's famous Sermon,

“ DELIVERANCE FROM BONDAGE.”

With introduction by Rev, John Potts, D.D: .
Chairman of Mr. Jones’ Exeeutive
Committee, +

Paper Covers, Price 25c¢.

IN PREPARATION,

A larcely Illustrated Volume, containing:{\}
sermons and sayings of Sam P. Jones and:
Sam Small, delivered in Toronto und the:
U. 8., with tho story of Mr. Jones life,
written by himself,

&% To be sold by subscription.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
PuBLISHER,
78 & 80 Kina 87. East, ToroxTo.

0. W. COATES, Montreal, Que,
8. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N. 3




